
SCHILLUR’S HISTORICAL DRAMAS. 



" Schiller is tlic iSschylus of German}', the lofticbt of lier tragic iwets."— 
Taylor {of Aormch), 

** Schiller \/aB at once liery and tender ; impetuous, soft, atfoctiomite ; hiff 
enthosiasm clothed the univer&o with grandeur, and sent his spirit forth tor 
explore its secrets, and mingle warmly in its interests. Thus poetry in 
Schiller was not one, but many gifts. It was not the ' lean and Hushy song || 
of an ear apt for harniOny, combined with u maudlin sensibility, or a mere 
auinuil ferocity of passion, and an imagination ireulivc cliieHy because un- 
bridled ; it was, what true poctiy is always, the quintessence of genenil 
mental riches, the puritied result of strong thouglit and conception, and of 
rehned as well us powerful emotion. In hih wiitings we behold him • 
moralist, a pliilosopher, a mjin of universal knowledge; in each of the 
capacities he is gieat, but also in inori ; for all that he alllie^es in these 
brightened and gilded with the tomh of another quality ; his maxims h 
feelings, his opiiiions, are ti<iiibformed from tlie liMess shape of didactic 
truths, into living 8ha])eb tluit address faculties iar tiiier than tlie under- 
standing.*' — Cai'lylii. 

"With Schiller the imagiu.it ion and the intellect were so nieely balanced, 
that one know'S nut whicli w'as the gieaU'r; owing, happily, to the oxtenbi\e 
range of liis studies, it ma} b<‘ said tluit as tlu^ intellect was enriched, the 
imagination was strengthened. He did not sing * as the bird sings,* from 
the mere impuW of sona, but be ralliei ^elected poetry as the most perfect 
form for the e.\pro8siuu ol noble fancies and higli thonglits. * 11 is conscience 
was hio iinibe.’ ' — tSu Jl. L, llvltu . 

** The better prothutioiis ol the Geiiiuin htage liaie .lever been made 
known to us; tor by some uiifortunuto chance tlie wretched pieces of 
Kotsebue have found a readier acceptance, or more willing tr.mslatois, than 
the sublimity of Goethe, or the romantic strength of S»-liiller.’'— ^Y^^^^er 
ScoU, 

"richillor'b poetical cre,ition> haie had, beyond the proiiiice of mt, an 
immediate effect upon lite itself. U he mighty ehitrni of his song lias not only 
touched the imaginations of men, but eien their consciences; .and the fiery 
steal with which iie entered into conflict with all that ib babe and vulgar, the 
Jioly enthusiasm with wliicli he vindicated the acknowledged rights and the 
insulted dignity of m.'in, more frequently and \ictoriou8ly than any before 
him, make his name illiistriuns, not only among the poets, but among tlie 
noblebt iwiges and heroes, who are dear tj mankind.” — Menaet, 
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PREFACE. 


The present volume forms the third of the Standard Library 
edition of Schiller's works, and comprises four of his most 
admired dramas. 

Don Carlos is translated by R. D. Boylnn, Esq., and, in 
the o|)iuion of competent jiulpjes, the \crsion is einiiuMitly 
successful. Mr. "I'lieodoro Martin kindly assisted the publisher 
in eonductinp; it through the ))ress, and, it is but justice to 
state, has enhanced the value of the work by his judicious sug- 
gestions. This y)lay, from its great length and diflBculty, has 
been a source of considerable anxiety to the several parties 
concerned, but, it is hojied, not without a satisfactoiy result. 

Mary Stuart is the translation of the late .loseph Mcllish, 
Esq., who appears to have been on terms of" intimate friend- 
ship with Schiller V.; and mentions, in his pr(‘facc, tlint lie 
was commissioned to introilucc this tragedy on the English 
Stage. ITis 'version was made fr(»m the promj)ter*s cop3% be- 
fore the piny wns published, and, like Coleridges Wallen- 
stein, contains many passages not found in the printed 
edition. These curious and inicrestiug morceniix are dis- 
tinguished hy brackets On the other hand, Mr. Mcllish 
omits many passages which now form part of the printed 
drama, all of which aiT added. T'he translation, as a whole, 
stands out from its compeers of tbo time (IHOO) in almost 
as marked a degree ns Coleridge’s Wallenstein, and some 
passages exhibit powci’s of a high order; a few, however, 
especially in the earlier scenes, seemed capable of improve- 
ment, and these have been revised, but, in deference to the 
translator, with a veiy sparing hand. 


* Mr. Mcllish was an Etonian, th(‘ schoolfellow, and, in after life, the 
friend and coinpjinion of (’aiming and Frere. With these distingiii^ilied 
scholars he assisted to plan ,md support that ingenious miscellany the Minv/- 
com, published at Eton, in 1780 7, by Mr. Chailes Knight, father of the 
present well known publisher. Mr. Mcllish, in liis maturer years, held tin* 
appointment of Consul-lTcncml at Ujindmrgh, and, during that period, ac- 
quired the friendship and esteem of many of the (German literati, especially'' 
(ioothe, who has dedicated a poem to him. 
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PBEFACE. 


The Maid of Orleans is contributed by Miss Anna Swan- 
wick. Specimens of her translation liavc already appeared in 
a volume entitled “ Selections from the Dramas of Goethe 
and Schiller,” which obtained the favourable notice of several 
reviewers. It has been carefully revised for this edition, and 
is now, for the first time, published complete. 

Thi: Bride ot. Messina, which has been repjarded as the 
poetical masterpiece of Schiller, and jicrliaps of all his works 
presents the greatest difhculties to the translator, is rendered 
by A. Lodge, Esq., M.A. This version on its lirst publica- 
tion, a few yea IS ago, ^^^>s received with dcscr\ed eulogy by 
several distinguished critics, more especially in the Examiner 
and AthenfptWK wlicre it forint d the subject of elaborate 
notices. To the ]»rcseiit ediiiou has been added Schillers 
Essay on the Uhe of tin* Chorus in Tragedy, in which tlio 
author’s favourite thcorv of the “ Idcjil of Art” is enforced 
with great ingenuity and eloquence. This juece has not 
before appeared in an English dress. 

Neither labour noi e\])ensc ha« been spared in the produc- 
tion of the present volume, and scaicely any sale of it, in this 
popular form, can reimhiirso the publisher ; but, if ho should 
succeed in diffusing among Ins countrynuu a mort‘ enlarged 
appreciation of the beauties of Sclnlloi. ho will feel abund- 
antly requited. 

The next volume (the fourth) Avill contain ’rur Uobdi’.rs, 
and the rcinaiiidci of Schillor’s dramatic jiieces, with some 
miscellanie*?. 

The fifth volume will comprise the Pocrris, translated by 
various hands. Many maiiu'Hcript tninslali* !*» ha^c already 
been placed at the disposal of the jnihlishcr in an unsolicited 
and obliging manner, and he hikes this o(‘casi()ii to say that 
he will feel gratctiil for .iny nddiiion to liis store*, reseuwing 
to himself, li()wc\cr, the right to select those which he may 
judge to he the most succ(»ssfnl 'Fho iiauns of the trans- 
lators, excepting iii a few instances where they arc aiionpnous, 
will be atiixed 


n. G. B. 


Mat, 1847 . 



EREATA. 


Page d, line S3, for fixed, read established, and dele Rome's. 

10, „ 1, 'iead Koine's fearful laws. 

12, „ 4, /or nightly, tend still. 

26, „ 14, read then you have never loved. 

26, „ 10, omit him. 

28, „ IS, /or out of, read Hy from. 

32, „ 39, owiVme. 

32, „ 22, prcjU' and. 

128, „ 15, for 0 well enough ! ieud Yes, of course ! 

176, „ 10, /or hear, heart. 

256, ,, 16, after friends, iuMrt a bnuhl. 

371, „ 12^ioiW bottom, read molest us. 

380, „ 3, lYttc/ Burgundy ! Do words. 

382, „ 1 from bottom, read must decide. 

383, „ 10, /or ere, read here. 

414, „ 15, imd peiiliiig. 

In Mary Stuait the following jiiissuges should liave been distingnisbed by 
Itraekots as among ihobe not included in the printed editions. St^e Preface. 

Piige 232, line 2 from bottom, etc. 

IH.- ever was an huiiebt man, but weak 
In undei branding ; and his subtile comrade, 

Whose faith, obseMC, I never answer'd for, 

Might ^'asily seduci* him to write dow n 
Mure than he shoidd.J 
244, liiie 1 fiom bottom, 

[Desire you but to know, most gnieioiis Qiiei‘i),J 
248, lines 15, etc. 

[Who, in the fairest da;is of freedom, was 
But thy despised pup^iet.] 

248, lines 22, etc. 

[Did then 

Th} people's loyal fealty a^\ail 
These (ruiseb approbation.] 

2.51, line 3 from bottom, 

, [As sitkiiebs dies the health disj)eiisiiig hand J 

2,5S, line 7 from bottom, 

|Enih remnant of distimt h( heiiKfoith banished.] 

278. lilies 2, etc , liom bottom, 

[Whose whole liguie 

Is false and painted, heait ns uell as fai(‘.] 




DON CATILOS 


DIIAMATIS PERSONS. 

Fhtlip the Second, King of Spain. Prior of a Carthtsian Convent. 

Don Carlos, Prince , Son of PhUp, Page of the Queen. 

Alexander FABNEbE, I^iime of Don Louis Mercado, Physician to 
Parma. the Queen. 

MARQUtS DB PoSA. ELIZABETH DB VaLOIS, Qucetiof Spain. 

Duke of Alva. Infanta Clara Faunesl, a Child 

Count Leah a, Colonel of^ thiree yeai s of age. 

the Body Gaatd. Ducuhss d’Olivaurz, principal At- 

Duke of Fkuia, Knight | tttulant on the Queen. 

oftheGoldf^FUeci { (/jander, MAMmosi&o be oftoirf- 

Duke op Medina Si- ( of Spam. Mondkcar. { . 

BOKIA, Admiral. \ Pwmcess Eboli. f 

Don Batmond de Taxis, Countess Fuentes, • ^ 

Pos1mtu>ier General. J Sneinl Ladie<t, Nohles, Pages, Officers 

Dovisod, Confessor to the King. of iht Body Cuoid. and mute 

Grand lN(iuisiTOR of Spain. Chuuiriets. 


ACT I. 

St ENr I. 

The Tioyai Gardcm in Amnjuez 
(\iiit»s and Domroo. 

DOMINGO. 

Our pleasant sojourn in Aranjuez 
Is o^e^ noYT, and yot your quils 

These joyous scenes no happier than bt'fore. 

Our visit hath been fruitless. O, my Prince, 

IJreak this mysterious and gloomy silence ! 

0])cn your heart to your orrn father’s hoart ! 

A nionarcli no\er can too dearly buy 
The peace of his ovn son — his only son 

["(’aulos looks on the ground tn sihnee. 
Is there one dearest wisli, that bounteous Heaven 
Hath c*er withhtdd from her most favour'd child “ 

T stood beside, ^vheu in Toledo’s walls 

The lofty Charles received his \assals’ homage. 

When conquer’d princes throng’d to kiss his hand, 

And there at once six mighty kingdoms fell 

B 



DON CARLOS. 


[act I 


In foolty at his feet: — I stood and mark’d 

The young proud blood mount to his glowing cheek, 

I saw his bosom swell with high resolves, 

His eye, all radiant with triumphant pride, 

Flash through the assembled throng ; and that same eye 
Confess’d, “ Now am 1 wholly satisfied ! ” 

[Carlos turns aivay. 

This silent sorrow, which for eight long moons 
Hath hung its shadows. Prince, upon yonr brow, — 

The myst’iy of the court, the nation’s grief, — 

Hath cost your father many a slcepb*ss night. 

And many a tear of anguish to your mtither 
CARLOS {turninff hastihj round). 

My mother !— Grant, O neavon, I maj forget 
How she became my iiiothcr ! 

DOMINGO. 

Grar'ious Prince ! 

CARLOS A/.s hand ilwutjht fully over his brow), 

.Mas I alas I a fruitful source of woo 
ITnve motliers b(H’n to me. My yoiuig(‘bt net, 

When first these eyes beheld the light of day. 

Destroyed a inollier. 

DOMINGO. 

Ts it x)ossiblo, 

That this reproach disturbs your conscience, Pi’ince? 

CARLOS. 

And my new mother ! Hath she not alread’^* 

(/ost me my Fathers luairt? SciU’cc lov’d at 'jest. 

My claim to some small favour lay in this — 

1 was his only child I 'Tis o\er ! She 

Hath blest him with a daughter — and who know’S 

AVhat slumbering ills the future hath in store ? 

DOMINCfO. 

You jest, iny Prince. All Spain adores its Queen. 

Sliall it be thought that you, of all the world, 

Alone should view her with the eyes (»f hate,— 

Gaze on her charms, and yet lx* coldly wise? 

How, Priiict* ? Tlie loveliest lady of her timo, 

A Queen withal, and once your own betrothed? 

No, no, impossible— it cannot he ! 

VVhere all men love, you surely cannot hato. 



DON CARLOS. 
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sc. 1.] 

Carlos could never so belie bimself. 

T prithee, Prince, tike heed she do not learn. 

That she hath lost her son’s regard. The news 
Would pain her deeply. 

CARLOS. 

Ay, sir ! think you so ? 

DOMINGO. 

Your Highness doubtless will remember how, 

At the late tournament in Saragossa. 

A lance's splinter struck our gracious Sire. 

The ()ueen, attended by her ladies, sat 
High in the centre gallery of the j'alaco. 

And looked upon the light. A cry arose, 

“ The King ! he bleeds ! ” Soon through the general din, 
A rising murmur strikes upon lier ear. 

“ The Prince— The Prince ! ” she cries, and foi'^ard rushed, 
As though to leap dowm from the balcony. 

When a voice answer’d. “ No, the King himself ! ” 

“ Then send for hi^ physieians ! ” slie replied, 

And straight r(‘gaiii'(i her former self-romposurc. 

[After a bhort pause 

P)ut you scorn wrapp’d in tlioughl ? 

CARLOS. 

Tn wonder, sir. 

That the Kings ineiTv confessor should own 
. So rju’o a skill in the romancer’s art. {A uUereli/. 

Yet have T ever heard it said, that those 
Who watch men s looks, and carry tales about, 

Have done more mischief in this world of ours, 

Than the assassin’s Icnife, or poison’d howl. 

Y’’our lahour, sir, hath been but ill-bestow’d ; 

Would you win thanks, go seek them of the King. 

DOMINGO. 

This caution, Prince, is wise. Pc circumspect 
With men — but not with every nuui alike. 

Pcpt‘l not (Viciids and hypocrites togi'tlier; 

I mean you well, belie\e me ! 

CARLOS. 

Soy you so ? 

Let not my father mark it, then, or else 
Farewell your hopes for e\er of the purple 

B 2 
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DON CARLOS. 


Tact i. 


DOMINGO (starts). 

How! 

CARLOS. 

Even so ! Hath he not promised you 
The earliobt purple in the gift of Spain? 

DOMINGO. 

You mock me, Prince ! 

CARLOS. 

Nay ! Heaven forefend, that I 
Should mock that awful man, whose fateful lips 
Ctin doom my father or to heaven or hell 1 

DOMINGO. 

I dare not. Prince, presume to penetrate 
The sacred mysteiy of your secret grief, 

Yet I implore your Highness to remember. 

That, for a conscience ill at ease, the (’hurch 
Hath opened an asylum, of which kings 
Hold not the key — where even crimes are purged 
Beneath the holy Sjicramenlal seal. 

You know my meaning. Prince — I’ve said enough. 

CARLOS. 

No! he it ne\er said, I tempted so 
The. keeper of that seal. 

DOMINGO. 

Prince, this mistrust— 

Y’ou wrong the most devoted of your servants. 

CAULOS. 

Then give me up at once without a thought! 

Thou ar^ a holy man, — the world knows that,— 

Jiut, to speak j)luiii, too zealous far for me. 

The road to looters chair is long and rough,’ 

And too much knowledge might encumber you. 

Go, tell this to the King, who sent thee hither ! 

DOMINGO. 

Who sent me hither ? 

CARLOS. 

Ay ! Those w^erc my words. 

Too well — too well, I know, that I’m betray’d. 
Slander’d on e\ei 7 hand — that at this court 
4 hundred eyes are hired to watch my steps. 
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BC. II.] 

I know, that royal Philip to his slaves 
Hath sold his only son, and ev’ry wretch, 

Who takes account of each half-utter’d word, 

Receives such princely guerdon, as was ne'er 

Bestowed on deeds of honour. O, I know 

But hush ! — no more of that I My heart will else 
O’erflow, and I’ve already said too much. 

DOMINGO. 

The King is minded, ere the set of sun, 

To reach Madrid : T see the Court is mustering. 

Have I permission, Prince ? 

CABLOS. 

I’ll follow straight. 

[Exit Domingo. 

CABLOS a short silencp), 

(), wretched Philip I wretch(‘(l as thy sou ! ' 

Soon shall thy bosom bleed at cv'ry pore, 

’’rom by suspicion’s poisonous sequent fang. 

Thy fell sagacity full soon shall pierce 
The fatal secret it is bent to knou, 

And thou wilt madden, wlnm it breaks upon thee ! 

Scene 11. 

Carlos, Marquis of Posa. 

CARLOS. 

Lo ! Who comes here ? Tis b(‘ ! O, ye kind heavens, 

My Roderigo 1 

MARQUIS 

Carlos ! 

CARi os. 

Can it bo ? 

And is it truly tliou ? O yes, it is ! 

I press thee to my bosom, and 1 feel 
Thy throbbing heart boat wildly ’gainst mine own 
And now all's well again. In this embrace 
My sick, sad heart is comforted. 1 bang 
Upon my Roderigo ’s nei*k ! 

MAKQUrs. 

Thy heart! 

Thy sick, sad heart ! And what is well again — 

What needeth to be well ? Thy words amaze me. 
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DON CARLOS. 


[act T. 


CAKLOS. 

What hriiitfs tliec hack so suildrnly from Brussels ? 
Whom must I thank for this most surprise? 
And dar<' 1 ask? Wliom should 1 lliank but thee, 
'Fhoii gracious and all bounteous Providence? 
h'or^nve Heaven ! if joy hath crazed un" brain. 
Thou knev. ’~t, no aiiocl ^vatchM al Carlos’ side. 

And sent me tins! And \et 1 ask who scut him? 

MATlQins. 

Pardon, dear Prince, if T can only meet 
AYilh wonder these* tuimdliious (‘estacies. 

Not thus 1 look'd to liiid J>on Philip s sou. 

A hectjc red burns on your [ dljil eliec'k, 

And ^oiir li])s quiver witli a fexerish heal. 

What mu-^t I think, dear Prince No more I see 
Th(* youth of lion heart, to whom I come 
1’h(' envoy of a brave and sufleriug people. 

Por now j stand not hero as llodcrigo, — 

\ot as tlu' jdayniaf(‘ of the stripling Carlos, — 

Jhit, as tlie depot}' of all mankind, 

1 clasp thee tlius : — ’tis Flanders that clings here 
Around thy neck, appealing with my tears 
U’o thee for succour in her hitter need. 

'J’his land is lost, this land so dear to thee, 

]f Alva, bigotry's relentless tool, 

Advance on Brussels wiili his Spanish laws. 

This mdde country’s last faint ho})e depen^k; 

On thee, lov d scion of Imperial Charles! 

And, should ihy noble heart forget to beat. 

In human nature's cause, Flanders is lost ! 


Then it is lost ! 


CAULOS. 


MARQUIS. 

What do I hear ? Alas I 


CARLOS. 

Thou speak'sl of times, that long have pass’d away. 
1, too. have had my visions of a Carlos, 

Whose cheek would fire at freedom’s glorious name. 
But he, alas ! has long been in his grave. 
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SC II.] 

lie, tLou scf -st here, no longer is thnt Carlos, 

AVho took his lea\ c of thee in Alcala, 

Who, in the fervour of a youthful heart, 
liesulv'd. at some no distant time, to wake 
llie golden ag(» in Spain ! O the conceit, 

'iliough but a child was yet divinely fair! 

Those dreams arc pa^t ! 

MAIlQTTrS 

Saul you, those dreams, my rrince ! 
A.nd were they only dreams ? 

CAltJLOS. 

O let me weep, 

I'yion thy bosom weep those burning tears, 

!My only fnend ^ Not one have I — not one — 

In the wide circuit of this earth, — not one 
1 \ir as the sceptre of mv sire CAtends, 

Tar as his ujimcs hear the flag of Spain, 

I'licre is no spot — none — ^noiio, where I dar(y yield 
An outlet to my icars, sa\e only this. 

1 charge Iheo, ]{(»ierigol U, by all 

The hopes we l)oili do eiiterhiiii of heaven, 

t ast me not oft lioni thee, niy friend, niy friend . 

^ PosA bends over hiw in silent emotion^ 
Look on me, Posa, as an orjiban child. 

Found near the throne, and nurtured by thy love. 

Indeed, J know not what a father is. 

1 am a monarch s son. — 0, were it so, 

As my heart tells me that it sundy is, 

T’hat thou from millions hast been chosen out 
'To comprehend my being ; if it be true, 

That albereating nature has designed 
Til me to roprocliK’e a Koderigo, 

And ffo. the morning of our life attuned 
< >ur souls’ soft concords to the selfsame key ; 

If one poor tear, which gives my heart relief, 

To thee were dearer than iny fatlicr’s favour — 

MAllCiUIH. 

O, it is dearer far than all the world ! 

CAULOS. 

I'm fallen so low, have grown so poor withal, 

I must recall to thee our childhood’s years,-— 



DOX CARLOS. 


[act I. 


I 


Must ask tliee payment of a debt incurr’d 
When thou and I were scarce to boyhood grown. 
Dost thou remember, how we grew together, 

Two daring youths, like brothers, side by side ? 

I had no sorrow hut to see myself 
Eclips('d by thy bright genius. So I vow'd, 
Since I might never cope with thee in power, 
That I would love thee with cxces*? of love. 

Then with a thousand shows of teiideniess, 

And warm affection, 1 besieged thy heart. 

Which cold and proudly still repulsed them all. 
Oft have I stood, and — yex. ihou saw'st it never — 
Hot bitter tear-drops brimming in mine eyes. 
When 1 have mark’d thee, passing me unheeded,. 
Fold to thy bosom youths of humbler lurth. 

“ Why only these ?” in anguish oiic^‘ I asked — 
“Am I not kind and good to thee as they?" 

But dropping on lliy knees, thine answer came. 
With an unloving look of cold reserve, 

“ This is my duty to the monarch's son ! " 

MARQUIS. 

O spare me, dearest Pri^e, nor now recall 
Those boyish acts that mcike me blush for shame 


I did not merit such disdain from thee — 

You might despise me, crush my heart, hut never 
Alter my love. Three times didst thou repulse 
The Prince, and thrice he came to thee again, 

To beg thy love, and force on thee his own. 

At length clijim c wrought what Carlos never could. 
Once we were playing, when thy shuttlecock 
Glanced off and struck my aunt, Bohemia’s Queen, 
Full in the face ! She thought *twas with intent. 
And all in tears complain’d unto the King. 

The pjillice youth were summoned on the spot, 

And charged to name the culprit. — High in wrath, 
The King vow’d vengeance for the deed : “ Although 
It were his son, yet still should he be made 
A dread example 1 " 1 look’d around, and mark’d 
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sc. n.] 

Thee stand aloof, all trembling with dismay. 

Straight I stepp'd forth ; before the rnyal loot 
I flung myself, and cried — “ ’Twas 1 who did it, 

Now let thine anger fall upon thy son ! ” 

MARQUIS. 

Ah ! wherefore, Prince, remind me ? 

CARLOS. 

Hear me farther! 

Before the fare of the assembled Court, 

That stood, all pale with pity, round about. 

Thy Carlos was tied up, whipt like a slave — 

T look’d on thee and wept not. Blow rain’d on blow ; 

I gnash’d tny teeth with pain, yet wept I not ! 

My royal blood stream’d ’ru'ath the pitiless lash; 

T look’d on thee, and wejit not. Then you .came, 

And fell half ehoked with sobs before my feet : 

“ Carlos,” you ci*ied, “ iny pride is overcome ; 

I will repay thee vhen thou art a king.” 

MARQUIS {strdchinff forth his hand to carlos). 
Carlos, I’ll keep my word : my boyliood’s vow 
I now as man renew. I will repay thee. 

Some day, pcrchancc. the hour may come 

<’ART.OS. 

Now! now! 

The hour has come ; thou cans! repay mo all. 

1 have sore need of love, A fearful secret 
Bums iu my breast ; it must — ^it must be told. 

In thy pale looks my death-doom will I read. 

Listen — he petrified— but answer not. 

I love — 1 love my mother ! 

MARQUIS. 

0 my God 

CARLOS. 

Nay, no forbearance ! Spare me not ! Speak ! speok^ 
Proclaim aloud, tliat on this earth’s groat round 
There is no misery to compare with mine. 

Speak, speak ! — I know all — all that thou canst say ! 
The son doth love his motlier. All the world’s 
Fix’d usages, — ^the course of nature,— Rome’s 
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DON CARLOS. 


[act X. 


Fearful laws, denounce my fatal passion. 

My suit coullicts with my own father s rights : 

1 feel it all, and yet J love. This path 
Leads on to madness, or the scaffold. I 
Love without hope — love guiltily — love madly. 

With angiiisli, und with peril of my life; 

I boe, I see it all, Jiiid yet 1 love. 

MARQUIS. 

The Queen, — does she know of your passion? 

CARLOS. 

Could I 

Tleveal it to her? Slie is Philip s \\ifo, — 
hlho is the Queen, and this is Spanish ground, 

Watch’d hy a, jealous father, hennii’d aiound 
Jly ceremonial foi*ms, how, how could I 
Approach her unobsen ed ? ”J’is now eight months, 
Eight maddening months, since the King Rummoued me 
Home from my btudics, — since 1 haA c been doom’d 
To look on her, — adore her, day hy day, 

And all the while bo silent as the grave ! 

Eight maddening months, llodcrigo, — tdiink of this 1— 
This fire has bcclhed and raged within my breast! 

A thousand, thousand times, the dread confejssion 
Has mounted to my lips, - yet evermore 
Shrunk, like a craven, hack upon my heart. 

O Rodcrigo ! — for a few brief moments 
Alone with her ! 

MARQUIS. 

Ah ! and your father. Prince \ 

CARLOS. 

Unhappy mo ! Remind me not of him. 

Tell me of all the torturing j>ang8 of conscience, 

Rut speak not, I implore you, of my father ! 

MARQUIS. 

Then do you hate your father ? 

CARLOS. 

‘ No, oh no! 



DON CARLOS. 


SC. II.] 

T do not lialo mj father ; hut the fear 
That {guilty creatures ft el, — a shuddering dread, — 
Comes oVr me ever at that terrible name 
Am 1 to blame, if slavish Tiurtur(‘ emsh’d 
Jjove’s tender germ within my youthful heart? 

SiTC years I'd numbered, ere the fearful man, 

They told me vv«is my father, met mine eyes. 

One morning ’twas, when with a stroke I saj/f him 
Sign four death warrants After tliat I ne’er 
Beheld him, save when, for some childish fault, 

T was brought out for chastisement. O God I 
I fei'l my heart grow bitter at the thought. 

Let us away! away! 

MAllQUTS. 

Nay, Carlos, nay, 

You must, yon shall give all your sorrow tent 
Let it have words ! ’twill ease your o’eriraught heart. 

CARLOS. 

Oft have I struggled with myself, and oft 
At midnight, wlieii my guards were sunk in sleep. 
With floods of burning tears J’v o sunk before 
The image of the c' < r-blessed Virgin, 

And craved a filial heart, hut all in vain. 

I rose with prayer unheard. O Bodcrigo ! 

Unfold this wondrous mastery of Heaven, 

*Why of a thousand fathers only this 
Should fall to me — and why to him this son. 

Of many thousand better? Nature could not 
In her wide orb have found two opposites 
More diverse in their elements How could 
^ She bind the two extremes of human kind — 

Idyself and him — in one so holy bond ? 

O dreadful fate ! Why was it so decreed ? 

Why should tw^o men, in all things else apart, 
Concur so fearfully in one desire ? 

Hoderigo, here thou seest two hostile stars, 

That in the lapse of ages, only once, 

As they sweep onwards in their orbed course. 

Touch with a crash that shakes them to the centret 
Then rush apart for ever and for ever 
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MAEQUIS. 

I feel a dire foreboding. 

CARLOS. 

So do I. 

Like hells grim furies, dreams of dreadful shape 
Pursue me nightly. My better genius strives 
With the fell projects of a dark despair. 

My wildercd subtle spirit crawls through maze 
On maze of sophistries, until at length 
It gains a yawning pre<^ipic*c s brink. 

O, Roderigo ! should I e Vr in him 
Forget the father — oh ! thy deathlike look 
Tells me I’m understood— should I forget 
The father — what were then the King to me ? 

MARQUIS a 

One thing, my Carlos, let me beg of you I 
Whate’er may bo your plans, do nothing, — ^nothing, — 
Without your friend s advice. You promise this ? 

CARLOS. 

All, all I promise that thy love can ask ! 

I throw myself entirely upon thee ! 

MARQUIS. 

The King, I hear, is going to Madrid, 

The time is short. If with the (Jucen you would 
Converse in private, it is only here, 

Here in Aranjuez, it can be done. 

The quiet of the place, the freer manners, 

All favour you. 

CARLOS. 

And such, too, was my hope ; 

But ft, alas . was vain. 

MARQUIS. 

Not wholly SO. 

I go to wait upon her. If she bo 

The same in Hj^ain she was in Henry’s Court, 

She will be frank at least. And if 1 can 
IleEul any hope for Carlos in her looks — 

Find her inclined to grant an interview — 

Get her attendant ladies sent away— 
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CARLOS. 

Most of them arc my frieuds — especially 
The Countess Mondecur, whom 1 have gain’d 
By service to her son, my page. 

MARQUIS. 

’Tis well ; 

Be you at hand, and /oady to appear, 

Whene’er I give the signal. Prince. 

CARLOS. 

I will,— 

Bo sure, I will:— -and all good speed attend thee! 

MARQUIS. 

T will not lose a moment ; so, farewell. 

[Exnmt SBveraUy. 


Scene III. 

The Queen\*i Residence in 4rnnjn€Z, — The Pleasure Grounds^ 
intersected by an ul venue, tenninated by the Queens Palace. 

The Quefn, Duchf&.s op Olivarez, Princess of Eboli. and 
Marchioness of Mondecar, all advancing from the avenue. 

queen (/o the Marchioness), 

I will have you hobi«lo me. Mondecar. 

The Princess, with these merry eyes of hers, 

Plas plagued me all the muming. See, she scarce 
Can hide the joy slic feels to leuNe the countiy. 

EBOLI. 

’Twero idle to conceal, my (iueeii, that I 
Shall be most glad to see Madrid once more. 

MONDECAll. 

And will your Majesty not be so, too? 

Arc you so griev’d to quit Aranjuez? 

QUEEN. 

To quit — ^this lovely spot at least. I am. 

This is my world. Its sw’cetness oft and oft 
Has twined itself around iny inmost heart. 

Here, nature, simple, rustic nature greets me, 

’J’lie sweet companion of my early years — 

Here I indulge once more my childhood’s sports, 
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And my dear France’s gales come blowing here. 
IJlatiic not this partial fondness — all hearts yearn 
For their own native land. 

EBOLI. 

But then how lone, 

How’ dull and lifeless is it here ! We might 
As well be in La Trappe. 

QUEEN. 

I cannot see it. 

To me Madrid alone is lifeless. But 
What saith our Duchess to it? 

OLIVAREZ. 

Why, in oil links, 

Your Majesty, since knigs h:i\e ruled in Spain, 

It liath boon still the ( iistom f »r tho Court 
To pass the siiuiiner months alterutUoly 
Here and at Pardo, — in l^fadrid, the vNiidcr. 

QUEEN. 

Well, I suppose it has ! Duchess, yon know’ 

IVo long resign'd all urguuient with you. 

AIONDFCAII. 

Next month, Madrid will be all life and bustle. 
They’re filling up the Plaza Mayor now, 

And we shidl lune rare bull-fights; and, besides, 
A grand Auto da Fe is promisod us. 

QUEEN. 

Promised This from my g(*ntle Mondccar ! 

MONDFCAR. 

Why not ? ’Tis only In reties they huni ! 

(^UEEN. 

I hope iny Eholi thinks otherwise ! 

1 IIOIJ. 

What, T ? 1 heg your Majesty may think me 

As good a C'liristiau as the Marchioness. 

QTTKEN. 

Alas ! T had forgotten where I am, — 

No more of this ! We were speaking, I think. 
About the country? And methinkb this mouth 
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Has flo^\n away with stnmgc rapidity. 

I counted on much pleaRure, very much, 

From our retirement here, and yet 1 have not 
Found that which 1 expected. Is it thus 
With all our hopes ? And yet I cannot say 
One wiali of mine is left uiip*atified. 

OLIVAREZ. 

You have not told ur, Ihincess Eboli, 

If there be hope for (roniez, — and if w^e may 
Expect eiM' long to greet you as his bride ? 

Qri‘KN. 

True — thank you, Duch<‘S‘^, for reminding nic ! 

[AdHresshifj the Princess. 
I have askM ti^ urge his suit with you. 

But can I d^. it ? The man, whom 1 rew'ard 
With my sweet bUxdi, luuht he a mau 
Of noble btaiiip indeed. 

OLIVA HEZ. 

And su(‘]i he is, 

A man of mark an 1 fairest l.iim*, — a man 
AYliom our dear monarch signally has graced 
With his most ro}al huour. 

quffn. 

He’s happy in 

Such high good fortune; but we fain would know, 

If he can kne, and win return of Ion e. 

This Kboli must answer. 

EBOLI {stfuuh s])Prth1r^i{ and lanj'nstfl, her eyes bent on the 
ijtound; at last she Jails at the gi i;kn’s / cetj. 

Oraeious (}ueeu! 

ITa\p ])ity on me I Ja*t m^' -let me not, — 

For Heaven’s sjik( , lei me not h< sacriticed. 

guFiix 

lie sacrilieed ! I need no more Aviso! 

*Tis a Is'ivd fortune to be sacrilieed 
I do bcli( v(' you. liise. And is it long 
♦Since you rejected Gomez’ suit \\ 

EBOLI. 

Some months— 

Before Prince Carlos came from Ah ala. 



16 


DON CARLOS. 


[AOI I. 


QUEEN {starts and hoks at her with an inquisitive glance). 
Have you tried well the grounds of your refusal ? 

EBOLT {with energy). 

It cannot be, my Queen, no, never, never, — 

For a thousand reasons, never ! 

QUEEN. 

One s enough. 

You do not love him. That sufficos me. 

Now let it pass. [To her other ladies. 

I have not seen tho Infanta 
Yet tliis moniing. Pray bring her. Marchioness. 

OLIVAREZ (looking at the clocli). 

It is not yet the hour, your Alajesty. 

QUEFN. 

Not yet the hour for me to be a mother ! 

That's soniCAvbal bard. Forget not, then, to tell me 
When the right liour docs come. 

[A Page cnfe>s and whispers to the Jirst lady^ who there- 
upon tumb to the Queen. 

OLIVAREZ. 

The Marquis Posa, 

May ’t please your Majesty. 

QUPFN. 

The Marquis Posa ! 

OLIVA RFZ. 

He comes from France, and from the Ncthcvlands, 

And craves the honour to present some letters 
Entrusted to hn]i by your royal Mother. 

QUEEN. 

Is this allow'd? 

OLIVAREZ (hesitating). 

A case so unforeseen 
Is not provided for in my iiistnictions. 

When a Castilian grandee, with despatches 
From foreign Courts, shall in her garden find 
The Queen of Spam, and tender them — 

QUEEN. 

Enough ! 

Fll venture, then, on mine own proper peril. 
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OLIVAREZ. 

May I, your Majesty, withdraw the while? 

QUEEN. 

E'en as you please, good Duchess ! 

[Kxit the Duchess, the Queen ijives the Pctye a sign, \cho 
thercu2)on retires. 


Scene IV. 

The Queen, Princess Eboli, Maik'htoness of Mondecar, 
and Mahquts of Posa. 

QUEFN. 

I bid you w^clcomc, sir, to Spanish ground ! 

MARQUIS. 

Ground, which I never with so jn-.t a pride 
Hail’d for the country of my sirc's, as now. , 

QUEEN (to the tuo ladies). 

The Marquis Posa, ladies, who at liheims 
Coped with my fatlier in tin' lists, and made 
My colours lhnr(‘ ,i('turious; the lirst, 

That made me feel how proud a thing it was 
To be the Queen of Spam juid Spanish men. 

• {I'amiug to the Marquis. 
When w’C last parted in the Louvre, sir, 

You scarcely dreamed that 1 should evoi be 
Your hostess im Castile. 

MARQUIS 

Most true, iny liego ! 

For at that time I never could lia\e dream 'd 
That France should ]f»se to us the only thing 
We envied her possessing. 

QUEEN. 

How, proud Spaniard ! 

The only thing ! And you can venture this — 

This, to a daughter of the House of Valois 1 

MARQUIS. 

I venture now to say it, gracious Queen, 

Since now you are our own. 

QUEEN 

Your jouniey hither 

Has led you, as I hear, thro’ France What jiews 

0 
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Have you brought with you from my honour’d mother, 

And from my dearest brothers ? 

MARQUIS {handing letters), 

I left your Royal Mother sick at heart, 

Bereft of every joy, save only this. 

To kuovv licr daughter happy on the throne 
Of our imperial Spain. 

QUEEN. 

Could she be aught 
But happy, in the dear remembrances 
Of relatives so kind— in the sweet thoughts 

Of the old time, when Sir, you’ve vibitcd 

i’’ull many a court in these your various travels. 

And seen strange lands and customs manifold ; 

And now, they sa^, you mean to keep at home, 

A gri‘at('r prince, in your retired dom.iin, 

Than i^ King Philii» on his* throne — a freer. 

You Vo a philosoj)lier ; but much 1 <loubt 
if our 'I\Iadrjd ^\ill please you. Wc* are so — 

So quiet in Madrid. 

MARQUIS. 

And tli^t is more 

Tlian all the rcbt of Europe has to boast. 

QUFFN. 

IVe heard as iiiiieh But all this world’s concerns 
Are Nvell nigh l»lotted from my memory. 

]To i*r JNCFSS Eboli. 

Princess, methinkb I aov a hyacinth 

Yonder, in bloom. Wilt bring it to me, sweet? 

[The PuiNCFSs goes towa}(h the 2)lace, the Queen softly 
to the IMahqui.s. 

T*ra much mistaken, sir, or your arrival 
Has made one heart more happy here at court. 

MAUQUIS. 

J lia\e found a sad one — one that in tliis world 
A ray of suiisliino ■■ ■ — 

EBOLI. 

As this genllcrann 

Has seen so many countries, he, no doubt. 

Has much of nolo to tell us. 
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MARQUIS. 

Doubtless, and 

To seek advcnluros, is a knight’s first duty — 

But his most sacred is to shield the fair. 

MONDECAB. 

From giants ! But there are no giants now! 

MARQUIS. 

Power is a giant ever to the weak 

QUEEN. 

The chevalier says well. There still are giants , 
But there are knights no more. 

MARQUIS. 

Not long ago, 

On my return from Naples, T became 
The witness a very touclhng story, ' 
Which ties of friendbhip almost make my own. 
AVere I not fenrtal its recital might 
Fatigue your Majesty 

QUEEN. 

Have I a choice? 

The rrincess jb not lo be lightly balked. 

Ih’ocoed. 1 too, sir, lovo a story dearly. 

MARQUIS. 

Two noble houses in Mirandola, 

Wearied of jealousies and deadly feuds, 
Transmitted down from (Juelphs and Ghihcllines, 
Through centuries of hate, from sire to son, 
llesohed to ratify a lasting peace 
By the sw^eet ministry of nuptial ties. 

Fernando, nephew of the great Pietro, 

And fair Matilda, old CJulonua’s child, 

Were chosen to cement this holy bond. 

Nature had never for each other form’d 
Two fiiirer hearts. And never had the W'orld 
Ajiproved a wiser or a ha])pier choice. 

Still had the youth adored his lovely hrido 
In the dull limnor’s portraiture alone. 

How' thrill d his heart, then, in the hope to find 
The truth of all that e’en his fondest dreams 
Had scarcely dai’cd to credit in her picture I 
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111 Padua, where his studies held him bound, 

Fenian do panted for the joyful hour, 

When he might murmur at Matilda's feet 
Tho first pure homage of his fervent love. 

\TJic Queen grows more attentice ; the Marquis con- 
tirouis, after a short ifause^ addressing himself 
chiejhj to Princess Eholt. 

Meanwhile the sudden deatli of Pietro's wife, 

Had left him free to wed. With the Jiot glow 
Of youthful blood the h(mry lover drinks 
The fame that reach’d him of Matilda's charms 
He comes — he sees — he loves ! The new desire 
Stifles the voice of nature in his heart. 

The uncle woos his nephew’s destined bride, 

And at the altar consecrates his theft . 


QUEEN. 

And w’hat did then Fernando ? 

WARQUIS. 

On the wings 

Of love, unconscious of the fearful ehangts 
Delirious with the promis'd joy, he speeds 
Back to Mirandola. Ilis flying steed 
By btar-light gains the gate. ’I’limultuous sounds 
Of music, dance, and jocund revehy 
liing from the walls of the illunnn’d juilace. 

With faltering stejis he mounts the stair; and uow^ 
Behold him in th(‘ crowded nuptial hall. 
Unrecognised ! Amid the reeling guests 
Pietro sat. An angel at his side — 

An angel, whom he know'.s, and who to liim. 

Even in his dreams, seem’d ne’er so hi .lutiful. 

A single glance reveal’d what once was his, — 
Eoveal’d what now was lost to him for e^er. 


O poor Fernando ! 


EBOLI. 


QUEEN. 

Surely, sir, your tale 
Is ended ? Nay, it must be. 


MARQUIS. 

No, not quite. 
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QUEEN. 

Did you not say, Feniando was your fricud ? 

MARQUIS. 

I have no dearer in the world. 

EBOLI. 

But pray 

Proceed, sir, with your sloiy. 

MARQUIS. 

Nay, the rest 

Is very sad — and to recall it sets 

!RIy sorrow fresh abroach. Spare me the sequel. 

[A general silence. 

QUEEN (turning to the prixce'^s eboli). 

Surely the time is come to see my daughter, 

I prithee, prince«;s, bring her to me now ! ' 

[The Princess withdraws. The Marquis beckons a Page. 
'The Queen open't the letters, and aignars surprised 
The Marquis talks with Marchioness Mondecab. 
The Queen Jh ? ing reed the letters, turns to the Mar- 
quis with a pent t rating look. 

QUEEN. 

You have not spohen uf Matilda! — She 
Haply was ignoraiil of Fenuiudo s grief? 

MARQUIS. 

Matilda’s heart h.as no one fathom’d yet — 

Great souls endure in silence. 

QUEEN. 

Y’ou look around you. Who is it you seek ? 

MARQUIS. 

Just then the thought came over me, how one, 

Whose name I dare not mention, would rejoice, 

Stood he where I do now. 

QUEEN. 

And who’s to blame. 

That he does not ? 

MARQUIS {interrupting her eagerly). 

My liege I And dare T venture 
To interpret thee, as fain I would ? He’d find 
Forgiveness, then, if now he should appear. 
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QUEEN {alarmed). 

Kow, Marquis, now ? Wiial do you mean by this ? 

MAHQUIS. 

Miglit he, then, hope ? 

QUEEN. 

You terrify me, Marquis. 

Surely ho will not 

MAKQUIS. 

He is luM'c already. 


Scene V. 

The Queen, Carlos, Marquis Posa, M AiicinoNFss Mondecar. 
The two Jailer ijo iowauh the Acenuc. 

CARLOS (o/i //As Jx'nees before the fiUEEN). 

At length ’lis come — the h.ippy nionK'ut’s come, 

And Charles luay touch this all-bidovcal hand. 


queen. 

What lioacllong folly's ibis ? And dare you break 
Into my presence thus? Arise, rash man ! 

We are observed ; my suite are close at hand. 

CARLOS. 

I will not rise. Hero will 1 kneel for cNer, 

Here will I lie enchanted at your feel, 

And grow to the dear ground you tread on? 

QUEEN. 


Madman ! 

To what rude boldness my indulgence leads ’ 

Know you, it is the Queen, your mother, -^ir, 

Whom you address in such presumptuous strain? 
Know, that niyscdf will to the King, report 
This hold intrusion 


CARLOS. 

And that I must die ! 

Let them come here, and drag me to the scaffold! 
A moment spent in paradise, like tliis, 

Is not too dearly purchased hy a life. 

QUEEN. 

But then your Queen ? — 

CARLOS {rising). 

O God, ril go, 111 go! 
Can I refuse to bend to that apped ? 
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I am your very playtliuig. Mother, mothor, 

A sign, a tiunsient glance, one broken word 
From those dear lips can hid me li\e or die. 

Wluit would you nioro ? Js there beneath the sun 
One thing 1 ^^ould not iiaste to sacritic^, 

To meet your light u>t wish ? 

^iU££N. 

Tiien fly ! 

CAttLOS. 

O God ! 

(JUKEX. 

AVith tears T do conjure you, Carlos, lly! 

1 ask no more. ( > lly ! helore my court. 

My guards, detecting us alone tog- *1 her, 
licjir the dread tidings to your fai tier's ear. , 

UAKL(»S. 

J hide my doom, or he it life o'- ileath. 

Have 1 staked ry liop(' on iliis one moment, 
Which gives thee t * ni(‘, thus at hmgth alone, 

That idle fears sh(-uld balk me of my ])urpos(‘ ? 

"No, (Ju<'en! The world may round its axis roll 
A hundr('d thousand times, ere ehauco again 
Yield to my iiravers a m»)ment such as this. 

QUEEN. 

It never shall to all eternity. 

Thihap]>y man ! What would you ask of me ? 

CAllLOS. 

Heaven is my witness. Queen, how T ha\ c struggled, 
Struggled as mortal never did before. 

But all in vain ! My manhood fails — J yield. 

QUEKN. 

No more of this — for sake — for my peace — 

CARLOS. 

You were mine own, — in face of all the world, — 
Affianced to me by two mighty crowns, 

By Heaven and nature plighted as my bride. 

But Philip, cruel Philip, stole you from me. 

QUEEN. 

CARLOS. 

And he is your husband! 


He is your father ! 



DON CABLOS. 


[act I. 


Hi 


QUEEN. 

And gives to you, for an inheritance, 

The mightiest monarchy in all the world ! 

CARLOS. 

And you, as mother ! 


QUEEN. 

Mighty Heavens ! You rave ! 

CARLOS. 

And is he even conscious of his treasure ? 

Hath he a heart to feel and value yours ? 

I’ll not complain — no, no, I will forget. 

How hapj)y, past all utterance, 1 might 
Have been w'ith you, — if he wero only so. 

But he is not — there, there the anguish lies ! 

Ho is not, find ho never — never can be. 

O, you have robb’d me of my paradise, 

Only to blast it in King Philip s arms ! 

QUEEN. 

Horrible thought ! 


CARLOS. 

0 yes, right well 1 know 
Who ’twas that knit this ill-starr'd marriage up 
I know how Philip loves, and how he wooed. 

What are you in this kingdom — tell me, what ? 
Jiegent, belike ! Oh, no ! If such you were, 

How could fell Alvas net their murderous de3ds. 
Or Flanders bleed a martyr for her faith 
Are you e’en Philip's wife ? Impossible — 

Beyond belief. A wife doUi still possess 

Her husband s heart. To whom doth his belong ? 

If e’er, perchance, in some hot feverish mood, 

He yields to gentler impulse, begs he not 
Forgiveness of his sceptre and grey hairs ? 

QUEEN. 

Who told you that my lot, at Philip’s side, 

Was one for men to pity ? 


CARLOS. 

. My own heart ! 

Which feels, with burning pangs, how at my side 
It had been to he envied. 



DON CADLOS. 


$25 


sc. V.] 

QUEFN. 

Thoii vain man ! 

Wliat if my heart should tell me the reverse? 

How, sir, if Philip’s watchful tenderness, 

The looks that silently proclaim Ids love, 

Touch’d me more deeply, than his haughty son’s 
Presumptuous elocpiciicc ? What, if an old man’s 
Matured esteem 

CARLOS. 

That makes a difference ! Then, 
Why then, forgiveness ! — I’d no thought of this ; 

1 had no thought that }o\i could love the King. 

QUEEN. 

To honour 1dm ’s my pleasure and my wish. 

CARLOS. 

Then you have never lo\ed? 

QUEEN. 

Singular question ! 

CARLOS. 

You have never lo^v ed ? 

QUEEN. 

1 love no longer ! 

CARLOS. 

Pecausc your heart foihids it, or your oath ? 

QUEEN. 

Leave me ; nor ever touch this theme again. 

CARLOS. 

Because your oath forbids it, or your heart ? 

QUEEN. 

Because my duty — ^hut, alas, alas ! 

To what avails this scrutiny of fate. 

Which we must both obey ? 

CARLOS. 

Must — must obey ? 

QUEEN. 

What means this solemn tone ? 

CARLOS. 

Thus much it means : 
That Carlos is not one to yield to must, 

Where he hath power to will ! It means, besides, 

That Carlos is not minded to live on. 
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The most unhappy man in all this realm, 

When it would only cost the overthrow 
Of Spanish laws to he the happiest. 

QUEEN. 

Do I interpret rightly? Still you hope ? 

Dare you hopo on, where all is lost for ever ? 

CARLOS. 

I look on nought as lost — except tho dead. 

QUEEN. 

For me — your mother, do you dare to h(»])e? 

[(S/ic fixes a pen ctrat tuff look on him, then continves 
with dignity and earncHiness. 

And yet why not? A new elected monarch 
Can do far more — make boniifes of the laws 
His father left him — oertlirow his monmnc'Tits — 

Nay, more than this — for what shall hinder him — 

Drag from his tonih, in the Escunal, 

The sacred corpse of his departed sire. 

Make it a public spectacle, and scatter 
Forth to the winds his desecrated dust. 

And then, at last, to fill tho measure up, 

CARLOS. 

Merciful Heavens, finish not the j)icture ! 

QUEEN. 

End all by wedding with his mother. 

CARLOS. 

Oh » 


Accursed son ! 

[He remains for some time paralysed and speechless. 
Yes, now ’tis out, ’tis out ! 

I see it clear as day. O, would it had 
Been veil’d from mo in everlasting darkness ! 

Yes, thou art gone from me — ^gone — gone for over 
The die is cast ; and thou art lost to me. 

Oh in that thought lies hell ; and a hell, too. 

Lies in the other thought, to call thee mine. 

Oh misery ! 1 can bear my fate no longer. 

My very heart-strings strain as they would burst. 

QUEEN. 

.Alas, alas ! dear Charles, 1 feel it all. 

The nameless pang tliat rages in your breast; 
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Your pangpt are itifinite, as is your love, 

And infinite as both 'will bo the glory 
Of overmastering both. Up, be a man, 

Wrestle with them boldly. The prize is worthy 
Of a 5 ’^ouiig warrior’s high, heroic heart ; 

Worth}" of him in whom the virtues flow 
Of a long ancestry of mighty kings. 

Courage ! my noble Prince ! Great Charles’s grandson 
Pegins the contest with undaunted heart, 

Where sons of meaner men would yield at once 

CAKLOS. 

Too Lite, too late ! O God, it is too late I 

QUKEN. 

Too late to be a man ! O Carlos, Carlos ! 
fllow nobly shows our virtue, when the heart 
llreaks in its exercise ! The Imnd of Heaven ' 

Has set you up on high, — far higher, Prince, 

Than millions of }our brethren. All she took 
From oIIkts, she b'^-*to\v’d with ])artial hand 
On thee, her fa^ounle ; and millions ask, 

What was }our merit, thus before your birth 
To be eiuloN\ed so far -ibove mankind? 

Up, then, and justify the ways of Heaven; 

Deserve to take the lead of all tlie world, 

And make a sacrifice ne’er made before. 

CARLOS. 

T will, 1 will : — 1 have a giant’s strength 
To win your favour ; but to lose you, none. 

, QUEEN. 

Confess, my Cju’Ios, I have harshly read thee ; 

It is but spleen, and w’aywardness, and pride, 

Attract you thus so madly to your mother! 

The heart you lavish on myself, belongs 
To the great empire you one day shall rule. 

Look, that you sport not with your sacred trust! 

Love is your high vocation; until now 
It hath been wrongly bent upon your mother : 

Oh, lead it ba^ upon your future realms, 

And so, instead of the fell stings of conscience, 

Enjoy the blibb of being more than man. 
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Elizabeth has been your earliest love, 

Your second must be Spain. How gladly, Carlos, 

Will I give place to this more worthy choice ! 

CARLOS {overpowered by emotion, thrown himself at her feet). 
How great thou art, my angel ! Yes, I'll do 
All, all thou caiibt desire. So let it be. 

[He rises. 

Here, in the sight of heaven 1 stand, and swear — 

I swear to thee, eternal — no, great Heaven !— 

Eternal silence only, — not oblivion. 

QUEEN. 

How can I ask from you, what I myself 
Am not disposed to grant ? 

MARQUIS {hasteniny from the alley). 

The King ! 

QUEEN. 

Oh God 3 


MARQUIS. 

Away, away ! out of these precincts, Prince. 

QUEEN. 

His jealousy is dreadful — should he see you 


CARLOS. 

Ill stay. f 

QUEEN. 

And who will he the victim, then ? 

CARLOS (seizmg the marquis by the arr,i). 

Away, away ! Come, Roderigo, come ! 

[Goes and returns. 

What may I hope to cany hence with me ? 


QUEEN. 

Your mother’s friendship. 

CARLOS. 

Friendship ! Mother ! 

QUEEN. 


And 


These tears with it — ^they’re from the Netherlands. 

[She gives him some letters. — Exit Carlos with the Mar 
QUis. The Queen looJes restlessly round in search of 
Jier ladies, who are nowhere to be seen. As she is about 
to retire up, the Kino miters. 
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Scene VI. 

The King, the Queen, Duke Alva, Count Lebma, Domingo, 
Ladies, Grandees, who remain at a little distance. 

KING. 

How, Madam, alone ? — not even one of all 

Your ladies in attendance ? Strange ! Where are they ? 

QUEEN. 

My gracious lord ! 

KING 

Why thus alone, I say ? 

[To his Attendants, 

ni take a strict account of this neglect. 

Tis not to be forgiven. Who lias the charge 
Of waiting on your Majesty to-day ? ' 

QUEEN . 

0 be not angry I Oood, my Lord, ’lis I 
Myself that am to Marne — at my request 
The Prinecsb Eboli went hence but now. 


At your request ! 


KING. 


QUEEN. 

To call the nurse to me, 
With the Infanta, whom 1 long’d to see. 


KING. 

And was your retinue dismiss’d for tliiii ? 
This only clears the liidy first in ^^aitiug. 
Where was the second ? 


MONDECAR {who luis returned and mixed with the 
other ladieSt steps forward). 

Your Majesty, 1 feel 

I am to blame for this. 


KING. 

You are, and so 

I give you ten years to reflect upon it, 

At a most tranquil distance from ^ladrid. 

[The Marchioness steps hack weeping. General silenee. 
The bystanders all look in confusion towards t/tt' Q ueen. 
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QUEEN. 

What weep you for, dear Marchioness ? 

[To the King. 

If I 

Have err’d, iny gracious Liege, the crown I wear, 

And which I never sought, should save my blushes. 

Is there a law in this your kingdom, Sire, 

To summon moiiarclis’ daughters to the bar ? 

Docs force alone restrain your Spanish ladies ? 

Or need they strong(‘r safeguard than tlieir ^ irtuc ? 

Now pardon me, my Liege : ’tis not niy wont 
To send my ladies, wdio have ser\cd me btill 
With smiling cheerfulness, away in tears. 

Here, Mondecar. 

[She takes off her girdle and present^ it to the Mauciiioness. 

You have displeasi'd the King, 

Not me. Tate this remembrance of my favour, 

And of this hour. 1 ’d have j^ou quit the kingdom. 

You’ve only err'd in Sj)ain Ju my deta* France, 

All men are glad to v\]])o such tears away. 

And must 1 ev er be reminded thus ’ 

In my dear France it had been otherwise. 

[Leaning on the Mauciiionlss and covering her fac^ 

KINO. 

Can a reproach, that in my love hnd liirth, 

AfHict you so ? A word so trouble jou, 

Which the most anxious tenderness did proui].! ? 

[7ic tnins towards the Grandees, 
Here stand the assembled va-^sals of my throne. 

Did ever slefj) dcbccnd upon these eyes. 

Till at the close of the returning day 

I’ve pondered, liow the hearts of all my subjects 

Were beating ’neath the furthest cope of IJeaven? 

And should I feel more anxious for my throne, 

Than for the ]iartner of my bosom ? No ! 

My sword and Alva can protect my people, 

My eye alone assures thy love. 

QUEEN. 

My Liege, 

If that 1 have ofifended— « 
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KING. 

I am cair^ 

Tho richest monarch in the Christian -world ; 

The sun in my dominions never sets. 

All this another hath possess’d before. 

And many anotlier will possess hereafter. 

That is mine own. All that the monarch hath 
Belongs to chance — ^Elizabeth to Philip. 

This is the point in which I feel 1 m mortal. 

QUKEN. 

Whol fear you, Sire ? 

KINO. 

Should those grey hairs not fear? 
But the same inslant that my fear begins. 

It dies away for ('vor. [To the Grandees, 

I run o’er 

The nobles of my (^ourt, and miss the foremost. 

Where is my son, Bon Cailo^ ? [No one answers. 

lie begins 

To give mo cause of foar Tie shuns my presence, 

Siiicfj he came back from school at Alcala. 

J I is blood is liot. Why is his look so cold ? 

Jlis bearing all so stately and roser\ed? 

Be watchful, Duke, 1 charge you. 

ALVA 

So I am : 

TiOng as a heart against this corslet beats, 

So long may Philip slumber undisturb’d ; 

And as God’s Cherub guards the gates of heaven. 

So doth Duke Alva guard your royal throne. 

LERMA. 

Dare I, in all humility, presume 

To oj»pose the judgment of earth’s wisest King? 

Too deeply I roveM'i' his graeious sire, 

To judge the sou so harshly. J feai* much 
From his hot blood, but nothing from his heart. 

KING. 

Lermn, your speech is fair, to sor)thc the father, 

Jiut Alva here will bo the monarch’s shield — 

No more of this. 
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[Turning to his Suite 
Now speed we to Madrid, 

Our royal duties summon us. The plague 
Of heresy is rife among my people ; 

Hebellion stalks within my Netherlands — 

The limes are imminent. Wo must arrest 
These erring spirits by some dread example. 

The solemn oath which every Christian King 
Hath sworn to keep, 1 will redeem to-morrow. 

’Twill be a day of doom unparallel'd. 

Our Court is bidden to the fcbtival. 

[He leads off the Queen, the rest follow. 


Scene ViT. 

Don Carlos {with letters in his hand), and Marquis Posa, 
enter from opposite sides. 

CARLOS. 

I am resolved — Flanders shall yet be sa\ed : 

So runs her suit — and that’s enough for mo ! 

MARQUIS. 

There’s not another moment to be lost : 

’Tis said Duke Alva» in the Cabinet, 

Is named already as the Governor. 

CARLOS. 

Betimes, to-morrow, will 1 seek tlie King, 

And ask this office for myself. It is 
The first request I ever made to him. 

And he can scarce refuse mo. My presence here 
Has long been irksome to him. He will grasp 
This fair pretence iny absence to secure. 

Shall 1 confess to thee, liodorigo ? — 

My hopes go further. Face to face with him, 

’Tis possible, the pleading of a son 
May reinstate him in his father’s favour. 

He ne’er hath heard the voice of nature speak ; 

Then let mo try for once, my Ilodcrigo, 

What power she hath when breathing from my lips. 
marquis. 

Now do I hear my Carlos’ voice once more : 

Now are you all yourself again ! 
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Scene VIII. 

TJie preceding. Count Lerma. 

COUNT. 

Your Grace, 

His Majesty has left Aranjuez ; 

And 1 am bidden 

CARLOS. 

Very well, my lord — 

T shall o’ertake the King — 

MARQUIS {affecting to take (care with ceremony). 

Your Highness, then. 

Has nothing further to intrust to me ? 

CA1U.0S. 

Nothing. A pleasant jouniey to Madrid I 
You may, hereafter, toll mo more of Flander®.' 

\To Lkkma, who is waiting for him 
Proceed, my lord ! Ill follow th(‘e anon. 

Scene IX. 

Don Carlos, Marquis Posa. 

CARLOb. 

I understood thy hint, and thank thee for it. 

A stranger’s presence can alone excuse 

This forced and moasiired tone. Are wc not brothers? 

In future, let this puppet-play of rank 
Be banish’d from our friendship. Think that we 
Had met at some gay masking festival. 

Thou in the habit of a slave, and I 
Robed, for a jest, in the imperial pur^de. 

Throughout the revel we respect the cheat, 

And play our parts with sportive earnestness. 

Tripping it gaily with the meny throng ; 

But should thy Carlos beckon through his mask, 

Thou'dst press his hand in silence os he pass'd. 

And wo should be as one. 

MARQUIS. 

The dream’s divine ! 

But are you sure, that it will last for ever ? 

Is Carlos, then, so certain of himself. 

As to despise the charms of boundless sway ? 

A day will come— an all-important day — 


D 



Si 


DON CARLOS. 


[act I 


When this heroic mind — I warn you now — 

Will sink o’erwhelm’d by too severe a test. 

Don Philip dies ; and Carlos mounts the throne, 
The mightiest throne in Christendom. How vast 
The gulph that yawns betwixt mankind and him, 

A god to-day, who yesterday was man ! 

Steel'd to all human weakness — to the voice 
Of heavenly duty deaf. Humanity, — 

To-day a word of import in his ear, — 

Barters itself, and grovels 'mid the throng 
Of gaping parasites ; — ^his sympathy 
For human wo is turn’d to cold neglect. 

His virtue sunk in loose voluptuous joys. 

Peru supplies him riches for his folly. 

His court engenders devils for his vices. 

Lull’d ill this heaven, the work of crafty slaves, 

He sleeps a charmed sleep ; and while his dream 
Endures, his godhead lasts. And wo to him, 
Who’d break, in pity, this lethargic trance ! 

What could Boderigo do ? Friendship is true, 

And bold as true. But her bright flashing beams 
Were much too fierce for sickly majesty ; 

You would not brook a subject s stern appeal. 

Nor 1, a monarch’s pride ! 

CABLOS. 

Fearful and ime, 

Thy portraiture of monarchs. Yes — thoii’rt right. 
But ’tis their lusts that thus corrupt their hearts. 
And hurry them to vice. I still am pure. 

A youth scarce numbering three-and-twenty years. 
What thousands waste in riotous delights, 

Without remorse — ^the mind's more precious partr— 
The bloom and strength of manhood — I have kept* 
Hoarding their treasures for the future king. 

What could unseat my Posa from my heart, 

If women fail to do it? 


ICABQUIS. 

^ I, myself ! 

Say, could I love you, Carlos, warm as now. 
If 1 must fear you? 
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CARLOS. 

That will never be. 

What need hast thou of me ? What cause hast thou 
To stoop thy knee, a suppliant at the throne ? 

Does gold allure thee ? Thou’rt a richer subject^ 
Than I shall be a k^’ng * Dost covet honours? 

E’en in thy youth, fame s brimming chalice stood 
Full in tliy grasp — ^thou flnng’st the toy away. 

Which of us, then, must be the other s debtor. 

And which tlie creditor? Thou stand est mute. 

Dost tremble for the trial ? Art thou, then, 
Dneortain uf thyself? 

MARQUIS. 

Carlos, I yield ! 

Here is my hand. 


CARLOS. 

Is it mine own ? 

MARQUIS. 

For ever — 

In the most pregnant meaning of the word ! 

CARLOS. 

And wilt thou prove hereafter to the King, 

As true and warm as to the Prince to-day? 

MARQUIS. 


T swear! 


CARLOS. 

And when round iny unguarded heart 
The serpent flattei'y winds its subtle coil, 

Should e’er these eyes of mino forget the tears 
They once were wont to shed ; or should these ears 
Be closed to mercy’s plea, — say, wilt tliou, then. 
The fearless guardian of my virtue, throw 
Thine iron grasp upon me, and call up 
My genius by its mighty name ? 

MARQUIS. 

I will. 


CARLOS. 

And now one other favour let me beg. 

Do call me thou ! Long have I envied this 
Bear privilege of friendship to thine equals. 
The brother’s thou beguiles my ear, my heart. 


D d 
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With sweet suggestions of equality. 

Nay, no reply: — I guess what thou wouldst say — 

To thee this seems a trifle — but to me, 

A monarch's son, ’tis much. Say, wilt thou be 
A brother to me ? 

HAUQUIS. 

Yes ; thy brother, yes ! 

CABLOS. 

Now to the King — my fears are at an end : 

Thus, arm in arm with thee, I dare defy 

The universal world into the lists. [Exeion. 


ACT II. 

Scene I. 

27i6* Royal Palace at Madrid. 

King Philip under a canopy; Duke Alva, at some distance^ 
with his head covered ; Carlos. 

CARLOS. 

The kingdom takes precedence — ^willingly 
Doth Carlos to the Minister give place — 

He speaks for Spain ; *I am but of the household. 

^ [Bows and steps backward 

KING. 

The Duke remains— the Infanta may proceed, 

CARLOS iuiminy to alva) 

Then must I put it to your honour, sir. 

To yield my father for a while to me. 

A son, you know, may to a fatlier's ear 
Unbosom much, in fulness of his heart. 

That not befits a stranger's ear. The King 
Shall not be taken from you, sir — I seek 
The father only for one httle hour. 

KING. 

Here stands his friend. 

CARLOS. 

And havo I e'er deserved 
To think the Duke should be a friend of mine ? 

KING. 

Or tried to make him one V I scarce can love 
Those sons who choose more wisely than their fathers. 
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CARLOS. 

And can Duke Alva’s knightly spirit brook 
To look on such a scene ? Now, as I live, 

I would not play the busy meddler’s part. 

Who thrusts himself, uuask’d, ’twixt sire and son. 

And there intrudes witlnmt a blush, condemn’d 
By his own conscious insignificance. 

No, not, by Heaven, to win a diadem ! 

KING {rising, with an angry look at the Prince), 

Ketire, my lord ! 

[Ai.va goes to the principal door, through which Cablos 
had entered, the King points to the other. 

No, to the Cabinet, 

Until I call you. 


Scene II. 

King T*hilip, Don Carlos. 

CARLOS {as soon as the duke Jtas left the Apartment advances 
to the KING, throxes hitnself at his feet, and then, with great 
emotion) 

My father once* again ! 

Thanks, endless thanks, for this unwontod favour ! 

Your hand, my father ! O delightful day ! 

The rapture of this kiss has long been strange' 

To your poor Carlos. Wherefore have I been 
Shut from my Other’s heart ? What have I done ? 

KING. 

Carlos, thou art a novice in these arts — 

Forbear, 1 like them not 

CARLOS {rising). 

And is it so ! 

1 hear your courtiers in those words, my father I 
All is not well, by Heaven, all is not true, 

U’hat a priest says, and a priest’s creatures plot 
1 am not wicked, father ; ardent blood 
Is all my failing : — all my crime is youth ; — 

Wicked I am not — no, in truth, not wicked ; — 

Tho’ many an impulse wild assails my heart 
Yet is it still untainted. 
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KING. 


Aj, ’tis pure — 

I know it — ^like thy prayers 

CARLOS. 

Now, then, or never I— 

We are, for once, alone— the barrier 
Of courtly form, that sever’d sire and son, 

Has fallen ! No\v' a golden ray of hope 
Illumes my soul — a sweet presentiment 
Pervades my heart — and heaven itself inclines 
With choirs of joyous angels, to the earth. 

And full of soft emotion, ilie thrice blest 

Looks down upon this great, this glorious scene ! — 

Pardon, my father ! 

[He falls on his knees before hint. 


KING. 

Rise, and leave me. 

CARLOS. 


Father! 

KING {tearing himself from him). 

This trifling grows too bold. 

CARLOS. 

A son’s devotion 


Too bold ! Alas ! 


KING. 

And, to crown oil, in tears ! 
Degraded boy ! Away, and quit my sight ! 

CARLOS. 

Now, then, or never ! — Pardon, 0 my father ! 

KING. 

Away, and leave my sight ! Return to me 
Disgraced, defeated, from the battle-fleld, 

Thy sire shall meet thee with extended arms : 
But thus in tears, 1 spurn thee from my feet 
A coward's guilt alone should wash its stains 
In such ignoble streams. The man who weeps 
Without a blush, will ne’er want cause for tears ! 
CARLOS. 

Who is this man ? By what mistake of Nature 
Has he thus stray'd amongst mankind? A tear 
Id man’s unerring, lasting attribute. 
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Whose eye is dry was ne’er of woman bom ! 

O ! teach the eye that ne’er hath overflowed, 

The timely science of a tear — thoult need 
The moist relief in some dark hour of woe. 

KING. 

Think’st thou to shake thy father s strong mistrust 
With specious words ? 

CARLOS. 

Mistrust ! Then 111 remove it — 
Here will I hang upon my father’s breast, 

Strain at his heart with vigour, till each shred 
Of that mistrust, which, with a rock’s endurance. 

Clings firmly round it, piecemeal fall away. 

And who are they who drive me from the King 
My father’s favour ? — What requital hath 
A monk to give a father for a son ? — 

What compensation can the Duke supply 
For a deserted and a childless age ? 

Wouldst thou be loved? Here in this bosom springs 
A fresher, purer fountain, than e’er flowed 
From those dark, stagnant, muddy reservoirs. 

Which Philip’s gold must first unlock. 

KING. 

No more, 

Presuming boy ! For know the hearts thou slanderest, 

Are the approved, true servants of my choice. 

’Tis meet that thou do honour to them. 

OABLOB. 

Never ! 

I know my worth — all that your Alva dares — 

That, and much more, can Carlos. What cares he, 

A hireling ! for the welfare of the realm 
That never can be his ? What careth he, 

If Philip’s hair grow gray with hoary age ? 

Your Carlos would have loved you : — O ! I dread 
To think that you the royal throne must fill 
Deserted and done. 

XING (seemingly struck hy this idea, stands in deep thought^ 
after a pause). 

1 am alone ! 

CARLOS (approaching him with eagerness). 

You have been so till now. Hate me no more, 



DON CABTiOB. 


[act II. 


Y And I >\ili love you dearly, as a son : 

J^ut liate me now no longer ! O ! bow sweet, 
Divinely sweet it is, to feel our being 
Heflecled in another’s beauteous soul ; 

To see our joys gladden another's cheek, 
i < )nr pains bring anguish to another's bosom, 

Dm* sorrows till another's eye with tears ! 

, Ho\\ bweet, how glorious is it, hand in hand, 
i With a dear child, in inmost soul beloved, 

, T<» tread once nioro the rosy paths of youth, 

*. And dream life's fond illusions o’er again ! 

1 IJow proud to live through endless centuries, 
Jnlinortal in the virtues i»f a son : 

, How sweet to jdaiit what his dear hand shall reap ; 
To gather what w’ill Held him rich return. 

And guess how liigli his tltanks will one day rise? 
;My lather, of this early paradise 
Your monks most wisely sjicak not. 

KING (not without emotion), 

O, my son, 

'J'liou hast coiuh'mnM thyself, in painting thus 
A bliss this heart hath ne'er enjoyed from thee ! 

CARLOS. 

I'll' Omniscient be my judge! You till this hour 
Have still debarr’d me from ycjur heart, and all 
Participation in your royal cares. 

The heir of Spain has been a very strangci 
Tn Spanish land — a prisoner in the realm 
Where he must one day rule. Say, w’as this just, 
i >r kind ? And often have I blush’d for shame. 
And stood with eyes abash’d, to learn perchance, 
From foreign envoys, or the general rumour, 

Thy courtly doings at Aranjuez. 

KING. 

Thy blood flows far too hotly in thy veins. 

Thou wouldst but ruin all. 

CABLOS. 

But try me, father! 

'Tis tiTie my blood flows hotly in my veins. 

( Full three-and'twenty years 1 now have lived, 
And nought achieved for immoitality. 

I am aroused — I feel my inward powers — 
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My title to the throne arouses me 
From slumber, like an angry creditor ; 

And all the ims-spent houi*s of early youth, 

Like debts o^onour, clamour in mine ears 
It comes at length, the glorious moment comes. 
That claims full interest on the entrusted talent. 
The annals of the \(orl(l, ancestral fame, 

And glory’s echoing trumpet urge me on. 

Now is the blessed hour at length arrived 
That opens wide to me the lists of honour. 

My King, my father ! — dare I utter now 
The suit which led me hither? 


Unfold it. 


KING. 

Ptill a suit? 


CART.08. 

The rebellion in Brabant 
Increases to a height — the traitors’ madness 
By stem, but prudent, vigour must be met. 
The Duke, to quell the wild enthusiasm, 
Invested with the sovereign’s power, will lead 
An arm) into Flanders. O, how full 
Of glory is such office ! — and how suited 
To open wide the temple of renown 
To me, your son ! To iny hand, then, O King, 
Entrust the army ; in thy Flemish lands 
[ am well loved, and I will freely gage 
My life, for their fidelity and truth. 


KING. 

Thou speakest like a dreamer. This high office 
Demands a man — and not a stripling's arm. 


CABLOS. 

It but demands a human being, father : 

And that is what Duke Alva ne'er hath been. 


KING. 

Terror alone can tie rebellion's hands : 
Humanity were madness. Thy soft soul 
Is tender, son : theyll tremble at the Duke. 
Desist from thy request. 
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CABLOS. 

Despatch me, Sire, 

To Flanders idth the army — dare rely 
E*en on my tender soul. The name of Prince, 

The royal name emblazoned on my standard, 

Conquers where Alva’s butchers but dismay. 

Here on my knees I crave it — ^this the first 
Petition of my life. — Trust Flanders to me. 

KINO {contemplating cablos with a piercing look). 
Trust my best army to thy thirst for rule. 

And put a dagger in my murderer’s hand ! 

CABLOS. 

Great God ! and is this all — is this tho fruit 
Of a momentous hour so long desired ! 

[After some thought, in a milder tons. 
Oh, speak to me more kindly — send me not 
Thus comfortless away — dismiss me not 
With this afflicting answer, oh, my father! 

Use me more tenderly, indeed I need it. 

This is the last resource of wild despair— 

It conquers every pow’r of firm resolve 
To bear it as a man — this deep contempt — 

My ev’ry suit denied : Let me away — 

Unheard and foil’d in all my fondest hopes, 

I take my leave. Now Alva and Domingo 

May proudly sit in triumph, where your sen 

Lies weeping in the dust. Your crowd of courtiers, 

And your long train of cringing, trembling nobles, 

Your tribe of sallow monks, so deadly pale, 

All witness’d bow you granted me this audience. 

Let me not be disgraced — 0, strike me not 
With this most deadly wound — nor lay me bore 
To sneering insolence of menial taunts ! 

That strangers riot on your bounty, whilst 
Carlos, your son, may supplicate in vain.” 

And as a pledge that you wpuld have mo honour’d. 
Despatch me straight to Flanders with the army. 

KINO. 

Urge thy request no fiirther — as thou wouldst 
Atoid the King’s displeasure. 
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GABLOS. 

I must brave 

My King’s displeasure, and prefer my suit 
Once more, it is the last. Trust Flanders to me 1 
I must away from Spain To linger here 
Is to draw breath be neath the headsman’s axe : 

The air lies heavy on me in Madrid, 

Like murder on a guilty soul^ — a change, 

An instant change of clime alone can cure me. 

If you would save my life, despatch me straight 
Without delay to Flander-s 

KING (with affected coldness). 

Invalids, 

Like thee, my son — need to be tended close. 

And ever watched by the physician’s eye — ' 

Thou Btay’st in Spain — the Duke will go to FlaiidercL 

CARLOS (nildly). 

Assist me, ye good angels ! 

KINO (startinff). 

Hold, what mean 

These looks so wild ? 

CABLOS. 

Father, do you abide 
Immoveably by this determination? 

KING. 

It was the King’s. 

CARLOS. 

Then my commission’s done. 

[Exit in violent emotion. 


Scene III. 

King, sunk in gloomy contemplation, walks a few steps up and 
down : Alva approaches with embarrassment, 

KING. 

Hold yourself ready to depart for Bnisscls, 

Upon a moment’s notice. 

ALYA. 

I am ready 


All is prepared, my Liege. 
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KING. 

And your credentials 
Lie ready seal'd 'within my cabinet, — 

Meanwhile obtain an audience of the Queen, 

And bid the Prince farewell. 

ALYA. 

As I came in 

I met him with a look of frenzy wild 
Quitting the chamber ; and your Majesty 
Is strangely moved, metbinks, and bears the marks 
Of deep excitement — can it be the theme 
Of your discourse 


KING. 

Concerned the Duke of Alva. 

[The King keep$ his eye stetlfastly Jixed on him. 
I’m pleas'd that Carlos hates my councillors, 

But I'm disturb'd that he — despises them. 

[Alva, colouring deeply, is about to speak. 
No answer now : propitiate the Prince. 

ALTA. 

Sire! 

KING. 

Tell me, who it was that warn’d me first 
Of my son’s dark designs? I listened then 
To you, and not to him. I will have proof. 

And for the future, mark me, Carlos stands 
Nearer the throne — now Duke — you may retire. 

[The King retires into his cabinet. Exit Duke by 
another door. 

Scene IV. 

The Antechamber to Queen s Apartments. Don Carlos 
enters in conversation with a Page. The Attendants retire 
at his approach. 

CARLOS. 

For me this letter? And a key ! How’s this ? 

And both delivered with such mysteiy ! 

Oome" nearer boy : — ^from whom didst thou receive them ! 
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PAGE {m'^Uriously). 

It seem'd to me tbe Lady would be guess'd 
'Rather than be described. 

CARLOS (starting). 

The Lady, what ! 

Who art thou, Boy? [Looking earnestly at the Page. 

PAGE. 

A Page that serves the Queen. 
CARLOS (affrighted, putting his hand to the Pages month). 
Hold, on your life ! I know enough ; no more. 

[He tears open the letter hastily, and retires to / ead it : 
meanwhile Duke Alva comes, and passing the Prince, 
goes unperceived by him into the Quefn's apartment. 
Carlos trembles violently and changes colour ; when he 
has read the letter he lemains a long timt speechless, his 
eyes steadfastly fixed on it, at last he turns to the Page. 
She gave you this herself? 

PAGi:. 

With her own hands. 

CARLOS. 

She gave this letter to you then herself? 

Deceive me not : I ne Vr have seen her writing. 

And I must credit thee, if thou canst swear it ; 

But if thy tale be false, confess it straight, 

Nor put this fraud on me. 

PAGE. 

This fraud, on whom? 

OABLOS (looking once more at the letter, then at the page wUk 
doubt and earnestness). 

Your parents— are they living? and your father — 

Serves he the King ? — Is he a Spaniard bom ? — 

PAGE. 

He fell a Colonel on St. Quentin's held, 

Served in the cavalry of Savoy’s Duke — 

His name Alonzo, Count of Henarez. 

CARLOS (taking his hand, and looking fixedly in hu eyat). 
The King gave you this letter ? 

PAGE (ynth emotion). 

Gracious Prince, 


Have 1 deserved these doubts? 
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GABLOS {reading the Utter). 

“ This key unlocks 

The bock apartments in the Queen s pavilion. 

The furthest room lies next a cabinet 
Wherein no listener's foot dare penetrate ; 

Here may the voice of love without restraint 
Confess those tender feelings, which till now 
The heart witli silent looks alone hath spoken. 

The timid lover gains an audience here, 

And sweet reward repays his secret sorrow.” 

[As if awakening from a reverie, 
I am not in a dream, I do not rave, — 

This is my right hand, this my sword — and these 
Are written words. *Tis true — it is no dream. 

I am beloved, I feel T am beloved. 

[Unable to contain himself ^ he 'rushes hastily through the 
room, and raises his arms to heaven. 

PAGE. 

Follow me, Prince, and I will lead the way. 

OABLOS. 

Then let me first collect my scatter'd thoughts. 

The alarm of joy still trembles in my bosom. 

Did I e'er lift my fondest hopes so high. 

Or trust my fancy to so bold a flight ? 

Show me the man can learn tlius suddenly 
To be a god. I am not what I was. 

I feel another heaven — ^another sun 

That was not hero before. She loves — sh^ loves me ! 

PAGE (leading him forward). 

But this is not the place : Prince ! you forget. 

GABLOS. 

The King ! My father ! 

[His arms sink, he casts a timid look around, then col- 
lecting himself. 

This is dreadful !— Yes, 

You’re right, my friend. I thank you : 1 was not 
Just then myself. To be compell'd to silence, 

And bury in my heart this mighty bliss, 

Is terrible ! 

[Taking the Page hy the hand, and leading him aside. 
Now hear ! What thou hast seen, . 

And what not seen, must be within thv breast 
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Entomb’d as in the grave. So now depart ; 

1 shall not need thy guidance ; they must not 
Surprise us here ! Now go. 

\The Page is about to depart. 
Yet hold, a word ! 

\The Page returns, — Carlos lays his hand on his 
shoulder, and looks him steadily in the face, 

A direful secret hast thou in thy keeping, 

Which, like a poison of terrific power, 

Shivers the cup that holds it into atoms. 

(ruard every look of thine, nor let thy head 
Guess at thy bosom’s secret. Be thou like 
The senseless speaking trumpet that receives 
And echoes back the voice, but hears it not. 

Thou art a boy ! Be ever so— continue 
The pranks of youth. My correspondent dhose 
Her messenger of love with prudent skill ! 

The King will ne’er suspect a serpent here. 

page. 

And I, my Prince, shall feel right proud to know 
1 am one secret richer than the King. 

CARLOS. 

Vain, foolish boy ! — ’tis this should make thee tremble. 
Approach me over with a cold respect : 

Ne’er be induced by idle pride to boast 
How gracious is the Prince ! No deadlier sin 
Can^i thou commit, my son, than jdeasing me. 

What er thou hast in future for my ear, 

Give not to words — entrust not to thy lips, 

Ne’er on that common high road of the thoughts 
Permit thy news to travel. — Speak with an eye, 

A finger — I will answer with a look. 

The very air, the light, are Philip’s creatures, 

And the deaf walls around are in his pay. 

Some one approaches ; fly, we’ll meet again. 

[The Queen's Charr^er opens, and Duke Alva comes out. 

PAGE. 

Be careful, Prince, to find the right apartment. [EaeU. 

CARLOS. 

It is the Duke ! Fear not. I’ll find the way. 
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Scene V. 


Don Cart.os. Duke of Alva. 

ALVA (meeting him). 

Two words, most gracious Prince. 

CARLOS. 

Some other time. [Going. 

ALVA. 

Tho place is not the fittest, I confess ; 

Perhaps your royal highness may he pleased 
To grant me audience in your private chamber. 

CARLOS. 

For what ? And why not here ? Only he hi'icf. 


ALVA. 

The special object w'hich has brought me hitlier. 

Is to return your Highness lowly thanks 
For your good services. 

CARLOS. 

Thanks ! thanks to me— • 
For what ? Duke Alva’s thanks ! 

ALVA. 

You sca»*ce had left 
His Majesty, ere I received in form 
Instructions to depart for Brussels. 

CARLOS. 


For Brussels ! 


What! 


ALVA. 

And to what, most gracious Prince, 

Must T ascribe this favour but to you — 

Your intercession with the King ? 

CARLOS. 

O, no ! 

Not in the least to me : — but, Duke, you travel, 

So Heav’n be with your Grace ! 

ALYA. 

And is this all ? 

It seems, indeed, most strange ! And has your Highness 
No further orders, then, to send to Flanders ? 

CARLOS. 


What should 1 have ? 
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ALVA. 

Not long ago, it seem'd, 
That counUy’s fate required your presence. 


OABLOS. 

How? 

But yes, you’re right, — it was so formerly; 

But now this change is better as it is. 


1 am amazed 


ALVA. 


CARLOS. 

You are an able General, 

No one doubts that— envy herself must own it. 
For me, I 'm but a youth — so thought the King. 
TIjo King was right, quite right. J see it now 
Myself, and am content — and so no more. 

God sp<*ed your journey, os you see, just now 
My hands are full, and weighty business presses. 
The rest to-morrow', or whene’er you will. 

Or when .you come from Brussels. 


ALVA. 

"What is this ? 

CARLOS. 

The season favours, and your route will lie 
Through Milan, Lorraine, Burgundy, and on 
To Germany! What, Germany? Ay, true, 

In Germany it was — they know \ou there. 

'Tis April now. May, June, — in July, then, 

Just so ! or at the latest, soon in August, — 

You will arrive in Brussels, and no doubt 
We soon shall hear of your victorious deeds. 

You know the way to win our high esteem, 

And earn the crown of fjime. 

alva {significantly). 

Indeed ! condemn'd 
By my own conscious insignificance ! 

CARLOS. 

You’re sensitive, my Lord, and with some cause, 

I own it was not fair to use a weapon 
Against your Grace you w^ere imskilld to wield. 
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ALVA. 

Unskiird ! 

CARI.OS. 

"Tis pity IVe uo leisure now 
To fight this worthy battle fairly out : 

But at some other time, we 

ALYA. 

Prince, we both 

Miscalculate —but still in opposite ways. 

You, for example, overrate your age 
By twenty years, whilst on the other hand, 

1, by as many, underrate it — 

CARLOS. 

Well ! 

ALVA. 

And this suggests llie thought, how many nights 
Beside his lovely Lusitanian bride — 

Your mother — would the King right gladly give 
To buy an arm like this, to aid his crown. 

Full well he knows, far easier is the task 
To make n monarch than a monarchy ; 

Far easier too, to stock the world with kings 
Than frame an empire for a king to rule. 

CARLOS. 

Most true, Duke Alva, yet 

ALVA. 

And hov much blood, 

Your subjects’ dearest blood, must flow in streams 
Before tw'o drops could make a king of you. 

CARLOS. 

Most true, by Heaven ! and in two words comprised. 
All that the pride of merit has to urge 
Against the pride of fortune. But the moral — 

Now', Duke Ah a ! 

ALVA. 

Wo to the nursling babe 
Of royalty, that mocks the careful hand 
Which fosters it ! How calmly it may sleep 
On the soft cushion of our victories ! 

The monarch’s crown is bright with sparkling gems, 
‘‘But no eye sees the wounds that purchased them. 
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This sword has given our laws to distnnt realms. 

Has blazed before the banner of the cross, 

And in these quarters of the globe, has traced 
Ensanguin’d furrows for the seed of faith. 

God was the judge in heaven, and 1 on earth. 

CABLOS. 

God, or the Devil — it little matters which ; 

Yours was his chosen arm — that stands confess’d. 

And now no more of this. Some thoughts there are 
Whereof the memory pains me. I respect 
My father’s choice, — my father needs an Alva ! 

But that he needs him is not just the point 
I envy in him : a great man you arc. 

This may be true, and I well nigh believe it, 

Only I fear your mission is begun 

Some thousand years too soon. Alva, raethinks. 

Were just the man to suit tli<' end of time. 

Then when the giant insolence of vice 

Shall have exhausU'd Heaven s enduring patience, 

And the rich waving harvest of misdeeds 
Stands in full ear, and asks a matchless reaper. 

Then should you fdl the post. O God! my Paradise! 

My Flanders ! But of this I must rot ♦hink. 

*Tis said you carry with you a full store 
Of sentences of death already signed. 

This shows a prudent foresight ! No more need 
To fear your foes’ designs, or secret plots : 

O, father ! ill indeed I’ve understood thee. 

Calling thee harsh, to save me from a post. 

Whore Alva’s self alone can fitly shine ! — 

’Twas an unerring token of your love. 

ALYA. 

These words deserve 

CARLOS. 

What ! 

ALVA. 

But your birth protects you. 
CABLOS (^seizing his sword). 

That calls for blood ! Duke, draw your sword. 

E % 



DON CART.OS. 


[act II. 


52 


ALVA {slightingly). 

On whom? 

cahlos (pressing upon him). 

Draw, or I run you through. 

ALVA. 

Then he it so. [They JighU 
Scene VI. 

The Queen, Don Carlos, Duke Alva. 

QUEEN {coming j.om her room alarmed). 

How ! naked swords ? 

[To the Prince in an indignant and commanding tone. 
Prince Carlos ! 

CARLOS (agitated at the queen’s lookj drops hi.s arm. stands 
motionless, then runs to the duke, and embraces him. 

Pardon 1 )uke ! 

Your pardon, Sir ! —Forget, forgive it all I 

[Throu's himself in silence at the Quei'.n s feet, then 
rising suddenly, departs in confusion. 

ALVA. 

lly ll3aveii, *tis strange ! 

quei:n {remains a few moments as if in doubt, then 
retiring to her Apartment). 

A word with you, Duke Alva. [ Exit followed by the Duke. 
Scene VII. 

The pRiNCES.s 'EiBoi.Th Apart numt. 

The Princess in a simple hut elegant dress, oiv the 

Lute. The Queen's Page enters. 

PRiNt’EbS (starting up suddenly). 

ITc comes ! 

PAGE (abruptly). 

Arc you alone ? 1 wonder much 

He is not here already ; but he must 
Be here upon the instant. 

PRINCESS. 

' Do you say must ? 

Then h€ will come, this much is certain then. 
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PAGE. 

He’s close upon my steps. You are beloved, 

Adored, and with more passionate regard 
Than mortal ever was, or can be loved. 

0 ! what a scene I witnessed ! 

FBIMGESS {impatiently draws him to her). 

Quick, you spoke 

With him ! What said he ? Toll me straight — 

How did he look ? what were his words ? And say — 
Did he appear embarrass’d, or confused? 

And did he guess who sent the key to him? 

Be quick !— or did he not ? He did not guess 
At all, perhaps ! or guess’d amiss ! Come, sp^ak, 
How ! not a word to answer me ? Oh fie ! 

You never were so dull — so slow before, 

’Tis past all patience. 

PAGE 

Dearest Lady, hear me ! 

Both key and note T placed within his hands, 

In the Queen’s antcc^mber, and he started 
And gazed with wonder when I told him that 
A lady sent me ! 

PBINCEbS. 

Did he start? go on ! 

That’s excellent. — Proceed, what next ensued ? 

PAGE. 

1 would have told him more, but he grew pale. 

And snatch’d the letter from my hand, and said, 

With look of deadly menace, he knew all. 

He read the letter with confusion thro’, 

And straight began to tremble. 

PBINCESS. 

He knew all ! 

He knew it all ? Were those his very words ? 

PAGE 

He ask’d me, and again he ask’d, if you 
With your own hands had given mo the letter? 

FBIKCESS. 

If I ? Then did he mention me by name ? 
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By name ! no name be mentioD*d : there might be 
Listeners, he said about the palace, who 
Might to the King disclose it. 

PRINCESS [iurprued). 

Said he that? 

PAGE. 

He further said, it much concern’d the King ; 

Deeply concern’d — to know of that same letter. 

PRINCESS. 

The King ! Nay, are you sure you heard him right? 

The King! Was that the \ery word he used? 

PAGE. 

It was. He call’d it a most perilous secret, 

And warn'd me to be strictly on my guard. 

Never with word or look to give the King 
Occasion for suspicion. 

PRINCESS [after a pause with astonishment). 

All agrees ! 

It can be nothing else— ho must have heard 

The tale— ’tis very strange 1 Who could have told him? 

I wonder who ? The eagle eye of Love 

Alone could pierce so far. But tell me further— 

He read the letter, — 

PAGE. 

Which, he said, con^t^y*d 
Such bliss as made him tremble, and till then 
Ho had not dared to dream of. As he spoke, 

The Duke, by evil chance, approach’d the room, 

And this compell’d us 

PRINCESS [angrily). 

What in all the world 

Could bring the Duke to him at such a time ? 

What can detain him ? Why appears he not? 

See how you’ve been deceived; how truly blest 
Might he have been already — in the time 
You’ve taken to describe his wishes to me ! 


The Duke, I fear* 


PAGE. 
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FBINOESS. 

Again, the Duke ! What can 
The Duke mmt here ? What should a warrior want 
With mj soft dreams of happiness ? He should 
Have loft him there, or sent him from his presence. 

Where is the man may not be treated thus ? 

But Carlos seems as little versed in love 
As in a woman's heart — he little knows 
What minutes are. But hark 1 I hear a step ; 

Away, away. [Page hastens out. 

Where have I laid my lute, 

I must not seem to wait for him. My song 
Shall be a signal to him. 

Scene VIII. 

The Princess, Don Carlos.' 

The Princess has thrown herself upon an ottoman^ and plays 
CARLOS {rushes i he recognises the rHiNCEss, and stands 
thundtrstruck\ 

Cracious Hoav'n ! 

Where am I ? 

ERiNCESS {Uts her lute fall, and meeting him\ 

What ! Prince Carlos ! yes, in truth. 

CARLOS. 

Where am 1 ? Senseless error, I have miss'd 
The right apartment. 

PRINCESS. 

With what dexterous skill 
Carlos contrives to hit the very room 
Wliere ladies sit alone ! 

CARLOS. 

Your pardon, Princess ! 

I found — I found the antechamber open. 

PRINCESS. 

Can it be possible ? I fastened it 
Myself ; at least I thought so 

CARLOS. 

Ay ! you thought. 

You only thought so— rest assured you did not. 

You meant to lock it, that I well believe : 
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But most assuredly it was not locked. 

1 A lute's sweet sounds attracted me, some hand 
Touch'd it with skill; say, was it not a lute? 

\ Looking round inquiringly 
Yes, there it lies, and Heaven can bear mo witness 
I love the lute to madness. I became 
All ear, forgot myself in the sweet strain. 

And rush’d into the chamber to behold 
The lovely eyes of the divine musician, 

Who charm'd me with the magic of her tones. 

PRINCESS. 

Innocent curiosity, no doubt ! 

But it was soon appeased — as 1 can prove — 

[AJter a short silence^ significantly. 
I must respect the modesty, that has. 

To spare a woman’s blushes, thus involved 
Itself in so much fiction. 

CARLOS (with sincerity). 

Nay, 1 feel 

I but augment my deep embarrassment. 

In vain attempt to extricate myself. 

Excuse me from a part I cannot play. 

In this remote apartment, you perhaps 
Have sought a refuge from the world — to pour 
The inmost >vishes of your secret heart 
Kemote from man’s distracting eye. By me. 

Unhappy that I am, your heavenly di u.tms 
Are all disturb’d — and the atonement now 
Must be my speedy absence. [Ghiny. 

PRINCESS (surprised and confused, hut immediately recover^ 
ing herself) 

O ! that step 

Were cruel, Prince, indeed ! 

CARLOS. 

Princess, I feel 

What such a look in such a place imports : 

This virtuous embarrassment has claims 
To which my manhood never can be deaf. 

Wo to the wretch whose boldness takes new fire 
From the pure blush of maiden modesty ! 

I am a coward when a woman trembles. 
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Is’t possible? — Such noble self-control 
In one so young, and he a monarch's son ! 

Now, Prince, indeed you shall remain with me; 

It is my own request, and you must stay. 

Near such high virtue, every maiden fear 
Takes wing at once ; but your appearance here 
Disturb'd me in a favourite air, and now 
Your penalty shall be to hear me sing it. 

CARLOS down near the princess, not without reluctance). 

A penalty delightful as the sin ! 

And sootii to say, the subject of the song 
Was so divine, again and yet again 
I'd gladly hear it. 

PRINCESS. 

What ! you heard it all ? 

Nay tliat was too bad, Prince. It was, I think, 

A song of love. 

CARLOS. 

And of successful love. 

If I mistake not — dear delicious theme 

From those most beauteous lips — but scarce so true, 

Metbinks, as beautiful. 

PRINCESS. 

What! not so true? 

Then do you doubt the tale ? 

CARLOS. 

I almost doubt 

That Carlos and the Princess Eboli, 

When they discourse on such a theme as love. 

May not quite understand each other's hearts. 

\The Princess starts ; he observes ity and continues with 
playful gallantry. 

Who would believe those rosy-tinted cheeks 
Conceal’d a heart tom by the pangs of love. 

Is it within the range of wayward chance 
That the fair Princess Eboli should sigh 
Unheard — ^unanswer'd? Love is only known 
By him who hopelessly persists in love. 
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PBINCESS {loith all her forfner vivacity), 

HuBh ! 'what a dregful thought ! this fate indeed 
Appears to follow you of all mankind* 

Especially to day. 

[Taking hia hand with inainuating interest 
You are not happy* 

Dear Prince — ^you’re sad ! I know too well you suffer* 

And wherefore, Prince ? When with such loud appeal 
The world invites you to enjoy its bliss — 

And nature on you pours her bounteous gifts, 

And spreads around you, all life’s sweetest joys. 

You, a great monarch'^ son, and more — far more — 

E’en in your cradle with such gifts endow’d 
As far eclipsed the splendour of your rank. 

You, who in those strict courts where women rule. 

And pass, without appeal, unerring sentence 
On manly worth and honour, even there 
Find partial judges. — Yon, who with a look 
Can prove victorious, and whose very coldness 
Kindles a flame ; and who, when warm’d with passion, 

Can make a Paradise, and scatter round 
The bliss of heaven, the rapture of the gods. 

^ho man whom nature has adorned with gifts 
To render thousands happy, gifts which she 

Bestows on few that such a man as this 

Should know what mis ry is ! Thou, gracious Heaven,, 

That gav’st him all those blessings, why deiy 
Him eyes to see the conquests lie has made ? 

GABLOS {who has been lost in absence of mind, suddenly recovers 
himself by the silence of the princess, and starts up). 
Charming ! inimitable ! Princess, sing 
That passage pray again. 

PRINCESS (looking at him with astonishment). 

Where, Carlos, were 

Your thoughts the while ? 

CARLOS (jumps up). 

By Heaven, you do remind me 
In proper time — I must away — and quickly. 

PRINCESS (holding him bade). 

"Whither away? 
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Into the open air. 

Nay, do not hold me, Princess, for I feel 
As tho' the world behind me were in flames. 

PRINCESS {holding him forcibly back). 

What troubles you? — ^Whence come these strange, these wild 
Unnatural looks? — Nay, answer me— 

[Carlos stops to reflect, she draws him to the sofa to her. 

Dear Carlos, 

You need ropose, your blood is feverish. 

Come sit by me : dispel these gloomy fancies. 

Ask yourself frankly, can your head explain 
The tumult of your heart — and if'it can — 

Say, can no knight be found in all the court. 

No lady, generous as fair, to cure you — 

Rather, 1 should have said, to understand you?— 

What, no one? 

CARLOS (hastily, without thinking). 

If the Princess Eboli — 

PECNCESS {delighted, quickly). 

Indeed ! 

lAIlLOS. 

Would write a letter for me, a few words 
Of kindly intercession, to my father — 

They say your influence is great. 

PRINCESS. 

Who says so ? 

Ha ! was it jealousy that held thee mute ! \Ande* 

CARLOS. 

Perchance my story is already public. 

1 had a sudden wish to visit Brabant, 

Merely to win my spurs — no more. The King, 

Kind soul, is feariul the fatigues of war 
Might spoil my singing! 

PRINCESS. 

Prince, you play me false. 
Confess that, by this serpent subterfuge. 

You would mislead me. Look me in the face. 

Deceitful one I and say, would he whose thoughts 
Were only bent on warlike deeds — ^would he 
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E'er stoop so low as, with deceitful hand, 

To steal lair ladies' ribbons, when they drop. 

And then — your pardon ! hoard them — with such care ? 
[With light action she opens his shirt frill, and seizes a 
ribbon which is there comealed. 

CABLOS (drawing back with amazement). 

Nay, Princess — that’s too much — I am betray’d. — 

You’re not to be deceived. — ^You are in league 
With spirits and with demons ! 

FBINGESS. 

Are you then 

Surprised at this? What will you wager, Carlos, 

But 1 recall some stories to your heart? 

Nay, try it with me ; ask wl^te’er you please. 

And if the triflings of thy sportive fancy — 

The sound half-uttered, by the air absorb’d — 

The smile of joy check’d by returning gloom 

If motions — ^looks from your own soul conceal’d, 

Have not escaped my notice — judge if I 

Can err, when thou wouldst have me understand thee ? 

CABLOS. 

Why this is boldly ventured : I accept 
The wager. Princess. Then you undertake 
To make discoveries in my secret heart, 

Unknown e’en to myself. 

FBINCESS (displeased, but earnestly). 

Unknown to tlieo ! 

Beflect a moment, Prince ! Nay, look around ; 

This boudoir’s not the chamber of the (juecn, 

Where small deceits are practised with full licence. 

You start, a sudden blush o’erspreads your face, 

Who is so bold, so idle, you would ask, 

As to watch Carlos, when he deems himself 
From scrutiny secure? Who was it, then. 

At the last pdace ball, observed you leave 
The Queen, your partner, standing in the dance, 

And join, with eager haste, the neighb’ring couple, 

To offer to the Princess Eboli 

The hand, your royal partner should have claim’d? 

An error. Prince, his Majesty himself, 

' Who just then entered the apartment, noticed. 
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CARLOS (witA. ironical cmil^. 

His Majesty ? And did he really so ? 

Of all men he should not have seen it ! 

PRINCESS. 

No; 

Nor yet that other scene, >vit%hi the chapel, 

Which doubtless Carlos hath long since forgotten. 

Prostrate before the holy Virgin’s image, 

You lay in prayer, when suddenly you heard — 

Twas not your fault — a rustling from behind 
Of ladies’ dresses. Then did Philip’s son, 

A youth of hero courage, tremble like 
A heretic before the Holy Office. 

On his pale lips died the lialf-utter’d prayer. 

In extacy of passion, Prince — the scene ^ 

AV^as tinly touching — for you seized the hand, 
jThe blessed Virgin’s cold and holy hand, 
lAnd shower’d your burning kisses on the marble. 

CARLOS. 

Princess, you wrong me : that was pure devotion ! 

PRINCESS. 

Indeed ! that’s quitt» another thing. Perhaps 
It was the fear of losing, then, at cards, 

When you were seated with the Queen and me. 

And you with dexterous skill purloined my glove, 

[Carlos UarU surprised. 
That prompted you to play it for a card ? 

CARLOS. 

What words are these ? O Hcav’n, what have I done ? 

PRINCESS. 

Nothing, I ho]ic, of which you need repent ! 

How pleasantly wrb I surprised to find 
Conceal'd within the glove a little note, 

Full of tli(» warmest, tenderest romance. 

CARLOS (interrupting her suddenly). 
j^Icre poetry !— no more. My fancy teems 
With idle bubbles oft, which break as soon 
Ab they arise — and this was one of them ; 

!So prithee let us talk of it no more. 
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PRINCESS (leaving him with {utonishment, and regarding him 
for some time at a distance). 

1 am exhausted — ^all attempts are vain 
To hold this youth. He still eludes my grasp. 

[Hemains silent a few moments. 
But stay ! Perchance 'tis m^'s unbounded pride, 

That thus to add a zest to my delight 
Assumes a mask of timid diffidence. 

Tis so. 

[She approaches the Prince again, and looks at him 
dotihtingly. 

Explain yourself. Prince, I entreat you. 

For here 1 stand before a magic casket, 

Which all my keys arc powerkss to unlock. 

CARLOS. 

As 1 before you stand. 

PRINCESS {leaves him suddenly, walks a few steps up and down 
in silence, apparently lost in deep thought. — After a pame. 
gravely and solemnly). 

Then thus at last — 

I must resolve to speak, and Carlos, you 
Shall be my judge. Yours is a noble nature, 

You are a Prince— a Knight — a man of honour. 

I throw myself upon your heart — ^protect me : 

Or if I’m lost beyond redemption’s power. 

Give me your tears in pity for my fate. 

[The PI^I^CE dtaws nearer. 
A daring favourite of the King demands 
My hand — his name Ruy Gomez, Count of Sil\a. 

The King consents — the bargain has been struck. 

And I am sold already to his creature. 

CARLOS (with evident emotion). 

Sold I you sold ! Another bargain, then, 

Concluded by this royal southern trader ! 

PRINCESS. 

No : but hear all — ’tis not enough that I 
Am sacrificed to cold state policy, 

A snare, is laid to entrap my innocence. 

Here is a letter will unmask the Saint ! 

[Carlos takes the paper, and without reading it listens 
with impatience to her recital. 
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Where shall I find protection, Prince? Till now 
My virtue was defended by my pride. 

At length 

OABLOS. 

At length you yielded. — Yielded ? No, 

For God’s sake say not so ! 

PBINGESB. 

Yielded ! — to whom j 
Poor piteous reasoning— W eak beyond contempt 
Your haughty minds, who hold a woman’s favour, 

And love’s pure joys, as wares to traffic for ! 

Xove is the only treasure on the face 
■Of this wide earth, that knows no purchaser 
Besides itself — love has no price but love. 

It is the costly gem, beyond all price, 

Which 1 must freely give away, or — bury ' 

For ever unonjoyed — like that proud merchant 
Whom not the wealth of all the rich Rialto 
Could tempt — a great rebuke to kings ! — to save 
From llie deep oefan waves his matchless pearl, 

Too proud to barter it beneath its worth ! 

CARLOS {aude). 

Now, by great Heaven, this woman’s beautiful. 

PRINCESS. 

Call it caprice or pride, I ne’er will make 
Division of my joys. To him, alone, 

I choose as mine, 1 give up all for ever. 

One only sacrifice 1 make ; but that 
Shall be eternal. /One true heart alone 
My love shall ren^r happy ; but that one 
I’ll elevate to God. The keen delight 
Of mingling souls — ^the kiss — the swimming joys 
Of that delicious hour when lovers meet. 

The magic power of heavenly beauty — ^all 
Are sister colours of a single ray — 

Leaves of one single blossom. Shall I tear 
One petal from this sweet, this lovely flower. 

With reckless hatnd, and mar its beauteous chalice? 
Shall I degrade the dignity of woman, 

The masterpiece of the Almighty’s hand, 

To charm the evening of a reveller? 
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CABLOS. 

Incredible I that in Madrid sliould dwell 
This matchless creature ! and unknown to me 
Until this day. 

PRINCESS. 

Long since had I forsaken 
This court — the world — and in some blest retreat 
Immured myself ; but one tie binds me still 
Too firmly to existence. Perhaps — alas ! 

Tis but a phantom — but ’tis dear to me. 

I love — but am not loved in turn — 

CARLOS {full of ardour^ going towards her). 

You are ! 

As true as God is throned in heaven ! I swear 
You are — ^you are unspeakably beloved — 

PRINCESS. 

You swear it. you ! — ^sure ’twas an angeVs voice. 

O, if you swear it, Carlos, I’ll believe it — 

Then I am truly loved ! 

CARLOS {embracing her with tenderness). 
Bewitching maid, 

Thou creature worthy of idolatry ! 

I stand before thee now all eye, all ear, 

All rapture and delight. What eye hath seen thee — 
Under yon heaven what eye could e’er hav^e seen thee, 
And boast ho never loved? What dost thou here 
In Philip’s royal court ! Thou beauteous angel ! 

Here amid monks and all ^eir priestly trd-in. 

This is no clime for such a lovely flower — 

They fain would rifle all thy sweets — full well 
I know their hearts. But it shall never be — 

Not whilst I draw life’s breath — I fold thee thus 
Within my arms, and in these hands 111 bear thee 
E’en through a hell replete with mocking fiends. 

Let me thy guardian angel prove. 

PRINCESS {with a countenance full of love), 

O, Carlos ! 

How little have I known thee ! and how richly 
With measureless reward thy heart repays 
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The weighty task of — comprehending thee ! 

[iSAa takei his hand and is about to kiss it, 

cahlos {drawing it back),* 

Princess ! What mean you ? 

FBINCESS {with tenderness and grace, looking at his hand 
attentivelg), 

O, this beauteous hand ! 

How lovely ’tis, and rich ! This hand has yet 
Two costly j)resent8 to bestow ! — crown — 

And Carlos’ heart : — and both these gifts perchance 
Upon one mortal ! — hotli on one — (1 great 
And godlike gift — almost too much for one ! 

How if you share the treasure. Prince ! A queen 
Knows nought of love— and she who truly loves 
Cares little for a crown ! Twere better, Prince, 

Then to divide the treasure — and at once — 

What says my Prince ? Have you done so already ? 

Have you in truth And do T know the blest one ? 

CAiiT os. 

Thou shalt, I will unfold myself to thee, 

To thy unspotted innocence, dear maid, 

Thy pure unblemishM nature. Tn this court 
Thou art the worthiest — fii’st — the only one 
To whom this soul has stood reveal'd. Then, yes ! 

I will not now conceal it — Yes, 1 love ! — 

PRINCESS. 

O cruel heart ! Does this avowal prove 
So painful to thee ? Must I iirst deserve 
Thy pity — ere 1 hope to win thy love ? 

CABLOS {starting). 

What say’st thou ? 

PRINCESS. 

So to trifle with me, Prince ! 

Indeed it was not well — and to deny 

CARLOS. 

The key ! the key ! Oh yes, ’tis so ! 

[After a dead silence, 

F 
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I see it all too plainly ! ^ Gracious Hcav'ii ! 

[His knees totter, he learn against a chair, and covers 
his face with his hands, A long silence on both 
sides. The Princess screams and falls, 

PRINCESS. 

Oh horrible ! What have 1 done ? 


CARLOS. 

Hurl’d down 

So far from nil my Ijeavenly joys ! ’Tis dreadful ! 

PRTNCi’.ss [hiding her face in the cushion), 
O God ! Wliat have I said ? 


CARLOS {kneeling before her), 

J am not guilty. 

My passion — an unfortunate mistfike — 

By heaven, I am not guilty 


PRINCESS [jnnhing him from her). 

C>ut of my sight, 

For Ifeav’n’s sake ! 


(^ARLOS. 

No, I nill not leave theo thus. 

Ill this dread anguish leave thee 

PRINCESS (pushing him forcibly away). 

O in pity — 

For mercy a sake, awaj — out of my sight ! 

Wouldst thou destroy me? How I hate ihy presence ! 

[Carlos going. 

Give, give me back the letter and the key. — 

Where is the other letter? 


What other? 


CARLOS. 

The other letter ? 


PRINCESS. 

That from the King, to me 

CARLOS (terrified). 

From whom? 

I PRINCESS. 

The one I just now gave you. 
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To you ! 


CARLOfl. 

From the King! 


PRINCESS. 

0 heavens, how di eudfully have I 
Involved myself! The letter. Sir! I must 
Have it again. 


To you I 


CARLOS. 

The letter from the King I 


PRINCESS. 

The letter ! give it, I implore 5 ^ou 
By all that’s sacred— give it — 


CARLOS. 

What, the letter 

That will unmask the saint ' — Js this tho letter? 


PRINtKSS. 

Now I*m undone ! Quick, give it me 

CARLOS. 

The letter 

PRINCESS {wringinfjf her hands in despair). 

What have I done ? — O dreadful, dire imprudence ! 

CARLOS. 

This letter comes then from the King ! Princess, 

That changes all indeed, and quickly too. 

This letter is beyond all value — priceless ! 

All Philip’s crowns are worthless and too poor 
To win it from my bonds. Ill keep this letter. 

PRINCESS (throwing herself prostrate before him as h- is going). 
Almighty Heaven ! then I am lost for ever ! [Eacit Carlos. 


Scene IX. 

The Princess alone, 

(She seems overcome with surprise and is confounded. After 
Carlos’ departm^e she hastens to call him hack.) 

PRINCESS. 

Prince, but one word ! Prince, hear me. He is gone. 
And tfaiSi too, 1 am doom’d to bear — his seom ! 

F 3 
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And I am left in lonely wretchedness, 

Rejected and despised ! 

[Siiiks down upon a chair. — After a pause. 
And yet not so — 

I’m but displaced — supplanted by some wanton. 

He loves ! of that, no longer doubt is left : 

He has himself confess'd it — but my rival — 

Who can she be ? Happy, thrice happy one ! 

This much stands clear — ho loves, where he should not ! 

He dreads discovery —and from the King 
Ho hides his guilty passion ! Why from him 
Who would so gladly hall it ? Or,' is it not 
The father that he dreads so in the parent ? — 

When the lung's wanton purpose was disclosed 
His features glow'd with triumph— boundless joy 
Flash'd in his eyes — his rigid virtue fled — 

Why was it mute in such a cause as this ? 

Why should he triumph ? What hatli ho to gain 

If Philip to his queen 

[iSAc stopH suddenly y as if struck hy a thought, then 
drawing the ribbon hastily from her bosom which 
she had taken from Caiilos, she seems to recognise 
it. 

Fool that I am !— 

At length *tis plain. Where have my senses been? 

My eyes are opened now. They loved each^oU^ 

Long before Philip -wooed Ker, and'the Piince 
"N'C’eif'Baw me but with her I She, she alone 
Was in his thoughts when 1 believed myself 
The object of his true and boundless love. 

O matchless error ! — and have I betray’d 

My weakness to her? [Pauses. 

Should his love prove hopeless ? 
Who can believe it ? Would a hopeless love 
Persist in such a struggle ? Call’d to revel 
In joys for which a monarch sighs in vain ! 

A.hopele8S love makes no such sacrifice. 

What fire was in his kiss ! How tenderly 
He press’d my bosom to his beating heart ! 

Well nigh the trial had proved dangerous 
To his romantic, unrequited passion I 
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With joy he seized the key he fondly thought 
The Queen had 8ent:->in this gigantic stride 
Of love he puts full credence — and he comes — 

In very truth comes here — and so imputes 
To Philip 6 wife, a deed so madly rash. 

And would he so, had love not made him bold ? 

’I’is clear as day — his suit is heard — she loves ! 

By Heaven, this saintly creature bums with passion. 

How subtle too she is ! With fear 1 trembled 
Before this lofty paragon of virtue ! 

She tower'd beside me, an exalted being, 

And in her beams 1 felt myself eclipsed ; 

1 envied her the lovely, cloudless calm, 

That kept her soul from earthly tumults free. 

And was this soft serenity but show ? 

Would she at both feasts revel, holding up" 

Her virtue’s godlike splendour to our gaze, 

And riot in the secret joys of vice ? 

And shall the false dissembler cozen thus, 

And win a safe immunity from this 

That no avenger comes ? By heaven she shall not ! 

I once adored, her, — th^ demands revenge : — 

Tho King shall know her treachery — the King ! 

\AJtGr a pau8€, 

’Tis tho sure way to win the Monarch’s ear I [Exit, 

Scene X. 

A Chamber in the Royal Palace, 

Duke of Alva, Father Domingo. 

DOMINGO. 

Something to tell me ? 

ALVA. 

Ay ! a thing of moment. 

Of which I’ve made discovery to-day. 

And I would have youT judgment on it. 

DOMINGO. 

How ! 

Discovery ! To what do you allude ? 

ALYA. 

Prince Carlos and myself this morning met 
In tihe Queen’s antechamber. 1 received 
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An insult from him — were both in heat — 

The strife grew loud — and wo liad drawn our swords. 
Alarm'd, from her apartment rush'd the Queen. 

She stepped between us, — with commanding eye 
Of conscious power, she looked upon the Prince. 

*Twas but a single glance, — ^but his arm dropp’d. 

He fell upon my bosom — gave me then 
A warm embrace, and vanish'd. 

DOMINGO {after a pause). 

This seems strange ! 

It brings a something to ruy miiul, my TiOrd ! 

And thoughts like these I own have often sprung 
Within my breast ; but I avoid such fancies — 

To no one have 1 e'ej* confided them. 

There are such things as double-edged swords 
And untrue friends : — 1 fear them both. 'Tis hard 
To judge among mankind, but still more hard 
To know them thoroughly. Words slipt at random 
Arc confidants oft’ended— therefore I 
Buried my secret in ray breast, till time 
Should drag it forth to liglit. Tis dangerous 
To render certain services to kings. 

They are Uu* holts, which, if they miss the mark, 
Kecoil upon the arclier ! 1 i ould swear 

Upon the Sacrament to what I saw. 

Yet one eye-witness— one word overlicard — 

A scrap of paper — would weigh heavier fu’* 

Than my mo*st strong coiniction ! Cursed fate 
That we are here in Spain ! 

ALVA. 

And why in Spain ? 

DOMINGO. 

There is a chance in every Court but this, 

For passion to forget itself, and fall. 

Here it is warn'd by cver-wakeful laws. 

Our Spanish Queens would find it bard to siu — 

And only there do they meet obstacles, 

Where best 'twould serve our purpose te surprise them. 
^MALVA. 

But listen farther : Carl^ had to-day 
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An audience of tlie King ; the interview 
Lasted an hour, and earnestly he sought 
The Government of Flanders for himself. 

Loudly he begg'd, and fervently. I heard him 

In the adjoining cabinet. His eyes 

Were red with tears when T encountered him. 

At noon he wore a look of lofty triumph, 

And vow’d his joy at the King’s choice of me. 

He thank'd the King. “Matters are changed,” he said, 
“ And things go better now.” He’s no dissembler : 

How shall I reconcile such contradictions ? 

The Prince exults to see himself rejected. 

And I receive a favour from the l^ng 
With marks of anger I— What must I believe ? 

In truth, this new-boru dignity doth sound 
Much more like banishment, than royal favour ! 

DOMINGO. 

And is it come to this at last ? to this ? 

And lias one moment crumbled into dust 
Wlial cost us years to build ? And you so calm, 

8o pci-fcotly at ea«'e ! Know 3’^ou this youth ? 

llo yon foresee the fate we may expect 
Should he attain to ]u)wcr? Q’he Prince! No foe 
Am I of his Far other cares than these 
Gnaw at my rest — cares for the throne — for God, 

And for His hoi}’' Church 1 — ^Thc royal Prince — 

(I know him, 1 can penetrate his soul,) 

Has formed a horrible design, Toledo ! 

The wild design — to make himself the Regent, 

And set aside our pure and sacred faith. 

His bosom glows with some new-fangled virtue. 

Which, proud and solf-suflBciciit, scorns to rest 
For strength 011 any creed. He dares to thinh! 

His brain is all on fire, with wild chimeras — 

He reverences the people I And is this 
A man to be our King ? 

ALVA. 

Fantastic dreams ! 

No more. A boy’s ambition, too, perchance 
To play some lofty part ! What can he less ? 

These thoughts will vanish when he’s call’d to rule. 
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DOMINGO. 

I doubt it ! Of his freedom he is proud. 

And scorns those strict restraints, all men must bear 
Who hope to govern others. Would he suit 
Our throne ? His bold gigantic mind 
Would burst the barriers of our policy. 

In vain 1 sought to enervate his soul 
In the loose joys of this voluptuous age, 

He stood the trial. Fearful is the spirit 
That rules this youth ; and Philip soon will see 
His sixtieth year. 

ALVA. 

Your vision stretches far ’ 

DOMINGO. 

He and the Queen are both alike in this. 

Already works, conceal’d in either breast, 

The poisonous wish for change and innovation. 

Give it but way, ’twill quickly reach the throne. 

I know this Valois ! We ma}’' tremble for 
The secret vengeance of this quiet foe, 

If Philip’s weakness hearken to her voice ! 

Fortune so far hath smiled upon us. Now 
We must anticipate the foe — and both 
Shall fall together in one fatal snare. 

Let but a hint of such a thing be dropp’d 
Before the King, proved or unproved, it recks not ; 
Our point is gain’d if he but waver. We 
Ourselves have not a doubt; and once convinced, 

’Tis easy jto convince anothjsr’s mind. 

Be sure we shall discover more, if we 

Start with the faith that more remains conceal’d. 

ALVA. 

But soft ! A vital question ! Who is he 
Will undertake the task to tell the King? 

DOMINGO. 

Nor you, nor I ! Now shall you learn, what long 
My busy spirit, full of its design, 

Has been at work with, to achieve its ends. 

^Still is there wanting to complete our league, 

A third important personage. The King 
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IjOVCs tlie young Princess Eboli->aad I 
booster this passion, for my own designs. 

1 am his go-between. She shall be scliooVd 
Into our plot. If my plan fail me not, 

In this young lady, shall a close ally — 

A very Queen, bloom for us. She herself 
Asked me, but now, to meet her in this chamber. 

I’m full of hope. And in one little night 
A Spanish maid may blast this Valois’ lily. 

ALVA. 

What do you say ! Can I have heard aright ? 

By Heaven ! I’m all amazement. Compass this, 

And I’ll bow down to tiice, Dominican! 

The day’s our own. 

DOMINGO. 

Soft ! Some one comes : 'tis she — 

Tis she herself! 


ALVA. 

I’m in the adjoining room 

If you should 

DOMINGO. 

Be it so : 111 call you in. [Exit Alva. 


Scene XI. 

Princess, Domingo. 

DOMINGO. 

At your command, Princess. 

PRINCESS. 

We are perhaps 

Not quite alone? [Looking inquisitively ajtef the Duke. 

You have, as I observe, 

A witness still by you. 

imMlNGO. 

Hbw? 

princess. 

Who was he 

That left your side but now ? 

DOMINGO. 

It was Duke Alva, 

Most gracious Princess, he requests you will 
Admit him to an audience after me. 
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PRINCESS. 

Duke Alva ! ' What can he want with me? 

You can, perhaps, iribrm me? 

DOMINGO. 

I ? — ^and that 

Before I learn to what important chance 
I owe the favour, lonp denied, to stand 
Before the Princess Eboli once more ? 

[Fames awaiting her answer. 
lias any circumstance occurr’d at last 
To favour the King’s wishes ? Have my hopes 
Been not in vain, that more deliberate thought 
Would reconcile you to an offer, which 
Caprice alone and waywardness could spurn ? 

I seek your presence full of expectation 

PRINCESS 

Was my last answer to the King convey’d ? 

DOMINGO. 

I have delay’d to inflict tliis mortal wound. 

There still is time, it rests with you, 

Princess, to mitigjite its rigour. 

PRINCESS. 

Tell the King 

That I expect him. 

DOMINGO. 

May I, lovely Princess, 

Indeed accept this as your true reply ? 

rniNCEss. 

I do not jest. — By Heaven, jou make me tremble ! 

What have I done to make e’en you grow pale ? 

DOMINGO. 

Nay, Lady, this surprise — so sudden — I 
Can scarcely comprehend it. 

PRINCESS. 

Reverend Sir! 

You shall not comprehend it. — Not for all 
The woild would I you comprehended it. 

Enough for you it is so — spare yourself 
The trouble to investigate in thought, 
i Whose eloquence hath wrought this wondrous change. 

But for your comfort let me add, you have 
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No hand in this misdeed, — ^nor has the Church. 
Although you’ve proved, that cases might arise 
Wherein the Church, to gain some noble end, 

Might use the persons of her youthful daughters ! 

Such reasonings move not me : such motives, pure, 
night reverend Sir, are far too high for me. 

DOMINGO. 

When they become superfluous, your Groce, 

I willingly*' retract them. 

PRINCESS. 

Seek the King. 

And ask him as from me, that he will not 
Mistake me in tliis business. What I have been, 
That am I still. ’Tis but the course of things ^ 

Tlub changed. When 1 in anger spum’d hi‘>.suit. 

I deem’d him truly happy in possessing 
Karth's fairest O’leen. — I thought his faithful wife 
l)(‘ber\ccl my sacnfioe — 1 thought so then, 
lUit nov» I’m unde<‘eivcd. 

DOMINGO. 

Princess, go on ! 

J hear it all — ^wo understand each other. 

PRINCESS. 

EnouL*!!. She is found out. I viH mt R]>aro her. 

The hypocrite’s unmask’d ! She has deceived 
The King, all Spain, and mo. She loves, I know 
She loves ! I can bring proofs, will make you tremble. 
The King has been deceived — but he shall not, 

Tly 11c i veil, go nnrevenged ! The saintly mask 
Of pure and superhuman self-denial 
ril tear from her deceitful brow, that all 
May see the forehead of the shameless sinner. 

Twill co'-t me dear, but here luy triumph In s, 

Thai it will coat her infinitely more. 

DOMINGO. 

Now all is ripe, let me call in the Duke. [Goes 

PRINCESS [astonished). 

What means all this ? 
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Scene XIT. 

The Pbingess, Duke Alva, Domingo. 

DOMINGO (leading the duke in). 

Our tidings, good my Lord, 
Come somewhat late. The Princess Eboli 
Eeveals to us a secret, we had meant 
Ourselves to impart to her. 

ALVA. 

My visit, then. 

Will not so much surprise her, but I never 
Trust my own eyes in these discoveries. 

They need a woman *s more discerning glance. 

FB1NGE8S. 

Discoveries ! How mean you ? 

DOMINGO. 

Would we knew 

What place and fitter season you 

FBINGESB. 

Just so ! 

To-morrow noon, 1 will expect you both. 

Eeasons 1 have, why this clandestine guilt 
Should from the King no longer be conceal’d. 

ALVA. 

’Tis this that brings us here. The King must know it. 
And he should hear the news from you, Princess, 

From you alone : — for to what tongue would he 
Afford such ready credence, as to yours, 

Friend and companion ever of his spouse ? 

DOMINGO. 

As yours, who more than any one, at will 
Can o’er him exercise supieme command. 

ALVA. 

1 am the Prince’s open enemy 

DOMINGO 

And that is what the world believes of me. 

The Princess Eboli 's above suspicion 
We are compell’d to silence, but your duty. 

The duty of your office, calls on you 

To speak. The King shall not escape our hands. 

Let your hints rouse him, we’ll complete the work 
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ADVA. 

It must be done at once, vritbout delay ; 

Each moment now is precious. In an hour 
The order may arrive for my departure. 

DOMINGO {after a short pause, turns to the princess) 
Cannot some letters be discover’d? Truly, 

An intercepted letter from the Prince 
Would work with rare effect. Ay ! let me see- 
ls it not so? You sleep, Princess, I think. 

In the same chamber with her Majesty? 

PRINCESS. 

The next to hers. But of what use is that ? 

DOMIN&O. 

Oh for some skill in locks ! Have you observed 
Where she is wont to keep her casket key,? 

PRINCESS (m thought). 

Yes! that might lead to something — yes, I think 
The key is to be found. 

DOMINGO. 

Letters, you Imow, 

Need messengers. Her retinue is large — 

Who do you think could put us on the scent? 

Gold can do much. 

ALVA. 

Can no one tell us whether 
The Prince has any trusty confidant ? 

DOMINGO, 

Not one ; in all Madrid not one. 

ALVA. 

That’s strange f 

DOMINGO. 

Bely on me in this. He holds in scorn 
The universal court. I have my proofs. 

ALVA. 

Stay ! It occurs to me — b & I was leaving 
The Queen’s apartment, I beheld the Prince 
In private conference with a page of hers. 

PBINGEBS {suddenly interrupting). 

Oh, no ! that must l^ve been of something else. 
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DOMTNOO. 

Could we not ascertain the fact ? It seems 
Suspicious. \To the Duke. 

Did you know the i)age, my Lord ? 

PUINCESS. 

Some trifle — what else could it be ? Enough — 

1 m sure of tliat. So we shall moet again 
Before I see the King ; and by that time 
We may discover much. 

DOMINGO (leading her aside). 

What of the King? 

Say may he hope ? May I assure him so ? 

And the entrancing hour which shall fulfil 
His fond desires, what shall I say of that? 

PRINCESS. 

In a few days I will feign sickiies.«, and 
Shall be excused from waiting on the (^ueen. 

Such is, you know, the custom of the Coui't, 

And I may then remain in my apartment. 

DOMINGO. 

Tis well devised ! Now the great game is won, 

And w'e may bid defiance to all Queens ! 

PRINCESS. 

Hark, 1 am called. I must attend the Queen, 

So faro you well. [E.n7. 

Scene XIII. 

Alva and Domingo. 

DOMINGO (after a pause, during which he has watched 
the princess). 

My Lord ! these roses, and 

Your battles — 

ALTA. 

And your God — why even so ! 

Thus well await the lightning that shall scathe us! 

[Exeunt, 

Scene XIV. 

A Carthusian Convent, 

Don Carlos and the Prior. 

4 CARLOS [to the prior, as he comes iti). 

Been here already? — 1 am sorry for it. 
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FRIOB. 

Yes, thrice since morning. 'Tis about an hour 
Since he ^ent hence. 

CARLOS. 

But he will sure return 
Has he not left some message ? 

PRIOR. 

Yes ; he promised 

To come again at noon. 

CARLOS (ffoing to a window^ and looking round the country)* 

Your convent lies 
Far from the public road. Yonder are seen 
The turrets of Madrid — -just so — and there 
The Mansanares flows. The scenery is 
Exactly to my wish, and all around 
Is calm and still as secrecy itself. 

PRIOR. 

Or as tlie entrance to another world ! 

CARLOS. 

Most worthy Sir, to your iidclity 
And honour, have I now entrusted all 
1 hold most dear and sacred in the world. 

No mortal man must know, or e’en suspect, 

With whom 1 here hold secret assignation. 

Most weighty reasons prompt me to deny. 

To all the world, the friend whom 1 expect, 

Therefore 1 choose this convent. — Are we safe 
From traitors and surprise ? You recollect 
What you have sworn. 

PRIOR. 

Good Sir, rely on us. 

A King’s suspicion cannot pierce the grave, 

And curious ears haunt only those resorts 

Where wealth and passions dwell — but from these walls 

The world’s for ever banish’d. 

CARLOS. 

You may tliink, 

Perhaps, beneath this seeming fear and caution 
There lies a guilty conscience ? 

PRIOR. 


I think nothing. 



DON CABLOS. 


[aot n. 


»0 


CARLOS. 

If you imagine this, most holy father, 

You err — indeed you err. My secret shuns 
The sight of man — but not the eye of God. 

PRIOR. 

Such things concern us little. This retreat 
To guilt, and innocence alike, is open. 

And -whether thy designs bo good or ill. 

Thy purpose criminal or virtuous, — that 
We leave to thee to settle with thy heart. 

CARLOS {mth uarmtk). 

Our purpose never can disgrace your God. 

’Tis his own noblest work. To you, indeed, 

I may reveal it. 

PRIOR. 

To what end, I pray? 

Forego, dear Prince, this needless explanation. 

The world and all its troubles have been long 
Shut from my thoughts — in preparation for 
My last long journey. Why recall them to me, 

For the brief space that must precede my death ? 

Tis little for salvation that we need — 

But the bell rings, and summons me to prayer. 

[Ejuit Prior. 

Scene XV. 

Don Carlos ; ifAe Marquis Posa enters. 


CARLOS. 

At length once more, — at length 

harquis. 

O, what a trial 

For the impatience of a friend ! The sun 
Has risen twice — twice set — since Carlos’s fate 
Has been resolved, and am I only now 
To learn it : speak, — ^you’re reconciled ! 

CARLOS. 

With whom? 


HARQUIS. 

The King ! And Flanders, too, — ^its fate is settled 1 



BC. XV.] 


DON CABLOB. 


81 


GABL08. 

The Duke sets out to-morrow. That is fixed— 

IfABQUIS. 

Tliat cannot be — it is not surely so. 

Can all Madrid be so deceived ? ’Tis said 
You had a private audience, and the King 

OABLOS. 

Remain'd inflexible, and we are now 
Divided more than ever. 

HABQUIB. 

Do you go 


To Flanders ! 


CARLOS. 

IMo! 


MARQUIS. 

Alas ! my blighted hopes ! 

CARLOS. 

Of this hereafter. Oh, Ilodorigo ! since 
We parted last, what have I not endured? 

But first thy couns 3l ! 1 must speak with her ! 

MARQUIS. 

Your mother ? No ! But wherefore ? 

CARLOS. 

I have hopes — 

But you turn pale ! Be calm — I should bo happy. 

And 1 shall be so : but of this anon — 

Advise me now, how I may speak with her. 

MARQUIS. 

What mean you? What new feverish dream is this ? 

CARLOS. 

By the great God of wonders 'tis no dream ! 

’Tis truth, reality 

[2Wkinff out the king’s letter to the Pbincksb CnoLi. 
Contain’d in this 

Important paper — Yes, the Queen is free, — 

Free before men and in the eyes of Heaven ; 

There read, and cease to wonder at my words. 

(marquis {ppeniufj the letter). 

What do 1 here behold ? The King's own hand ! 

{After he has read it. 


To whom address’d ? 


G 
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CARLOS. 

To Princess Eboli. 

Two days apjo, a papjc wlio serves tlic Queen, 

Brought me, from unknown hiuids, a key and letter, 
Which said that in tlie left wing of the palace, 

Where the Queen lodges, lay a cabinet, — 

That there a lady whom I long had loved 
Awaited me. I straight obey’d the summons. 

MARQCIS. 

Fool ! madman ! you obey’d it 

CAELOS. 

Not that I 

The writing knew ; hut there only one 
Such woman, who could think herself ado nnl 
By Carlos. Willi delight intoxicate 
1 has ton ’(I to the spot. A heavenly st»ng, 
lie-echoing from the innermost apartment. 

Served me for guide. I reached the cabinet — 

I entered and beheld— conceive my wonder ! — 

MARQUIS. 

1 guess it all 

CARLOS. 

I had been lost for ever. 

But that 1 fell into an angel's hands! 

She, hapless chance, by my imprudent look®? 

Deceived, had yielded to the sweet delusion 
And deem’d herself the idol of my soul. 

Moved by the silent anguish of my breast, 

With thought1e§^ generosity, her heart 
Nobly determined to return my love ; 

Deeming respectful fear had caused my silence, 

She dared to speak, and all her lovely soul 
Laid bare before mo. 

MARQUIS. 

And with calm composure, 

You tell this tale ! The Princess Eboli 

Saw through your heoi't ; and doubtless she has pierced 

The inmost secret of your hidden love. 

You’ve wrong’d her deeply, and she rules the King. 
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CAKLOS {confidently). 

But she is virtuous ! 

IIABQUIS. 

She may be so 

From Love's mere selfishness. But much I fear 
Such virtue — ^>vcll I know it : know bow little 
It hath the power to soar to that ideaU 
Which, first conceived in sweet and stately grace, 
From the pure soul's maternal soil, puts forth 
I Spontaneous shoots, nor asks the gard'ner's aid 
To nurse its lavish blossoms into life. 

Tis but a foreign plant, with labour rear’d, 

And warmth that poorly imitates the south, 

In a cold soil and an unfriendly clime. 

Call it what name you will — or education, 

Dr piinciple, or artificial virtue ' 

Won from tlie heat of youth by art juid cunning, 

In (‘onflicts manifold — all noted down 

With horu])ulous reckoning to that Heaven’s account. 

Which is its aim, and will requite its pains. 

Ask your o^^n heart ! Can she forgive the Queen 
That you should scorn her dearly -purchased virtue. 

To i)iue in ho])eless lo^s e for Philip’s wife. 

CABLOS. 

Know’st Hjou the Princess, then, so well ? 

MARQUIS. 

Not I— 

I’ve scarcely seen her twice. And yet thus much 
I may rciiiark. To me she still api)cars 
To shun alone the nakedness of vice. 

Too weakly proud of her imagined virtue! 

And then I mark the Queen ! How different, Carlos, 
Is everything that I behold in her ! 

In native dignity, serene and calm, 

Wearing a careless cheerfulness — unschool’d 
In all the train’d restraints of conduct, fur 
Ptcmovcd from boldness and timidity, 

With firm heroic step, she walks along 
The narrow middle path of rectitude, 

Unconscious of the worship she compels, 

W’here she of self-approval never dream’d. 

o 2 
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• Sny, <lo^s my Carlos in this mirror ti-acc 
The features of his Eboli ? The rriiicess 
Was con.stimt while she loved ; love was the pricey 
The understood condition of her virtue. 

You fiiil’d to pay that price — ’twill therefore fall. 

CARLOS n ui^ith). 

No, no ! [Hastily pacintj the Apartment. 

I tell thee, no ! And lloderigo, 

111 it becomes thee, thus to rob thy Carlos 
Of his high trust in human excellence, 

His chief, his dearest joy ! 

MARQUIS. 

Deserve I this? 

Friend of my soul, this would 1 never do — 

By Heaven I would not ! O this Eboli ! 

She w’ere an angel to me, and before 
Her glory would I bend me prostrate down, 

In reverence deej) as thine, if she were not 
The mistress of thy secret. 

CARLOS. 

See how vain, 

How idle are thy fears ! What proofs has she 
That will not stamp her maiden brow with shame < 

Sa}’^ will she purchase with her own dishonour 
The wretched satisfaction of revenge ? 

^FARQUIS. 

Ay ! to recall a blush, full many a one 
Has doom’d herself to infamy. 

CAiii.os {tviih increased vehemence). 

Nay, that 

Is far too harsh — and cruel ! She is proud 
And noble ; well I Imow her, ai^ fear nothing. 

Vain are your efforts to alarm my hopes. 

1 must S 2 )eak to my mother. 

MARQUIS. 

Now? for what? 

CARLOS. 

Because I've nothing more to care for now, 

And I must know my fate. Only contrive 
That I may speak with her. 
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MARQUIS. 

And wilt thou show 

This letter to her? 

CARLOS. 

. Question me no more, 

But quickly find the means that 1 may see her. 

MARQUIS {ngnijicnntly). 

Didst thou not tell me that thou lov’st thy mother ? 

And wouldst thou really show this letter to her ? 

[Carlos fixe» hU eyes on the ground^ and remains silent. 
I read a something, Carlos, iii thy looks 
Unknown to me before. Thou tum’st thine eyes 
Away from me. — Then is it true, and have I 
Judged thee aright? Here, let me see that paper. 

[Carlos git^es him the letter, and the Marquis tears it. 

CARLOS. 

Wliat ! art thou mad ? [Moderating his warmth. 

In truth — I must confess it, — 
That letter wa« of deepest moment to me. 

marquis. 

So it appear'd : on that account 1 tore it. 

[The Marquis casts ajmietrating look on the Prince, 7 vho 
surveys him with doubt and surprise. — A long silence. 
Now speak to me with candour, Carlos. What 
Have desecrations of the royal bed 
To do with thee — thy love V Dost thou fear Philip? 

How are a husband’s violated duties 
Allied with thee and thy audacious hopes ? 

Has he sinn'd there, where thou hast placed thy love ? 

Now then, in truth, I leafn to comprehend thee — 

How ill till now I’ve understood thy love ! 

CARLOS. 

W'hat dost thou think. Roderigo? 

’ MARQUIS. 

Ob, I feel 

From what it is that I must wean myself. 

Once it was otherwise ! — ^Yes, once thy soul 
1 Was bounteous, rich, and warm, and there was room 
( For a whole world in* thy expanded heart. 

’ Those feelings are extinct — all swallow’d up 
t In one poor petty, selfish passion. Now 
’ Thy heart is wither’d, dead ! No tears hast thou 
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For the unhappy fate of wretched Flanders — 

No, not another tear. O, Carlos ! soe 
How poor, how beggarly, thou hast become, 

Sinbe all thy love has centered in thyself ! 

Varlos {Jlings himself into a chair. — After a panse^ with 
scarcely sujfpressed tears,) 

Too well I know thou lov &t me now no more ! 

UARQUIS. 

Not so, my Carlos. Well I understand 
This heiy passion ; 'tis the misdirection 
Of feelings pure and noble in tlieinseh (*s. 

The Queen belong’d to thee : the King, lliy father. 
Despoil’d thee of her — yet till now thou ha^t 
Been modestly distrustful of thy claims. 

Philip, perhaps, was wt>rthy of her ! Thou 
Scarce dared to bicatlu* his sentence hi si uhi'>]>er: 

This letter has resolved thy doubts, and j sieved 
Thou art the worthier man. With haughty joy 
Thou saw st before tbee rise the doom that v\rtits 
On tyranny convicted of a theft. 

But thou wert proud to be the irijurctl one . 

Wrongs undcserv’d great souls can calmly sufb r. 

Yet here thy fancy played thee false : thy jiridt- 
Was touch’d uith satisfaction, and thy heart 
Allow’d itself to hope : I plainly saw 
This time, at least, thou didst not know thyself. 

CARLOS {with emotion). 

Thou’rt wrong, Boderigo ; for iny thoughts w 're far 
liC&s noble than thy goodness would pei^uaiSb mo. 

AIARQUIS. 

And am 1 then e’en here so little known ? 

S(‘c, Carlos, whun thou errest, ’tis my 
Amid a hundred virtues, still to find 
That one to which I may impute thy fall. 

Now, then, wc underatand ejich other better, 

And thou shalt have an audience of the (>>ueen. 

CARLOS (fall iny on his nerh). 

O, how J blush beside thee ! 

MARQUIS. 

Take my word. 

And leave the rest to me. A wild, bold thought, 

A happy thought is dawning in my mind ; 
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And thou shalt hear it from a fidrer mouth, 

1 hasten to the Queen. - Perhaps to-morrow 
Thy wish may be achieved. Till then, my Carlos, 
Forget not this — ** That a design conceived 
Of lofty reason, which involves the fate, 

The sufQrrings of mankind, tho’ it be baffled 
Ten thousand times, should never be abandoned.*’ 
Dost hear ? — Bemember Flanders. 

CAllLOS. 


Yes ! all, all 

That thou and virtue bid me not forget. 

MABQUis {going to a window). 

Tlic* time is up — I hear thy suite approaching. 

[They embrace. 

Crown Prince again, and vassal. 

CABLOS. , 

Dost thou go 

Straight to Madrid 


MAIlQUiS. 
Yi's, straight. 
CAULOS. 


Hold ! one word more. 
How nearly it t scaj^cd me ! Yet ’twas nows 
Of deep important^ . “ Every letter now 

Sent to Brabant is opened by the King ! ’ 

So be upon thy g\iard. The royal post 
Has secret orders. 


MAIlQUl.s. 

How have you learnt this ? 

’ CARI.OS. 

Don Eayraond Tjlxis i® niy trusty friend. 

MAUQCTTs {after a pause). 

Well ! — then they may bo sent tlirough Germany. 

[Exeunt on different sides. 


ACT 111. 

Scene I. 

The King's Bedchamber. 

On the toilet two burning lights. In the back-ground several 
Pages asleep resting on their knees. The King, m half 
undress, stands before the table, with one arm beM over 
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the chair t in a reflecting posture. Before him is a medallion 
and papers. 

KINO. 

Of a warni fancy she has ever been ! 

Who can deny it ? I could neyer love her. 

Yet has she never seem'd to miss my love. 

And so 'tis plain — she's false ! 

[Makes a movement which brings him to himself. — Tfe 
looks round with surprise.^ Where Iiave 1 been ? 

Is no one watching here, then, save the King ? 

The light's burnt out. and yet it is not day. 

I must forego my slumbers for to-night. 

Take it, kind nature, for enjoy’d ! No time 
Have monarchs to retrieve the nights they lose. 

I’m now awake, and day it shall be. ^ 

\He puts out the candles^ and draws aside the window- 
curtain. He observes the sleeping Pages — remains for 
some time standing before them — then rings a bell. 

All 

Asleep within the antechamber too ? 


Scene II. 


The Kino, Count Lerma. 

LERMA {surprised at seeing the king). 

Does not your Majesty feel well ? 

KING. 

The left 

Pavilion of the palace was in flames : 

Did you not hear the alarum? 

LEBMA. 

No, my Liege. 

KING. 

No ! What ? And did I only dream it then ? 

'Twas surely real ! Does not the Queen sleep there ? 


Yes, your Majesty. 


LEBMA. 

KING. 


This dream affrights me I 
In future let the guards be doubled there 
As soon as it grows dark. Dost hear ? And yet 

Let it be done in secret. — I would not 

Why do you gaze on me? 



8c. n.l 


DON CARLOS. 


B9 


LER^. 

Your blood-shot eyes 

1 mark, that beg repose. Dare I remind ' 

My Liege of an inestimable life. 

And of your sultjects, who with pale dismay, 

Would in such features read of restless nights ? 

But two brief hours of morning sleep would 

EiNG {^ith trovhled look). 

Sleep ! 

Shall I find sleep within the Escurial : — 

Let the King sleep, and he may lose his crown. 

The husband, his wife’s heart. But no ! not so — 

This is but slander. Was it not a woman 
Whisper’d the crime to me ? Woman, thy name 
Is calumny! — The deed 111 hold unprov’d. 

Until a man confirms the fatal truth ! 

[ To the Pages, who in the meanwhile have awaked. 
Summon Duke Alva I [Pages go. 

Count ! como nearer to me. 

[Fixes a searching look on the Coum. 
Ts all this true O ! for Omniscience now, 

Tho’ but so long as a man’s pulse might beat ! 

Is it true ? Upon your oatli ! Am I deceived ? 

LERMA. 

My great, my best of Kings ! 

KING [drawing back). 

King ! Nought but King ! 
And King again ! No better answer than 
Mere hollow echo 1 When I strike this rock, 

For water, to assuage my burning thirst. 

It gives me molten gold. 

LERMA. 

What true, my Liege ? 

KINO. 

0 ! nothing — nothing ! Leave me ! Get thee gone ! 

[The Count going, the King calls him hack again. 
Say, are you married? and are you a father? 

LERMA. 

1 am, your Majesty. 

KING. 

What! married — ^yet 
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You dare to watch a night here with your King ! 

Your hair is grey, and yet you do not blush 
To think your wife is honest Get thee home. 

You 11 lind her lock'd, this moment, in your son's 
Incestuous embrace. Believe your Kiug. 

Now go — you stand amazed — ^you stare at me 
With searching eye, because of my grey hairs ! 

TTnhap])y man, reflect. Queens never taint 
Their virtue thus : — doubt it, tmd you shall die ! 

LEEMA {with warmth). 

Who daro do so ? Tn all n^y Monarch's realms 
AVho has the daring hardihood to breathe 
Suspicion on her angel purity ? 

To slander thus, the best of Queens — 

KING. 

The best! 

The best, from you too ! She has ardent friends, 

I find, around. It must have cost her much — 

More than mothinks she could afford to give. 

You are dismiss’d — Now send the Duke to m(‘. 

LERMA. 

I hear him in the antechamber. [Going. 

KiNtj {with a milder tone). 

Count 

What you observed is veiy true. — My head 
Bums with the fever of this sleepless night 
What I have utter’d in this waking dream, 

Mark you ! — forget ! I am your gracious King ! 

[Presents his hand to kiss. Exit Lkuma, opening the 
door at the same time to Duke Alva. 

Scene III. 

The King and Duke Alva. 

ALVA {approaching the king with an air of dovbt). 

This unexpected order, at so strange 
An hour ! [Starts on looking closer at the King. 

And then those looks ! 

SING {has seated himself ^ and taken hold of the medallion 
on the table — Looks at the duke for some time in silence). 
, And is it true 
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I have no faithful servant ! 

ALVA. 

How? 

KINO. 

A blow 

Aim'd at my life in its most vital part ! 

Full well ’twas known, yet no one warn’d me of it. 

ALVA {toith a look of astorUshTnetit), 

A blow aim’d at your Majesty ! and yet 
Escape your Alva’s eye ^ 

KING {shouing him letters). 

Know you this writing ? 

ALVA. 

It is the Prince’s hand. 

KING (a pauee — itatchrs the duke doscly). 

Do you suspect , 

Then nothing — Often have you caution’d me 
’Gainst his ambition — Was there nothing more 
Than liis ambition should have made me tremble ? 

ALVA 

Ambition is a word of largest import, 

And much it may comprise. 

KING. 

And liad you nought 
Of fjiecial purport to disclose^ 

ALVA {after a pame^ mystenoush/). 

Your Majesty 

Hath given the kingdom’s welfare to my charge : — 
On this my inmost, secret thoughts are bent, 

And my best vigilance. Beyond this charge 
What I may think, suspect, or know, belongs 
To me alone. These ore the sacred treasures 
Which not the vassal only, but the slave — 

The very slave — inay from a king withhold. 

Not all that to my mind seems plain, is yet 
Mature enough to meet the Monarch's ear. 

Would he be answered — then must I implore 
He will not question as a King. 

KING (handing the Utters). 

Head these ! 
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ALVA {reads them, and turns to the king with a look 
of terror). 

Who was the madman placed these fatal papers 
In my King s hands ? 

KING. 

You know, then, who is meant? 
No name you see is mentioned in the paper. 

ALV> {stepping hack confused). 

1 was too hasty ! 

KING. 

But you know ! 

ALVA {after some consideration). 

Tis spoken ! 

The King commands, — I dare not now conceal. 

I’ll not deny it — I do know the person. 

KING {starting up in violent emotion ) 

God of Bevenge ! inspire me to invent 
Some new, unheard-of torture ! Is their crime 
So clear, so plain, so public to the world, 

That without e’en the trouble of inquiry 
The veriest hint suffices to reveal it ? 

This is too much ! I did not dream of this ! 

I am the last of all, then, to discern it — 

The last in all my realm ? 

AiiVA [throwing himself at the king's feet). 

Yes, I confess 

My guilt, most gracious Monarch. I’m ashamed 
A coward prudence should have tied my 1011^,010 
When truth, and justice, and my Sovereign’s honour, 
Urged me to speak. But since all else are silent, 

And since the magic spell of beauty binds 
All other tongues, — I dare to give it voice ; 

Though well I know, a son’s warm protestations, 

A wife’s seductive charms and winning tears 

KING {suddenly with warmth). 

Bise, Alva 1 thou hast now my royal promise — 

Rise, and speak fearlessly ! 

ALVA (rising). 

Your Miyesty, 

Perchance, may bear in your remembrance still. 

What happen’d in the garden at Arai^uez. 
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Yon found tbe Queen deserted by her ladies, 

Witli looks confused — alone, witbin a bower, 

KING. 

Proceed ! What further have I yet to bear ? — 

ALVA. 

Tho Marchioness of Mondecar was banished 

f lecause she boldly sacrificed herself 

To save the Queen ! It has been since discovered. 

She did no more than she had been commajided. 

Prince Carlos, had been there. 

KINO (starting). 

The Prince ! What more 

ALVA. 

1 ^pon the ground, the footsteps of a man 
VV^ore traced, till finally they disappeared 
Close to a grotto, leftward of the bower, 

Where lay a handkerchief, the Prince had dropped. 

This waken’d our suspicions. — But besides, 

'Fhe gardener met the Prince upon the spot, — 

.lust at the time, as near as we can guess, 

Your Majesty appeared within the walk. 

KING (recovering from gloomy thought). 

And yet bhe wept when I but seem'd to doubt ! 

She made me blush before th’ assembled court. 

Blush to my very self! By Heaven ! I stood 
In presence of her virtue, like a culprit. 

\A long and deep silence. — He sits down and hides his face. 
Yes, Alva, you are right ! — ^All this may lead 
I’o something dreadful — Leave me for a moment 

ALVA. 

But, gracious sire, aJl this is not enough 

KING (snatching up the papers). 

Nor this, nor this?— Nor all the harmony 
Of these most damning proofs? Tis clear us day — 

I knew it long ago — tlieir heinous guilt 
Began, when first T took her from your hands. 

Here in Madrid. I think I see her now 
With look of horror, pale as midnight ghost. 

Fixing her eyes upon my hoary hair ! 

Twas then the treacherous game began 1 
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A1.TA. 

The Prince, 

In welcoming a mother — lost his bride ! 

Long had they nursed a mutual passion, long 
Each others ardent feelings understood, 

AVliich her new state forbade her to indulge. 

The fear which still attends love’s first avowal 
Was long subdued. Seduction, bolder grown, 

Spoke ill those forms of easy confidence 
Which recollections of the past allowed. 

Allied by harmony of souls and years. 

And now by similar restraints provoked. 

They readily obey’d their wild desires. 

Eeasons of state opposed their early union— 

Hut can it, sire, be thought she ever gave 
To the State Council such authority ? 

That she subdued the passion of her soul 
To scrutinize with more attentive eye 
Th’ election of the cabinet. Her heart 
Was bent on love, and won a diadem. 

KING (offended, and with bitterness). 

You are a nice observer, Duke, and I 
Admire your eloquence. I thank you truly. 

[Risinfi coldly and hanyhtily. 
Hut you are right. The Queen has deeply eiT'd, 

In keeping from me letters of such import, 

And in concealing the intrusive visit 

The Prince paid in the garden : — from a false 

Mistaken honour she hath deeply erred, 

And I shall question further. [Rinying the hell. 

Who waits now 

Within the antechamber ? You, Duke Alva, 

I need no longer. — Go. 

ALTA. 

And hsB my zeal 

A second time displeased your Majesty ? 

KING {to a PAGE who ent^s). 

Summon Domingo. Duke, I pardon you 
For having made me tremble, for a moment, 
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With secret apprehension, lest yourself 
Might full a victim to a foul misdeed. 

[Exit Ai.va. 

SCENK IV. 


The Kino, Domingo. 


[King walks up and down the room to collect his thnutjhts. 
DOMINGO [after contemplating the king J'or some time uith a 
respectful silence). 

How joyfully surprised L am to find 
Your I^Iajesty so tranquil and colloctod. 

KING. 


Surprised ! 


DQMTKGO. 

And Ileav’n be tliank’d niy fours ivcre groundless ! 
Now may 1 hope the best. ' . 

KING. 

Your fears! Wlmt f<‘aredyou? 


DOMINGO. 

I dure not liide it Irom your Majosly 

That I liuA e learn ’d a secret 

KING (ijloomihj). 

And have J 

Express'd a wish to share your secret witli vou ? 
Who ventures to anticipate me tlias? — 

Too forward, by mine liouour ! 


DOMINGO. 

(iracious monarcli ! 

The place, the occasion, seal of secrecy 

’Neatli wliich I learn’d it — ^free me from this charge. 

It wus entrusted to me at the seat 

Of penitence — entrusted as a crime 

That deej)ly weigh’d upon the tender soul 

Of the fair sinner who confess’d her guilt. 

And sought the pardon of offended Heaven. 

Too late the Princess weeps a foul misdeed 
That may involve the Queen herself in ruin. 

KING. 

Indeed ! Kind soul ! — You have correctly guess'd 
ttle occasion of your summons. You must guide me 
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Through this dark labjiinth wherein blind zeal 
Has tangled me. From you T hope for truth. 

Be candid with me ; what must 1 believe, 

And what determine ? From your sacred ofiice 
I look for strictest truth. 

DOMINGO. 

And if, my liege, 

The mildness ever incident to this 
My holy calling, did not such restraint 
Impose upon me, still 1 would entreat 
Your Majesty, for your own peace of mind. 

To urge no farther this discovery. 

And cease for ever to pursue a secret 
Which never can be happily explain’d. 

All that is yet discover’d may be pardon’d. 

Let the King say the word — and then the (iueen 
Has never sinn’d. The Monarch’s will bestows 
Virtue and fortune, both with equal ease. 

And tlie King’s undisturb’d tranquilUty 
Is, in itself, sufiBicient to destroy 
The rumours set oii foot by calumny. 

KING. 

What ! Rumours ! and of me ! among my subjecis ! 

DOMINGO. 

All falsehood sire ! Naught but the vilest falsehood I 
I’ll swear ’tis false 1— Yet what’s believed by all. 
Groundless and unconfirm’d altho’ it be, 

Works its effect, as sure as truth itself. 

KING. 

Not in this case, by Heaven ! 

DOMINGO. 

A virtuous name 

Is, after all, my Liege, the only prize 

Which queens and peasants’ wives contest together. 

KING. 

For which I surely have no need to tremble. 

[He looks douhtingly at Domingo. — After a pause^ 
Priest, thou hast something fearful to impart. 

Delay it not. 1 read it plainly stamp’d 
In thy ill-boding looks. Then out with it, 
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Whate’er it bo. Let me no longer tremble 
Upon the rack. What do the people say ? 

DOMINOO. 

The people, sire, are liable to err, 

Nay err assuredly. What people think 
Should not alarm the King. Yet that they should 
Presume so far as to indulge such thoughts— 

KINO. 

Why must 1 beg this poisonous draught so long ? 

DOMINGO. 

The people often muse upon that month 
Which brought your Majesty so near the grave. 

From that time, thirty weeks had scarce elapsed, 

Before the Queen’s delivery was announced 

[The King rises and rings the bell. Duke Alva en ^ 
ters. Domingo alarmed ' * 

I am amazed, your M^esty I 

KING {going towarda AJNji). 

^ Toledo ! 

. You are a man — defend me from this Priest ! 

DOMINGO (he and duke ai.va exchange embarrassed looks. 

A fter a pause). 

Could we have but foreseen that this occurrence 
Would be revenged upon its mere rclater-— 

KING 

Said you a bastard ? 1 had bcarce, you say, 

Pscaped the pangs of death when first she felt 
She should, in nature’s time, become a mother. 

Explain how this occurred ! ’Twas then, ff 1 
Remember right, that you, in every church. 

Ordered devotions to Rt. Dominick, 

For the especial wonder he vouchsafed. — 

On one side or the other, then, you lie ! — 

What would you have me credit ? O, I sec 
Full plednly through you now I If this dark plot 
Had then been ripe, your saint had lost liis fame. 

ALYA. 

This plot ? 

RING. 

How can you with a harmony 


H 
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So nnezampled, in your very tboughts 
Concur, and not have first conspired together ? 

Would you persuade me thus ? Think you that I 
Perceived not with what eagerness you pounced 
Upon your prey ? With what delight you fed 
Upon my pain, — my agony of grief? 

Full well I mark’d the ardent, burning zeal 
With which the Duke forestall’d the mark of grace 
I destined for my son. And how this Priest 
Presumed to fortify his petty spleen 
With my wrath’s giant arm ! I am, forsooth, 

A bow which each of you may l)end at pleasure ! 

But I have yet a will. And if T needs 
Must doubt — perhaps I may begin with you. 

ALVA. 

Eeward like this, our truth did ne’er expect. 

KING. 

Your truth ! Truth wanis of apprehended danger. 

*Tis malice that «])caks only of the })aBt. 

What can I gain by your officiousness ? 

Should your suspicions ripen to full truth. 

What follows hut tlio pang of separation, 

The melancboly triumph of revenge? 

But no : you only fear — you feed me with 
Conjectures vague. To hell’s profound abyss 
You lead me on, then flee yourselves away 

DOMINGO. 

What other proofs than these aro possible, 

When our own eyes can scarcely trust themselves ? 

KING {after a long pause, turning earncsthj and solemnly 
towards dumingo). 

Tlie grandees of the realm bhall be convened. 

And I will sit in judgment. Then step forth 
In front of all, if you have courage for it. 

And charge her as a strumpet. She shall die— 

Die without mercy — and the Prince, too, with her ! 

But mark me well : if she but clear herself. 

^’hat doom shall fall on you. Now dare you show 
Honour to truth by such a sacrifice ? 
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Peteraiine. — No, you dare not. You are silent, 

Such is the zeal of liars ! 

ALVA {u'Jio has stood at a distance, amwers coJdhj and calmly), 

I will do it. 

KING (turn^ lound u'ith astonudment and looks at the dvke for 
a lonq time without moidtuj). 

That s holJly said ! But thou hast risk’d thy life 
In stubborij conlliets lor for less a prize. 

Hast lislv'd it with a gamesters rec'klossncss— 

For honours empty bubble What is life 
To thco ? I’ll not expose the royal blood 
To such a madman's jjower, who'^e highest hope 
IMiist be, to yn Id his wrctelied being up 
With hoino renown. 1 sjmrii your oiler. Go ; 

And w.ut my orders in the audience chamber. 

[EoMuni. 


S. LN-r V. 

The Ki\(. ill one. 

Now’ gho me, gracious Provulcnce! a man. 

Thou'st given me much already Now vouchsafe me 
A man ’ f(»r thpu alone canst grant the boon. 

Thine eye doth peiu irate all hidden things. 

(> ’ give me hut ii fnend : for 1 am not 
Omniscient like to Thee. The mini&ters, 

Whom thou hast chosen h»r me. thou dost know— 

And their descits : aiul as then tm iits claim, 

I value them. Tbtir bubjug.itcd vices, 

Cocjced by rein severe, seivi all my ends, 

As tby storms puiify this nether world. 

I Ihii ■»! for truth. — To reach its tranquil spring. 

Through tlie djik heaps of thick suiTounding error. 

Is not tlu lot of kings. Give me llic man, 

So rarely found, if pure and ojien heart. 

Of judgment clear, and eye miprtjiidii’ed, 

To aid me in the search. — T cu^-'i the lots. 

And may I find that man, among the thousands 
Who flutter in tho sunshine of a court. 

[lie opens an escritoir and takes ovt a portfolio. Af- 
ter turning over the leaves a long time, 

n % 
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Nothing but names, mere names are here ; — no note 
E’en of the services to which they owe 
Their place upon the roll ! O uhit can be 
Of shorter memory than fifratitude ? 

Here, in this other list , J rend each fault 
Most accurately mark’d. That is not well ! 

Can vengeance stand in need of such a help ? 

I lie reads farther. 

Count Egmont ! What doth he here ? Long ago 
The vict'ry of St. Quentin is forgotten. 

I place him with the dead. 

[fie effaces this name and writes it on the other roll; 
after he has read farther, 

Ihe Marquis Posa! 

The Marquis Posa ! — 1 can sciirc*^‘ recall 
This person to my mind. And doubly mark’d ! 

A proof I destined him for some great purpose. 

How is it possible ? This man, till now, 

Has ever shunn’d my presence — still has fled 
His royal debtor’s eye ? The only man, 

•By Heaven, within the compass of niy realm, 

Who does not court my favour. Did ho bum 
With avarice, or ambition, long ago 
He had appear’d before my tlirone. I’ll try 
This wondrous man. lie who can thus dispense 
^ With royalty, will doubtless speak the truth. 


ScENi: VI. 

The Audience Chmnher. 

Don Carlos in conversation mth the Prince of Parma. 
Dukes Alva, Feria, and Medina Sidonia, Count Lerma, 
and other Grandees, mth pa})ets in their hands, awaiting 
the Kino. 

MEDINA SIDONIA {seems to he shunned hy all the Grandees, 
turns towards duke alva, who, alone and absorbed in 
JUmself, walks up and down), 
iDuke, you have had an audience of the King. 

How did you And him minded ? 
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ALVA. 

Somewhat ill 

For you, and for the news you bring. 

MEDINA SIDONIA. 

My heart 

Was lighter ’mid the roar of English cannon, 

Than here on Spanish gi-ound. 

[CAniy^a, u 7 io had reffarded him with silent syn^yathy^ 
now approaches him and presses his hand. 

My warmest thanks. 

Prince, for this generous fear ! — You may perceive 
How all avoid me. Now my fate is seard. 

CARIiOS. 

Still hope the best both from my father’s favour. 

And your own innocence. 

MEDINV MDONIA. 

Prince ! I have lost 

A fleet, more mighty thjii e’er }iloughed the waves. 

And wliut IS such a head as mine, to set 
’(ijiinst sevenly Muik^'n galleons? And therewith 
Fi> 0 hoi‘eful sons I Alas ! that breaks my heaft. 

Scene YII. 

The Kino enters from his Chamher, attired. The Jormcr 
all vneorer and wahe room on hath sides, while they form a 
seiii i ci rcle round h im . — Silence. 

KING [rajndly surveying the whole circle), 
Recovered all. 

[Don Caiu.os and f/tc Prince of Parma first 

and kiss the hand: he turns with friendly 

mien to the latter, taking no notice of his son. 

Your mother, nephew, fain ' 

Would be inforn^’d what favour 3 ou have won 
Here in Madrid. 

PARMA. 

That question let her ash 
TMien I have fought my maidtn battle, Sire. 
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KING. 

Be satisfied, your turn will como at last, 

When these old props decay. 

[To the Duke of Feria. 
Wbat brings you here ? 

FERIA {kneelinff to the king). 

The Master, Sire, of (^alatrava’s order 
This morning died. I here return his cross. 

KING {takes the order and looks rou7ul the whole circlip. 

And who is worthiest after him to wear it ? 

[He beckons to Duke Aeva. who approaches and bends 
on one knee. The King hangs the order on his 
neck. 

You are my ablest General ! Ne'er aspire 
To more, and, Duke, my favours shtdl not fail you. 

[Ilf perceives the Duke 0 / Medina Sidonia. 

My Admiral I 

MEDINA sidonia. 

And here you see, groat king. 

All that remains of tho Armada s might, 

And of the flower of Spain. 

KING {after a pause). 

God rules above us ! 

T sent you to contend with men, and not 

With rocks and storms. You’re welcome t > Madrid. 

\_Extending his ha^Ji to him to kias. 
I thank you for prcser\ing in yourself 
A faithful servant to mo. For as such 
I value him, my Lords ; and ’tis my will 
That you should honour him. 

^He motions him to rise and cover himself^ then turns 
to the others. 

What more remains ? 

[To Don Carlos and the Prince of Parma. 
Princes, T thank you ! 

[They retire ; the other Orandees approach ^ and kneel- 
ing^ hand their papers to the King. He looks over 
L them rapidly t and hands them to Duke Alva. 

Duke ! let these bo laid 
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Before me in the Council. Who waits further? 

[No one answers 

How comes it that amidst my train of nohles 
The Marquis Posa ne'er appears ? 1 Imow 
This Marquis Posa served me with distinction. 

Does he still live? Why is he not among you? 

LEBMA. 

The Chevalier is just return’d from travel. 

Completed through all Europe. He is now 
Hero in Madrid, and waits a public day 
To cast himself before hib Sovereign’s feet. 

ALVA. 

The Marquis I'osa ! — Bight, he is the same 
Bold Knight of Malta, Sire, of whom renown 
Proclaims this gallant dt^ed. ITpon a summons 
Of the Grand Master, all the valiant knights 
Assembled in their Island, at that time 
Besieged by Sobman. This noble youth. 

Scarce numbering ciglitoen summers, straightway fled 
From Alcala, wle re ho pni’sued his studies, 

And suddenly arrived at La Valette. 

“ This Cross,” he said, “ was bought for me ; and now 
To prove I’m wrortby of it.” He was one 
Of forty knights who held St, Pilnio’s Castle, 

At mid-day, gainst Piali, Clncciali, 

And Mustapha, and Hassem ; the a&sault 
Being thrice repeated. When the Castle fell. 

And all the \aliant knights were kill'd around him, 

He plunged into the ocean, and sdoue 
Beached La Valette in safet} . Two months after, 

The foe deserts the island, and the knight 
Beturii’d to end his interrupted studies 
FEBIA. 

It was the Marquis Posa, too, who crush’d 
The dread conspiracy in Catalonia ; 

And by his mark’d activity, preserved 
That powerful Province to the Spanish Crown. 

KING. 

I 'am amazed ! What sort of man is this, 

Who can deserve so highly, yet awake 
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No pang of envy in the breasts of three 

Who speak his praise ? The character he owns 

Must be of noble stamp, indeed, or else 

A very blank. I’m curious to behold 

This wondVous man. [To Duke Alva. 

Conduct him to f-he Council 

When mass is over. 

[Exit Duke. The Kino calls Feuia. 
And do you preside 

Here in my place. [Exit. 

FERIA. 

The lung is kind to-day. 

MEUrNA SIDONIA. 

Call him a god ! So he has pioved to me ! 

FERIA. 

You well deserve your fortune, Admiral ! 

You have my warmest wishes. 

ONE OF THE GRANDEES. 

Sir, and mine. 

A SECOND. 

And also mine ! 

A THIRD. 

My heart exults with joy — 

So excellent a General ! 

THE FIRST. 

The King 

Show’d you no kindness, — ’twas your strict desert. 

LEBMA {to MEDINA siDONiA, taking Uave). 

O, how two littlo words have made your fortune ! 

[Exeunt alL 

Scene VIII. 

The King’s Cahimt. 

Marquis Posa, and Duke Alva. 

MARQUIS {as he enier^ 

Does he want me ? — ^What, me? —Impossible ! 

You must mistake the name What can he wont 
With me ? 

ALVA 

To know you. 
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MABQUIS. 

Curiosity ! 

No more ; and I regret the precious minutes 
That 1 must lose : time passes swiftly by. 

ALVA. 

I now commend yqu to your lucky stars. 

The King is in youf hands. Employ tliis moment 
To your own best advantage ; for, remember, 

If it is lost, you qre alone to blame. 

SrrNE TX. 

The Mauquis alone. 

MARQUIS. 

Duke, ’tis well spoken ! Turn to good account 
The moment which presents itself but once !• 

Truly this courtier reads n n'»eful lesson : 

If not in his sense good, at least in mine. 

I Walks (tfnr steps backwards and forwards. 
How came I heu Is it capnee or chance 
That shows me now my image in this mirror ? 

Why, out of millions, should it picture me — 

The most unlikely — and present my form 
To the King’s memory ? — Was ihis but chance ? — 

Perhaps ’twas something more ! — What else is chance 
But the rude stone which from the sculptor’s hand 
Keceives its life — Chance comes from Providence, 

And mail must mould it to his ow'ii designs. 

What the King wants with me but little matters ; 

I know the business 1 shall have with him. 

Were but one spark of truth with boldness flung 
Into the despot’s soul, how fruitful ’twero 
In the kind hand of rro\ddcnce ; and so 
What first a])poar’d capricious act of chance. 

May be design'd for some momentous end. 

Whate'er it be. I’ll act on this belief. 

[He takes a few tvrns in the room, and stands at last 
in tranquil contemplation before a painting. The 
Kin& appears in the neighbouring mom, where he 
gives some orders. He then enters and stands mo- 
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tioriless at the door, and contemplates the Marquis 
for some time; without being observed. 


Scene X. 

The King, and Marquis Posa. 

[The Marquis, as soon as he ohsews the King, comes 
forward and shiks on one knee; then rises and re- 
mains standing btfote him without any sign of con- 
fusion. 

KING {looks at him iiith sitrjmsc). 

We’ve met Lcfore then ? — 

MARQUIS. 

Iso. 


KING. 

You did my Crown 
Some service ^ Why then do you shun my thanks ? 
My memory is throng’d with suitors claims. 

One only is Omniscient. Twas your duty 
To seek your monarch’s eye ! — Why did you not ? 

MARQUIS. 

Two days have scarce elapsed since my return 
From foreign travel. Sire. 

KING. 

I would not stand 

Indebted to a subject; ask some favour— 


I enjoy the laws. 


IklARQUlS. 


KING. 

So does the murderer \ 

MARQUIS. 

Then how much more the honest citizen ! 

My lot contents me, Sire. 

KING {aside). 

By heavens ! a proud 
And dauntless mind ! — That was to be expected. 
Proud I would have my Spaniards. Better far 
The cup should overflow, than not be full. 

.They say you’ve left my service? 
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MABQUIS. 

To make 

For some one worthier, I withdrew. 

KING. 

’Tia pity. 

When spirits suoh as yours make holiday. 

The State must suffer. But perchance you fear'd 
To miss the post best suited to your merits. 

liIABQUIB. 

Ono! 1 doubt not the experienced judffe, 

Tn human nature skill'd — ^I aIs proper study,— 

Will have discover'd at a glance wherein 
I may be useful to him, wherein not. 

With deepest gratitude, I feel the favour 
Wherewith, by so exalted an ojuuion. 

Your Majesty is loading me ; tuid yet — [He 

KING. 

You hesitate ? 


MABQUIS. 

7 am, 1 must confess, 

Sire, at this niomcut, unprepared to clothe 
My thoughts, as the world'* citizen, in phrase 
Beseeming to your subject. When I loft 
The court for ever. Sue, I d(‘(.m’d myself 
lleleased from the iiec^'Ssiiy to give 
My rcasous for this step. 

KING. 

An* they so weak ? 
Wliat do you fear to risk by their disclosure ? 

MAIIQUIS. 

My life at farthest, Sire, — were time allow’d 
For mo to wcaiy you — but this denied — 

Then truth itself must suffer. 1 must choose 
’Twixt your displeasure aud contempt. And if 
T must decide, 1 rather "vsculd appear 
Worthy of pimishment than pity. 

KINO {with a look of expectation). 

Well? 


2IABQUIS. 

I cannot be the servant of a prince. 

[The King looks at him with aetonUkment 
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I 'will not cheat the buyer. Should you deem 
Me worthy of your service, you prescribe 
A course of duty for me ; you command 
My arm in battle, and my head in council. 

Then, not ray actions, but the applause they meet 
At court, becomes their object. But for me, 

Virtue possesses an intrinsic worth. 

I would, myself, create that happiness, 

A monarch, with my hand, would seek to plant ; 

And duty’s task would prove an inward joy. 

And be my willing choice. Say, like you this ? 

And in your own creation, could you bear 
A new creator? For I ne’er could stoop 
To be the chisel, where T fain would be 
The sculptor’s self. I dearly love mankind, 

My gracious Ijiege, but in a monarchy, 

I dare not love another than myself. 

KINO. 

This ardour is most laudable. You wish 
To do good deeds to others ; how you do them, 

Is but of small account to patriots, 

Or to the wise. Choose then within these realms 
The office, where you best may satisfy 
This noble impulse. 

MARQUIS. 

’Tis not to be found. 

KING. 

How! 

MARQUIS. 

What your Majesty would spread abroad. 
Through these my hands — is it the good of men ? 

Is it the happiness that my pure love 
Would to manlund impart ? Before such hliss 
Monarchs would tremble. No I Court policy 
Has raised up new enjoyments for mankind. 

Which she is always rich enough to grant ; 

And waken’d, in the hearts of men, new wishes 
Which such enjoyments only can content. 

In her OYm mint, she coins the truth — such truth !— 
4 As she herself can tolerate ; all forms 
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Unlike her own arc broken. But is that 
Which can content the court, enough for me ? 

Must my affection for my brother, pledge 
Itself to work my brother injury ? 

To call him happy, when he dare not think ? 

Sire choose not me, to spread the happiness 
Which you have stamp’d for us. I must decline 
To circulate such coin. 1 cannot be 
The servant of a prince. 

KING (auddenly). 

You arc, perhaps, 

A Protestant 

MARQns [aficr some reflectioiC). 

Our creeds, iny liege, are one. [A pauitf. 
I am misunderstood. I fear’d as much. 

You see the veil tom by my hand aside 
From all the mysteries of Majesty. 

Who can assure you 1 shall still regard 
As sacred, that >duch ceases to alarm me ? 

T may seem dangerous, bc( ause I think 
Above myself. — I am not so. my Liege ; 

My wishes lie corroding here. The rage 

[Laying his hand 07i his breast. 
For innovation, \^liic]i hut serves t’ increase 
1’he heavy weight of elnxins it cannot break, 

Shall never fire my blood ! Th^ world is yet 
Unrijie for my Ideal ; and I live 
A citizen of ages yet to come. 

But docs a fancied picture break your rest ? 

A breath of yours destroys it 

JUNG. 

Say am I 

The first to whom your views are known? 

MARQUIS. 


You are. 

KING {^ises, walks a few paces^ and then stops opposite the 
MARQurs ^ aside). 

This tone, at least, is new ; but flattery 
Exhausts itself. And men of talent still 
Disdain to imitate. So let us test 
Its opposite for once. “Why bhould I not? 
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There is a charm in novelty. — Should we 
Be so agreed, I will bethink me now 
Of some new State employment, in whose duties 
Your powerful mind 

IfABQUIS. 

Sire, I perceive how small, 
ITow mean, your notions are of manly worth. 
Suspecting, in an honest man’s discourse. 

Nought but a flatterer’s artifice, — methinks 
I can explain the cause of this your error. 

Mankind compel you to it With free choice 
They have disclaim’d their true nobility, 

Lower’d themselves to their degraded state. — 
Before man’s inward worth, as from a phantom, 
They fly in terror, — and contented with 
TJicir poverty, they ornament the^r chains 
With slavish prudence ; and they call it virtue, 

To bear them with a show of resignation, 

'rhus did you find the world, and thus it was 
By your great father banded o'er to you. 

Ill this debased condition — ^liow could you 
Bespect mankind ? 

KING. 

Your "words contain some truth. 

MARQUIS. 

Alas ! that when from the Creator’s hand' 

You took inankind, and moulded him to -uit 
Your OTv^n ideas, making yourself the god 
Of this new creature, you should overlook 
That you yourself remained a human being — • 

A very man, as from God's hands you came. — 

Still did you feel a mortal’s wants and pains, 

You needed sympathy ; but to a (jod 
One can but sacrifice, and pray, and tremble— 
Wretched e.\chango ! Perversion most unblest 
Of sacred nature ! — Once degrade mankind, 

And mako him but a thing to play upon, 

"Who then can share the harmony with you ? 

KING {aside). 

Heaven, he moves me ! 
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KARQUIS. 

But this saciifice 

To you is valueless. You thus become 
A thing apart, a species of your own — 

This is the price you pay for being a god ! 

’Twcre dreadful were it not so, and if you 
Gain’d nothing ny tiie miseiy of millions! 

And if tlie very freedom you destroy’d 

Were the sole blessing, that could make you happy I 

PismisB me, Sire, I pray you ; lor my theme 

Bears mo too far — my lieart is full — too strong 

The charm, to stand before the only man 

To wdiorn I may reveal it. 

[The Count Lebma enters, and whispers a few words to 
the K[N(j, who sif/ns him to withdrew}, and continues 
sitting in his former poUurc. 

KINO {to the MARQUIS, after lerma is gone) 

Nay, continue. 

M aiQFfs (after a pause). 

I feel, Sire — aU the worth— 

KINO. 

Proceed — you bad 

Yet more lo say to me. 

MAIIQT7TS. 

Your Maiesty, 

1 lately pass’d through Flanders and Brabant, 

So many lich and blooming provinces, 

Fill’d with a ^a^iant, great, and honest people ! 

'J’o be the father of a race like this, 

1 thought must he divine indcM d : and then 
I stumbled on a heap of burnt men s bones ! 

[ITe stops, he fixes a penetrating look on the King, who 
endearours to return his glance; hut he looks on the 
ground emharrabsed and eonfused. 

True, you are forced to act so ; but that you 
Could dare fulfil your task — this fills my soul 
With shuddering horror 1 0 ’tis pity that 
The Victim, weltering in his blood, must cease 
To chant the praises of hia sacrificer ! 
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And that mere men — ^not beings loftier far — 

Should write the history of the world. But soon 
A milder age will follow that of Philip, 

An age of truer wisdom : — hand in hand. 

The subjects’ welfare, and the Sovereign’s greatness, 

Will walk in union. Then the careful state 
Will spare her childfeu, and necessity 
No longer gloiy to be thus inhuman. 

KING. 

When, think you, "would that blessed age arrive, 

If I had shrunk before the curse of this ? 

Behold my Spain, see here the burgher’s good 
Blooms in eternal and unclouded peace. 

A peace like this will I bestow on Flanders. 

MAEQUIS {JiaHtihj). 

The churchyard’s peace ! And do you hope to end 
What you have now begun *? Say, do you hope 
To check the ripening change of Christendom, 

The luiiversal spring, tliat shall renew 
The earth’s fair form ? Would you alone, in Europe, 
Fling yourself down before the rapid wheel 
Of destiny — which rolls its ceaseless course — 

Ard seize its spokes with human arm. Vain thought! 
Already thousands have your kingdom ^ed. 

In joyful poverty : tho hone&t hurghcr 
For his faith exiled, w^as your noblest subject ! 

See, with a mother’s arms, Elizabeth 
Welcomes the fugitives, and Britain blooms 
In rich luxuriance, from our country’s arts. 

Bereft of the new Christian’s industjy, 

Grenada lies forsaken, and all Europe, 

Exulting, sees its foe oppress’d with wounds, 

By its own hands inflicted ! 

[The Kino is moved; the Marquis ohserves it, and ad, 
vaaces a step nearer. 

You would 2)lant 

For all eternity — and yet the seeds 
You sow around you are the seeds of deatli ! 

This hopeless task, with nature’s laws at strife, 

Will ne’er survive tlie spirit of its founder. 

You labour for ingratitude : — ^in vain, 
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With nature you engage in desperate struggle — 

Jn vain you waste your high and royal life, 

Tn projects of destruction. Man is greater 
Than you esteem him. He ill burst the chains 
Of a long slumber, and reclaim once more 
IJis just and hallow’d rights. With Nero’s name, 

And fell Busiris’, will he couple youjfs : 

And — ah ! you once deser\"ed a better fate. 

KING. 

How know you that ? 

MAHQITIS. 

In very truth you did — 

Yes, I repeat it — by the Almighty power ! 

Restore us all you have deprived us of, 

And, generous as strong, let happiness 
Flow from your ’ orn of plenty — let man’s^i^id 
Ripen in your \ast empu'e — gi\e us back 
All you have taken from us — and become. 

Amidst a thousand kings, a king indeed ! 

[lie advances I ddly, and Jives on him a look of earnest^ 
ness and enthnsiasm. 

O ! that the oloqu(‘iice of all those myriads. 

Whose fate depends fiu this momentous hour, 

Could hover on iny lips, and fan the spark 
That lights thine eye into a glorious flame ! 

Renounce the mimicry of godlike powers 
Which levels us to nothing. Be, in truth, 

An image of the Deity himself ! 

Never did mortal man possess so much, 

For purpose so divine. The kings of Europe 
Pay homage to the name of Spain. Be you 
The leader of those kings. One peu-strokc now, 

^*One motion of }our hand, can now create 
‘The earth ! — but grant us liberty of thought 
^ [('asts himself at his feet, 

XING {svrpnsed, turns away his face, then again looks towards 
the MARQUIS). 

Enthusiast most strange ! arise ; but I 

MARQUIS. 

Look round on all the glorious face of nature, 

On freedom it is founded — see how rich, 


X 
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Through freedom, it has grown. The great Creator 
.Bestows upon the worm its drop of dew, 

And gives free-will a triumph, in abodes 
Where lone corruption reigns. See your creation, 
How small, how poor ! The rustling of a leaf 
Alarms the mighty lord of Christendom. 

Each virtue makes you quake with fear. While he, 
Not to disturb fair freedom’s blost appearance, 

Permits the frightful ravages of evil 
To waste his fair domains. The great Creator, 

Wo see not — he conceals himself within 
His own eternal laws. The scepl ic sees 
Their operation, but beholds not Him. 

“ Wherefore a God ! ” he cries, “ the world itself 
Rufl&ces for itself ! ” And Christian prayer 
Ne’er praised him more, tlian doth this blasphemy. 

KINO. 

And will you undertake to mise up this 
Exalted standard of weak human nature 
In my dominions ? 

MARQUIS. 

You can do it, Sire ! 

Who else ? Devote to your own people’s bliss, 

The kingly power, which has too long enrich’d 
The greatness of the throne alone. Restore 
The prostrate dignity of human nature, 

And lot the sublet he, what once he 
The end and object of the monarch’s tare, 

Bound by no duty, save a brother’s love. 

And when mankind is to itself restored, 

Roused to a sense of its own innate worth, 

When freedom’s lofty virtues proudly flourish — 

Then, Sire, when have made your own wide realms 
The happiest in the world, it then may bo 
Your duty, to subdue the universe. 

KINO [after a lony j)nu8e). 

I’ve heard you to the end. Far differently 
J find, than in the minds of other men, 

The world exists in yours. And you shall not 
By foreign laws be judged. I am the first 
To whom you have your secret^ self disclosed ; 
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I know it — so believe it— for the sake 
Of this forbearance — that you have till now 
Conceal'd these sentiments, although embraced 
With so much ardour, — for this cautious prudence, 
1 will forget, young man, that I have leam*d them. 
And how 1 leam’d them. Else ! I will confute 
Your youthful dreams, by my matured experience, 
Not by my power as king. Such is my will. 

And therefore art I thus. Poison itself 
May, in a worthy nature, be transform’d 
To some benignant use. —But, Sir, beware 
My Inquisition ! 'Twould afflict mo much — 

MARQUIS. 


Indeed ! 


KINO {lost in surprise). 

Ne’er met I such a man as this.' 

No, Marquis, no ! you wrong me ! Not to you 
Will 1 become a Nero — ^not to you ! — 

All happiness shall not be l)btsU‘d round me, 

And you at least, beneath my very eyes, 

May dare continue to remain a man. 

MARQUIS {quickly). 

And, Sire ! my fellow c^ubjects ? Not for me. 

Nor my own cause, 1 pleaded. Sue ! your subjects— 

KING. 

Nay, if you know so well how future times 
Will judge me, let them learn at least from you, 

That when 1 found a man, 1 could lospect him. 

MARQUIS. 

O let not the most just of kings, at once 

Be the most unjust ! In your realm of Flanders, 

There are a thousand better men tlian I. 

But you — Sire ! may I dare to saje »o much — 

For the first time, perhaps, see liberty 
In milder form portrayed. 

KING {with gentle scvcrity\ 

No more of this. 

Young man ! You would, I know, think otherwise 
Had you but leam’d to understand mankind 
As I. — But truly — I would not this meeting 
Should prove our last. — How can I hope to win you? 

I % 
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MARQUIS. 

Pray leave me as I am. Wbat value, Sire, 

Should I be to you, were you to corrupt me ? 

KINO. 

This pride I ^ill not bear. From this day forUi 
I hold you in my service. — No remonstrance — 

For I will have it so. ® pause. 

But how is this ? 

What would I now ? Was it not truth I wish’d ? 

But here is something more. Marquis, so far 
YouVe leam’d to know me as a King ; but yet 
You know me not as man — 

\^The Marquis seems to meditate, 
I understand you— • 

Were T the most unfortunate of fathers, 

Yet as a husband iiuiy I not be blest? 

MARQUIS. 

If the possession of a hopeful son. 

And a most lovely spouse, confer a claim 
On mortal, to assuuie that title. Sire, 

In both respects, you are supremely blest. 

KING {xeith a serious look). 

That am I not— ^and never, till this hour. 

Have I so deeply felt that I am not so. 

[Contemplating the Marquis with a look of melancholy. 

MARQUIS. 

The Prince possesses a right noble mind. 

I ne’er have known him otherwise. 

KING. 

I have ! 

The treasure he has robb’d me of, no crown 
Can e’er requite. — So vh’tuous a Queen ! 

MARQUIS. 

Who dare assert it, Sire ? 

KING. 

The -world ! and scandal ! 

And T myself! Here lie the damning proofs 
Of doubtless guilt — and others, too, exist, 

From which I fear the worst. But still ’tis hard 
To trust one proof alone. — ^W^ho brings the ^sharge? 
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And 0 ! if tliis were possible — that she, 

The Queen, so foully could pollute her honour, 
Then how much easier were it to believe 
An Eboli may be a slanderer ? 

Does not that Driest detest my son and her ? 
And can T doubt that Alva broods revenge ? 
My wife has higher worth than all together. 

MARQUIS. 

And there exists besides in woman's soul, 

A treasure, Sire, beyond all outward show, 
Above the reach of slander — female virtue ! 


KINO. 

Marquis! those thoughts are mine. It costs too much 
To sink so low as they accuse the Queen. 

The sacred ties of honour are not broken 
With so much case, as some vrould fain persuade me. 
Marquis, you know mankind. Just such a man 
As you 1 long hav'* wish'd for — you are kind — 
Cheerful — and deeply versed in human nature — 

Therefore I’ve chosen you 

MAiiQUrs {surprised and alarmed). 

Me, Sire ! 


KINO. 


You stand 

Before your King and ask no special favour — 

For yourself nothing I — that is new to me — 

You will be just — ne’er weakly swayed hy passion. 

Watch my son close — search the Queen’s inmost heart, 
You shall have power to speak with her in private. 

Retire. [He rings a heU» 


MARQUIS. 

And if with but one hope fulfill’d 
I now depart, then is this day indeed 
The happiest of my life. 

KING {jiolds out his hand to him to kiss). 

1 hold it not 

Amongst my days a lost one. 

[The Marquis rises and goes. Count Lebha. enters 

Count, in future. 

The Marquis is to enter, unannounced. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

The Queens Apartment. 

Queen, Duchess Oltvabez, Princess Ebolt, Countess 
Fuentes. 

QUEEN (/o the first Lady-ns she rises). 

And so the key has not been found ! My casket 
Must bo forced open then — and that at once. 

[She observes Princess Eboli, who approaches and 
hisses her hand. 

Welcome, dear Princess ! I rejoice to see you 
So near recover’d. But you still look pale. 

FUENTES {with malice). 

The fault of that vile fever which affects 
The nerves so painfully. Is’t not, Princess ^ 

QUEEN. 

T wish’d to visit you, dear Eboli, 

But dared not. 


OLIVAREZ. 

0! the Princess Eboli 
Was not in want of company. 

QUEEN. 

Why that 

I readily believe, hut what’s the matter? 
You tremble 


PRINCESS. 

Nothing — ^nothing gracious Queen. 
Permit mo to retire. 


QUEEN. 

You bide it from us — 

And arc fiir worse than you would have us think. 
Standing must weary you. Assist her, Countess, 
And lot her rest awhile upon that seat. 

PRINCESS (going), 

T ^hall be better in the open air. 
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QUEEN. 

Attend her. Countess. 'What a sudden illness ! 

[A PAbE enters and speedts to the Duchess, who then ad- 
dresses the Queen. 

OLTVAKEZ. 

The Marquis Posa waits, your Majesty, 

With orders from tho King. 

QUEEN. 

Admit him then. 

[Page admits the Mabquis and exit . 
Scene II. 

Mauquis Posa. 77/ e former. 

The ]\Iaequis falls on on^ knee before the QuERN>.M*7to signs to 
him to lise. 

QUEEN. 

What are my Lords commaudb ? And may I dare 
Thus publicly to hear 

ilAUQUTS. 

]\Ty business is 

In private with your royal Majesty. 

\The Ladies retire on a signal from the Queen. 

Scene III. 

The Queen, Marquis Posa. 

QUEEN (full of astonishment). 

How ! Marquis, dare I trust my eyes ? Arc you 
Commission’d to me from the King ? 

MARQUIS. 

Docs this 

Seem such a wonder to your Majesty ? 

To me ’tis otherwise. 


QUEEN. 

The world must sure 

Have wandered from its course ! That you and he — 
I must confess 
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ITARQUIS. 

It does sound somewhat strange — 
But be it so. The 2)rescnt times abound 
In prodigies. 

QUEEN. 

But none ran equal this. 

MARQUIS. 

Suppose I had at last allow’d myself 
To be converted, and had weary grown 
Of playing the eccentric at the <‘oiirt 
Of Philip. The eccentric ! What is that ? 

Pie W’ho would be of sei’vicG to mankind, 

Must first endeavour to resemble them. 

What end is gain’d by the vain-glorious garb 
Of the sectarian ? I'lien su2>pose — for who 
From vanity is so completely five 
As for his creed to seek no proselytes ? — 

Suppose, 1 say, I had it in my mind 
To place my own opinions on the throne ! 

QUEEN. 

No marquis ! no ! Not even in jest could I 
Suspect you of so wild a scheme as this — 

No visionary you ! — to undertake 
What you can ne’er accomplish. 


MARQUIS. 

But that seems 

To be the veiy point at issue. 

QUEEN. 

What 

I chiefly blame you, Marqitts, for, and what 
Could w’ell estrange me from you — is — 


Duplicity ! 


MARQUIS. 

Perhaps 


QUEEN. 

At least — a want of candour. 

Perhaps the King himself has no desii'e 

You should impart, what now you mean to tell me. 

MARQUIS. 

No. 
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QUEEN. 

And can evil means be justified 
By honest ends? And— pardon mo the doubt — 

Can your high bearing stoop to such an office ? 

I scarce can think it. 

MABQUIS. 

Nor, indeed, could I, 

Were my sole purpose to deceive the King. 

Tis not my wish — 1 mean to serve him now 
]\Jore honestly than he himself commands. 

QUEEN. 

*Tis spoken like yourself. Enough of this — 

What would the King? 

MAUQUIS. 

The King ? I can, it seems, 
Iletaliate quickly on my rigid judge : ' 

And what I have deierr'd t»o long to tell, 

Your Majesty, perhaps, wwld willingly 
J^ongcr defer to hear. But still it must 
Be heard. The King requests your Majesty 
Will grant no auclionco 1o the ambassador 
Of France to-day. Such were my high commands — 
TlicyVe executed. 

QUEEN, 

Marquis, is that all 
You nave to tell me from hiin*^ 

MARQUIS. 

Nearly all 

That justifies me thus to seo]|j your presence. 

QUEEN. 

Well, Marquis, I’m contented not to hear 
What should, perhaps, remain a sct rcl from me. 

MAEQOIS. 

True, Queen ! though were you other than yourself, 

I should inform you btiviight of certain things — 

Warn you of certain men — but this to you 
Were a vain office. Danger may arise 
And disappear around you, unperccived. 

You will not know it — of too little weight 
To chase the slumber from your angel brow. 
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But ’twas not this, in sooth, that brought me hither, 
Prince Carlos 


QUEEN. 

What of him ? How have you left him ? 


MARQUIS. 

E’en as the only wise man of his time, 

In whom it is a crime to worship truth — 

And ready, for his lov(' to risk his life. 

As the wise sage for his. I bring few words — 

But hero he is himself. 

[Oivinff the Queen a letter. 
QUEEN {after she had read it). 

He says he must 

Speak with me — 


MARQUIS. 

So do J. 


QUEEN. 

And will ho thus 
Bo happy — when he secs with his own c} es. 
That 1 am rote bed? 

MARQUIS. 

No ; but more resolved. 

More acth e. 


QUEEN. 

How? 


To Flanders. 


MARQUIS. 

Duke Alva is appointed 


QUEEN. 

Yes, appointed — so I hear. 

MARQUIS. 

The King cannot retract : — ^we know the King. 
This much is clear, the Prince must not remain 
Here in Madrid, nor Flanders be abandon’d. 


QULBN. 

And can you hinder it ? 

MARQUIS. 

Perl aps I can, 

But then the means are dangerous as the evil- 
Eash as despair — and yet 1 Imow no other. 
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QUEEN. 

Name them. 

XARQUIS. 

To you, and you alone, my Queen^ 
Will I reveal them : for from you alone, 

Carlos will hear them named, without a shudder. 
The name they hear is somewhat harsh. 

QUEEN. 

Rebellion! 

MARQUIS. 

He must prove faithless to the King, and fly 
With secrecy to Brussels, where the Flemings 
Wait him with open arms. The Netherlands 
Will rise at his command. Our glorious cause 
From the Kings son will gather matchless strength, 
The Spanish throne shall tremble at his arms, 

And what his sire denied him in Madrid, 

That will ho willingly concede in Brussels. 

QUEEN. 

you’ve spoken with the King to-day — and yet 
Maintain all Uiis. 

MARQUIS. 

Yes, T maintain it all, 

Because T spoke with him. 

QUEEN {after a pause). 

The daring plan 
Alarms and pleases me. You may bo right — 

The thought is bold, and that perhaps oncharts me. 
Let it but ripen. Does Prince Carlos know it ? 

MARQUIS. 

It was my wish that he should hear it first 
From your own lips. 

QUEEN. 

The plan is doubtless good. 
But then the Prince’s youth 
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MARQUIS. 

No disadvantage 1 

He there will find the bravest generals 

Of til’ Emperor Charles — an Egmont and an Orange — 

lu battle daring, and in council wise. 

QUERN {with vivacitif). 

True — ^the design is grand and beautiful ! 

The Prince must act : I feel it sensibly. 

The part he’s doom’d to play hero in Madrid 
Has bow’d me to the dust, on his account. 

I promise him the aid of France and Savoy ; 

I think with you, Lord Marquis — he must act — 

But this design needs money — 

MARQins. 

It is read}'. 

QUEEN. 

I, too, know means. 

MARQUIS. 

May I then give him hopes 

Of seeing you ? 

QUEEN. 

I will consider it. 


MARQUIS. 

The Prince, my Queen, is urgent for an answer, 

I promised to procure it. 

[Presenting his writing tablet to the Queen. 
Two short linob 

Will be enough. 

QUEEN (after she has written). 

When do we meet again ? 

MARQUIS. 

Whene’er you wish. 

QUEEN. 

Whene’er I wish it, Marquis ! 
How can I understand this privilege ? 

MARQUIS. 

As innocently, Queen, as e’er you may. 

But we enjoy it — ^that is sure enough. 
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QUEEN {Interrupting). 

Ho'Vf will my heart rejoice, Bliould this hecomo 
A refuge for the liberties of Europe, 

And tliis tlirough him ! Count on my silent aid ! 

MABQUis {with animation). 

Eight well I knew your heart would understand me. 

[The Duchess Olivarez enters. 
QUFEN {coldly to the marquis). 

My Lord ! the King’s commands I shall respect 
As law. Assure him of the Queen’s submission. 

[She makes a sign to him. Exit Marquis. 

S^'ENE IV 
A Gallery. 

Don Carlos, Count Li^bma. 

CARLOS. 

Hero wo are undisturb’d. What would you now 
Imi»art to me 

LEllMA. 

Your liiglniess had a friend 
Here at the Court. 

CART.os {starting). 

A friend ! I l^ew it not ! 

But what’s your meaning ? 

LERMA. 

I must sue for pardon 

That I am h*am\l in more than I should know. 

But for your Highness’ comfort, 1 ’vo received it 
From one I may depend upon, — in short, 

I have it from myself. 

CARLOS. 

Whom speaJc you of ? 

LLliMA. 

The Marquis Poso, 

CARLOS. 

What ! 

LERMA. 

And if jour Highness 

Has trusted to him, more of what concerns you, 

Than every one should know, as I am led 
To fear — 
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Indeed! 


Indeed ! 


GABL08. 

You fear ! 

He has been with the King. 

CABLOS. 

LEBMA. 

Two hours in secret converse too. 

CABLOS. 


LEBMA. 

The subject was no trifling matter. 

CARLOS. 

That I can well believe. 


LEBMA. 

And bcveral times 

I heard your name. 

CABLOS. 

That’s no bad sign, I hope. 

LEBMA. 

And then, this morning, in the King’s apartment/ 
The Queen was spoken of mysteriously. 

CABLOS (starts hacTc astonished). 

Count Lcrma ! 


LEBMA. 

When the Marquis had retired, 

I was commanded to admit his lordship, 

In futuroi tmannounccd. 

CABLOS. 

Astonishing ! 

LERMA. 

And without precedent, do J believe. 

Long as IVe served the King — 

CABLOS. 

Tis strange, indeed ! 

How did you say the Queen was spoken of ? 

' LEBMA (steps hack). 

No, no, my Prince! — ^that were against my duly. 

CABLOS. 

Tis somewhat strange ! One secret you impart, 

The other you withhold. 
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lebma. 

The first was duo 
To you, the other to the King. 

OABLOS 

You’re right. 

IiBBMA. 

And btill I’ve thought you, Prince, a man of honour. 

CARLOS. 

Then you have judged mo truly. 

LEliMA. 

But all virtue 

Is spotless till its tried. 

CARi os. 

Some stand the trial. 

LERMA. 

A powerful Monarch’s favour is a prize 
Wurth socking for; and this alluring bait 
Has ruin’d main a virtue. 

CARLOS. 

Tmly said ! 

LERMA. 

And oftentimes ’tis prudent to discover 
What scarce can loMg( r he cunceal’d. 

CARLOS. 

Yes, prudent 

Tt may be, but you say you’\o over known 
The Marquis prove hiiiibtlf a man of honour 

LERMA. 

And if lie be so still, my fears ure harmless. 

And you become a double gainer, Prince. [Ooinff. 

CARLOS ( follows him with emotion^ and presses his hapdy 
Trebly I gain, iquiglit and worthy man, 

T gain another friend, nor lose the one 

Whom I before possess’d. \Exlt Lernia. 

Scene V. 

Marquis Posa comes through the Oallery. Carlos. 

MARQUIS. 


Carlos ! My Carlos ! 
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CADLOS. 

Who calls me ? Ah ! ’tis thou — T 'was in haste 
To gain the convent*! You 'will not delay. [Going, 

mauquis. 

Hold ! for a moment. 

r'\RLOS. 

Wc may be observed 

MAJIQUIS. 

No chance of that. ’Tis over now. The Queen — ■ 

CARLo««. 

You’ve seen my 

MAIIQLIS. 

^ cs ! — he sent for me. 

CARLOS if lift of evjn'clation). 

Well ! 

M\Ror.'‘' 

’Tis all settled — You may see the Queen. 

CARLOS. 

Yes! but the King! What said the King to yon? 

MARQUIS. 

Not much. M(‘i*e curiosity to lenni 
My history. The zeal of unknown friends— 

I know not ^^liat. Ho offered me employment. 

CARLOS. 

Which yon, of course, re]c*cted ? 

MARQinS. 

0 well enough ! 

(’ARl.OS. 

How did you separate ;> 

MARQUJS. 

O well enough ! 

CARLOS. 

And was I mentioned ? 

MARQUIS. 

Yes ; in general terms. 

[Talwg ovt a pochi -book and giving it to the Prince- 
See here are two lines written by the Queen, 

To-morrow T will settle where and how. 

CARLOS (rends it carelessly, j^uts the tablet in his 
pocket, and is going), 

, Youll meet me at the Prior’s ? 
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MABQUIS. 

Yes! But stay — 

’Why in such haste ? No one is coming hither. 

CAUT^os [with a forced smile). 

Have we in trulh changed characters ? To-day 
You seem so bold and confident. 

MAIlQriS. 

To-day,— 

Wherefore to-day ? 

cAunos. 

W^hat writes the Queen to me ? 
MAKQinS. 

Have you not read this instant? 

CARLOS. 

1 ? Oh yes. 

MARQUIS. 

What is’t disturbs you now ? 

CARTiOS [reads tiu tahlet affainy deli (fitted andfervmtly). 

Angel of Heaven ! 

I will be so, — I will he worthy ot thee. 

Love elevates great minds. So come what may, 
Wliatever thou commandest, 1*11 jierform. 

She writes that 1 mu a hold myself prejiared 
For a great entcrjirise ’ What can she me in? 

Host thou not know ? 

MAIlQrTS. 

And, Carlos, if I knew', 

-Pay, art thou now prepared to hear it from me ? 

CARI-OS. 

Have I offended thee ? 1 was distracted — 
lloderigo, pardon me. 

MARQUIS. 

Distracted ! How ? 

CARLOS. 

I scarcely know ! But may 1 keej) this tablet ? 

MARQUrS. 

Not so ! I came to ask thee for thine own. 

CARLOS. 

My tablet! Why? 

K 
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MARQIUS. 

And whatsoever writings 
You have, unfit to meet a stranger s oy e — 

Letters or memorandums, and in short, 

Your whole portfolio. 

CARros. 

Why? 

MAUQUJS. 

That we may be 

Prepared for accidents. Who can prevent 
Surprise ^ They 11 never seek them in my keeping. 

Here give them to me — 

CARLOS 

Stranj^e ! What can it mean ? 

MARQUIS. 

Be not alarmed ! ’Tis nothing of importance ! 

A mere ])rocaution to prevent surprise. 

You need not ho alarmed ! 

< ART os [gives him the portfolio). 

Be ciu’clul of It. 

MAl.QUIS. 

Be sure T will. 

CARLOS (hwJcs at him significantly), 

1 give tliee much, Ilodcrigo!— 

MAIIQUTS. 

Not more than [ have often had from thee. 

The rest well talk of yonder. Now farewell. [Going, 
CARLOS (struggling n ith himself , then calls him hack). 
Give mo my letters back — there’s one amongst them 
The Queen addressed to me at Alcala, 

When 1 was sick to death. Still ne.xt my heart 
r carry i1 — to take this letter from me, 

Goes to my very soul. J3ut leave me that. 

And take the rest. 

[He takes it out, and returns the portfolio* 

MARQUIS. 

I yield unwillingly — 

For ’twas that letter which I most requir’d. 
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GABLOS. 

Fareirell ! 

[He yoes away slmly, stops a moment at the door, turns 
hack again, and brings him the letter^ 

You have it there. 

[His hand trembles, tears start from his eyes, he falls on 
the neck of the Marquis, and presses his face to his 
bosom. 

O not my father 

Could do so mucli, Eoderigo ! Not my father ! 

[Exit hastily* 

S(KNE VL 

MARQUIS {looks after him with astonishment). 

And is this possible ! And to tliis hour 
JInvc T not kno>\n liim fully? Tn his heart 
This bloinisli has (^cai)ed my eye. Distrust' 

Of me — his friend ! lint no, *tis calumny ! 

What hath ho done that 1 accuse him thus 
Of weakest oakness. 1 Iny^< If commit 
The fault 1 charge on him. What I have done 
!Might vfv\} surprise him ! AVhon hath he displayed 
I’o liis best friend such absolute reserve? 

Carlos, I must afflict the c— there's no help — 

And longer still distress thy noble soul. 

Tn me the King hath placed his conlidencc, 

JTis holiest trust rciioscd— as in a casket, 

And this reliance calls for gratitude. 

How can disclosure serve thee, when my silence 
Driiigs thee no harm — serves thee, perhaps? Ah! Why 
I'oint to the traveller the impending storm ? 

Enough, if 1 direct it’s angor past thee ! — 

And when thou vsak’sl, the sky’s again serene. [ExU* 

Scene VII. 

The King’s Cabinet. 

The luNG seated, near him the Infanta Clara Eugenia. 

KINO (after a deep silence). 

No — she is sure my daughter— or can nature 
Thus lie like truUi ! Y^es, that blue eye is mine! 

And I am pictured in thy ev’ry feature— 

s 2 
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Child of my love ! for such thou art — I fold thee 

Thus to my heart — thou art my blood — [ Starts aiid pauses. 

My blood — 

What’s worse to fear ? Are not my features his ? 

\Takes the miniature in his hand and looks first at thepor- 
trait, then at the mirror opjmsite, at last he throws it on the 
ground, rises hastilg, and 2)ushes the Infanta from him. 
Away, away ! I’m lost in this abyss. 

Scene VIII. 

Count Lepma and the Kino 

EEHMA. 

Her Majesty is in the antechamber 

KING 

What ! No\^ ? 

LERMA. 

And begs the favour of an audience. 

KING. 

Now! At this unaccustomed hour! Not now — 

I cannot see her yet. 

lerma. 

Here comes the Queen. 

ll^xit LEElklA. 

StUNE TX. 

^he King, the Quien enters, and th' Infanta. 

[The Infanta rtDis to meet the (^)uKrN .ifd ilings In her ; 
the Queen falls at the Kin(j s feet, who is silent, and 
appears confused and embarrassed. 

QUEEN. 

My Lord ! My husband ! J ’m constrained to seek 
Justice before the throne ! 

KING. 

What! tJustice! 

QUEEN. 

Yes! 

I’m treated with dishonour at the Court ! 

My casket has been rifled. 

KING. 

What! Your casket? 
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QUEEN. 

And things I highly value have been plunder’d. 

KING. 

Things that you highly value ? 

QUEEN. 

From the meaning 

Which ignorant men’s officiousncbs, perlinps, 

IVJ ight give to them 

KING. 

What’s this ? Officiousness, 
And meaning ! How ? But rise. 

QUEEN. 

, Oh no, my husband t 

Not till you bind yourself, by sacred promise, 

B}' \irtiie,{rf your own authority, 

To find th* offender out, and grant redress/ 

Or else dismiss my suite, which hides a tliief. 

KING. 

But rise ! — In such a posture ! — Pray you rise. 

QT ri.N (risn). 

’Tis some one of disliin*tioTi — 1 know well ; 

Lfy casket lield both diamonds and ])earls 
Of matchless value, hut he only took 
My letters. 

KING. 

jNFay I ask 

QUl 1 N. 

rndoubtcdly, 

My hushand. They were h tters from the Prince : 

His miniatiu’e as well. 


Your son. 


KINO. 

From whom ? 

QULI.N. 

The Prince, 


KING. 

To you ? 

QUriSN. 

Sent hy the Prince to me, 

KING. 

What! From Prince Cavlob I Do you tell me that? 
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QTTEJiN. 

■Why not toll you, my liusband “ 

MNG* 

And not blush ? 


QUEEN 

What mean you? You uiust surely recollect 
The letters, Carlos sent mo to St. Germains, 

With both Courts’ full consent. Whether that leavo 
E.vtended to the portrait, or alone 
His hasty hope dictated such a step, 

I cannot now pretend to answer : but 
If even rash, it may at lea.'*! bo pardon’d 
For thus much 1 may be his ] Hedge — that then 
He never thought the gift w’as for his mother. 

[Observes the agitation of the Kino. 
What mov('s you ? What’s the matter ? 

INFANTA [ivho has found the mitilaiUrre on the ground^ and 
has been pi aging with it^ brings it to the queen). 

Look, dear motlier ! 

See what a pretty jjic’turc ! 

QUEF*N. 

Wliat then my 

[She recognises the miniatin'ey and remains in speechless 
. astonishment. They both gaze at each other. — After a 
^lo7ig pause : 

In truth, this mode of trying a wife’s h^ert 
Is great and royal, Sire ! But I slioul 1 '*ish 
To ask one question? 

KINO. 


Tis for me to question 

QUEEN. 

Let my &us 2 )icions spare tlic innocent, 

And if by your command, this theft was done— 


It was so done ! 


KINO. 


QUEEN. 

Then I have none to blame, 
And none to pity — other tlian yourself — 

Since you possess a wife, on w'hom such schemes 
Are thrown away. 
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KING. 

This language is not new — 

Nor shall you, Madam, now again deceive me 
As in the gardens of Aranjuez — 

My Queen of angel-purity, who then 
So haughtily my accusation spum’d— 

I know her Letter now. 

QUKEN. 

What mean you, Sire ? 

KING. 

Madam ! thus briefly and without reserve— 

Say is it true ? — still true, iliat you conversed 
Witli no one there ? K really that the truth ? 

QUEEN. 

I spoke there udth the Prince. 

KING. 

Then is it clear 

As day ! So daring !— licedless of mine honour ! 

QUEEN. 

Your lionour, Sire ! Jf that he now the question, 

A greater honour is, mcthiiiks, at stake 
Than Castille ever brought me as a dowry. 

KING. 

W^hy did you then deny the Prince s presence ? 

QUEEN. 

Because T’m not accustomed to bo question’d 
jLike a delinquent, before all your courtiers ; 

1 ne\er shall deny the tmth, when ask’d 
With kindness and respect. Was that the tow* 
Your Majesty used towards me in Aranjuez ? 

Are your assembled gi’andeos the tribunal 
Queens must account to, for their private conduct ? 
1 gave the Prince the interview he sought 
With earnest prayer, because, my liege and lord, 

I — the Queen —wish’d and will’d it, and because 
1 never can admit, that formal custom 
Should sit as judge on actions that are guiltless : 
And I conceal’d it from your Majesty, 

Because 1 chose not to contend with you, 

About this right, in presence of your courtiers. 
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KINO. 

You speak with boldness, Madam ! 

QUEEN. 

I may add, 

Because the Prince, in his own father s heart, 
Scarce finds that kindness, he so well deserves. 


So well desci-ves ! 


KING. 


QUEEN. 

Why, Sire ! should I conceal it ? 
Highly do I esteem him — ^yes ! and love him 
As a most dear relation, who was once 
Deem’d worthy of a dearer — t^'nderer — title. 

I’ve yet to learn, that he, on this account, 

Should he estrang'd from rac, beyond all others,— 
Because he once was better loved than they. 

Though your state policy may knit together 
What bands it pleases — ’tis a harder task 
To burst such ties ! I \\dll not hate another 
For any one’s command— and since I must 
So speak — such dictates I will not endure. 


KING. 

Elizabeth ! you’ve seen me in weak moments— 
And their rcniorabrancc now emboldens you. 

On that strong influence you now depend, 
Which you have often, with so much success, 
Against my lirmii(*ss tried. But fear the more ! 
The power whicli has seduced mo to be weak, 
May yet inflame me to some a<*t of madness. 

QUEEN. 

What have 1 done ? 


KING {takes her lian<I). 

If it should prove but so— 

And is it not already? If the full 

Accumulated measure of your guilt 

Become but one breatli heavier — should I bo 

Deceived — [Lets her hand go. 

I can subdue these last remains 
Of weakness — can and will — then woe betide 
Myself and you, Elizabeth ! 



sc. IX.] 


DON CARLOS. 


isr** 


QUEEN. 

What crime 

ITave I committed? 

KING. 

On my own account then 

Shall blood be shed. 

QUEEN. 

And has it come to this ? 

O Heaven ! 

KINO. 

I shall forget myself —I shall 
llegard no usage and no voice of nature — 

Not e'en the law of nations. 


Ql’EKN. 

() how much 


I pity you ! 

KINO. 

The pity of a harlot ! 

INIVNTA [clinging to her mother in terror). 

The King ir» aiign and iny inothor weeps. 

I King pushen the child violenthj from the Quekn. 
QUEEN [ivith mildness and dignity, hut with faltering voice). 
This child I must protect from cruelty — 

Como with me, daughter. [Tahes her in her arms. 

If the King no more 

Acknowledge thee — beyond the Pyrenees 
I'll call protectors to defend our cause. [Going. 

KING {embarrassed). 

Queen ! 

QUEEN. 

T can bear no more — it is too much ! 

Hastening to the door, she falls with her child on the 
threshold. 

KING (running to her assistance). 

Heavens I What is that ? 


INFANTA (cries out with terror). 

She hleedb! My mother bleeds! 

[Runs^out, 

KING (anxiously assisting her). 

0, what a fearful accident ! You bleed ; 
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Do I deserve this cruel pumshmcnt ? 

Rise and collect yourself— Rise, they are coming ! 

They will surprise us ! — Shall the assembled court 
Divert themf>el\es with such a spectacle? 

Must 1 entreat you ?— Rise ! 

rises j sujppoTted hj the King. 
ScENi: X. 

The former t Alva, Dominoo entering alarmed^ Ladies follow, 
KING. 

Now let the Queen 

Be led to her apartment ; she b unwell. 

[Eccit the QrLLN, attended hg her ladies. Alva and 
Domingo come forward, 

ALVA. 

The Queen in tears, and blood upon her faco ! 

KING. 

Docs that surprise the devils who’vc misled mo? 

ALVA and DOMINGO. 

We ? 

KINO. 

You, who have said enough to drive me mad, 

But nothing tu eomince me. 

ALVA. 

We gave you 

What we oiiiN('l\es possessed. 

KING. 

May TIell reward you 1 
I’ve done what I repent of ! Ah I was hers 
The language of a conscience dark with guilt ? 

MARQUIS rosA {fiwn without) 

Say, can I see the King? 

Scene XI. 

The former. Marquis Posa. 

KINO (starts wp at the sound of his voice, and advances some 
paces to meet him) 

Ah ! here he comes. — 
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Bight welcome, Marquis ! Duke ! I need you now 
No longer. Leave us. 

Domingo look at each other with sUent asto- 
nishment and retire. 

Scene XIT. 

The ICiNG, a7%d Marquis Posa. 

MARQUIS. 

1'hat old soldier, Sire, 

Who has faced death, in twenty battles, for you, 

Musi hold it thauklebs to be so dismiss’d. 

XING. 

’Tis thus for you to think — for me to act ; 

In a few hours, you have been more to me, 

I’han that man, in a life-time. Nor shall I. 

Keep my content a secret. On your brow 
The lustre of ifty high and royal favour 
Shall shine resplendent — 1 will make that man 
A mark for en\y, \^hom 1 choose my friend. 

MARQUIS. 

What if the veil of dark obscurity 
Were his solo claim to merit such a title ? 

KING. 

What come you now to tell mo ? 

MARQUIS, 

As I pass’d 

Along the antechamber, a dread rumour 
Fell on my ear, — it seeiinul incredible, — 

Of a most angry quaiTel — blood — the Queen—— 

KINO. 

Come you from ber ? 

MARQUIS. 

I should be horrified 

Were not the rumour false : or should perhaps 
Your Majesty meantime have done some act— 

Discoveries of importance I have made, 

Which wholly change the aspect of affairs. 

KINO. 


How, now ? 
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MARQCIS. 

T found an opportunity 
To seize your son s portfolio, with his letters, 

Which, as 1 hope, may throw son\(5 light — 

[lie (jivps the Prikcf/s jKirt folio to the KiNa. 
KING {looks throuqh it eaqerly). 

A letter 

From the Emperor, niy fatlier. Ilow! a letter 
Of which 1 ne'er remember to hji\e lieard. 

[He reads it throityh, pwLv it aside, and goes to iJte 
other 2>ffpers 

A drawing of some fortress - detach'd thoughts 
FVoni Tacitus — and wliat is Iktc? The hand 
1 surely recognise -it is a lady’s. 

[He reads it attentivelgy j^ati/ij to himself, and partly 
aloud. 

“ This key — the farfhest chamhor (/ the (Queen’s 
Pavilion!” — Ua I what's this? — “ Tin' \oice of love, — • 

The timid lover— may — a rich rew’ard.’ — 

Satanic treachery ! T sec it now. 

’Tis she — ’tis her own writing! 

MARQUI-. 

The Queen s writing ! 

Impossible ! — 

KtML 

The Princess Eboli s. 

WARQIIIS. 

Then, it was true, what the (Queen’s page oufcss’J, 

Not long since — that he brought this key and letter. 

KING (grasping the marquis’s hand in great emotion). 
Marquis ! I see that I’m in dreadfid hands. 

This wroman — I confess it — ’twas this wmnan 
Forced the Queen’s casket ; and my first suspicions 
Were breathed by her. Who know^s how deep the priest 
May be engaged in this ? 1 am decei\ed 
By cursed villony. 


MARQUIS. 

Then was it lucky — 

KING, 

Marquis ! O Marquis I I begin to fear 
I’ye wrong’d my wife. 
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HATIQUIS. 

If tliere exist, between 

The Prince and Queen, some secret imderstan<lingSv 
They are of other import, rest assured. 

Than those they charge her with. I know, for certain, 
'rile Prince’s prayer to bo dispatched to FJaiiders, 

Was by the Queen suggested. 

KING. 

I have thought so. 

MAUQUIS. 

The Queen’s ambitious. Dare 1 speak more fully ? 

She sees, with some reseiitinenl, her high hopes 

All disappointed, and hersedf shut out 

From share of empiiv. Your sou’s youthful ardour 

Offers itself to her far-ivachiiig views 

Her heart! — I doubt if she can love. 

KINU. 

Tier schemes 

Of policy can iievor make me tremble. 

WAUQTil .. 

Whether tlu' Infant lovi*'. lu r, — whether we 
Have soimdliiiig wor^e to fear Inuu lum, — are things 
Worthy our deej) atteuliou. To these 
Our strictest vigilance must bo directed. 

KING. 

You must be pledgt^ for him. 

UALIQUIS. 

And if the King 

Esteem me capable of such a taslv, 

J must entreat it be entrusted to me 
Wholly without conditious. 

KING. 

So it shall. 

MARQUrs. 

That in the steps which 1 may think required, 

I may be thwarted by no coadjutors. 

Whatever name they bear. 

KING. 

I pledge my word 
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You shall not. You have proved my guardian angel. 

How many thanks I owe you for this service ! 

[Lerma enters^ the King to him. 
How did you leave the Queen ? 

I.ERMA. 

But scarce recover’d 


From her deep swoon 

[Tic loahs at the Marqttts douhtfiilhj, and exit. 


MARQUIS [to the KING, a fter a jytuse) 

One caution yet sc'cnis needful. 
Tlie Prince may be ndvis('d of our design. 

For he has many faithful friends in Ghent, 

And may have partizans among the rebels. 

Fear may incite to desperate resol\ es ; 

Therefore 1 counsel, that some sp»'(*dy means 
Be taken, to prcM*nt this fatal cliance 


KING. 

You are quite riglit— but how? 

MARQUIS. 

Your Mujfsty 

May sign a secret warrant of arrest, 

And place it in my hands, to be employed. 

As rally seem ir odful, in the hour of danger. 

[77/c King appears thongliijid 
This st('p must be a most ]»rofouiid stato-secrit 
Until 

KING {fjoing ti» his desk and writing the warrant oj arrest). 
The kingdom is at stake, and now 
The pressing danger sanctions urgent measures. 

Here Marquis ! I iiec'd scarcely say — use pindencc. 

MARQUIS {taking the warrant). 

Tis only for the last extremity. 

KING {laying his hand on the shoulder of the MARQUls). 

Go ! Go, dear Marquis ! Give this bosom peace, 

And bring back slumber to my sleepless pillow. 

[Exeunt at different side$. 
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Scene XIII. 

A ffa^ert/. 

Carlos entering in cortrenie agitation^ Count Lerma 
meeting him^ 

CARLOS. 

I have been seeking you. 

LERMA. 

And I, your Highness, 

r VRLOS. 

For heaven’s sake is it true ? 

LERMA. 

What do you mean? 

CARLOS. 

That th(‘ King dreuv his dagger— and that she 
VVa*^ home, all ha I hod in blood, from the upiirtinent? 
Now answer me, by all that’s sacred — say 
What am 1 to beli^‘^e ? What truth is in it ? 

3.KRMA. 

She fainted, and so grazed her skin in falling ; 

That is the whole. 

CARLOS. 

Ts {hero no further danger? 

Count! an&■^^e^ on your honour. 

LLRalA. 

For the Queen 

No farther danger — for yourself there’s much 1 

CARLOS. 

None for my mother ! Then kind Tleavcn I thank thea 
A dreadful rumour reached me, tliat the King 
Haved against child and mother, and that some 
Dire secret was discover’d. 

LERMA. 

And the last 

May possibly he tr^ ' 

CARLOS. 

Be tme ! What mean you? 

LERMA. 

One warning have I given you, Prince, already, 
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And that to-day, — but you despised it, — now 
Perhaps youll profit betterby a second. 


Explain yourself. 


CABLOS. 


BERMA 

If I mistake not. Prince, 

A few days since, I noticed in your liands 
An azure-Lluc ])ortfolio, work’d in velvet 
And chased with gold. 

CARLOS (I' ifh murii^ty). 

Yea ! 1 had such a one. 


BERlklA. 

And on the cover — if T recollect^ — 

A portrait set in i)eujds ? 

CARLOS. 

’Tia right — go on. 

LERMA. 

I enter’d the King’s chamber on a sudden, 

And in his hands I mark'd tliat same portfolio, 

The Marquis Posa standing by his side. 

OABLOs {cf/ier a short silence of astonishment^ hastily). 
Tis false ! 

LERMA {imnnly). 

Then I’m a traitor ! 


CARLOS (looking stedfastly at Jum). 

That you are ! 

LERMA. 

Well ! T forgive you. 

CARLOS [paces the apartment in extreme agitation, at length 
stands still before him). 

Has he injured thee ? 

What have our guiltless ties of friendship done, 

That with a demon’s zeal thou triest to rend them ? 


T.TCRlfA. 

Prince ! I respect the grief w^hich renders you 
So far unjust. 

CARLOS. 

Heav'n shield me from suspicion ! 
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LEBUA. 

And I remember, too, tlie King’s own words. 
Just as I enter’d, lie addrebs’d the Marquis : 
“How many thanks I owe you fur this news.” 


cAui os. 


O say no more ! 

LLRMA. 

Duke Alva is disgraced ! 

The great seal tsikoii from the Priiiee Ruy Gomez, 
And given to llio Marquis. 

CART.os {lost tn deep thoiiftht). 

And from mo 

Has ho coiiccard all tlii ^ And why from me ? 


I EllMA. 

As minister all-powerful, llie court 
Looks on him now — as favourite unri vail’d I 


cAin os 

He lov’d me — ]o^’d me gieully: 1 vras dear. 

As his own soul is to him. That 1 know — 

Of that I’ve had a thousand i»roofs. Jhit should 
'J’he happiness of milliinis }ield to one? 

Must not his eountrv doarci to him prove 
Than Carlob * One Irlend oidy is too few 
For hib caj)a(MOus heart. And not enough 
Is Carlos’ happiness to engross Ins love, 
lie offers me a saciifiee to virtue ; 

And shall T murniui at him? Now ’tis certain, 

I have for ever 1 (js 1 him. 

\TIc steps aside and covers Ids face^ 
Dearest rrinee ! 

How can 1 servo you ? 

OARLos {without looking at him). 

Get you to the King ; 

Go and betray me. I have nought to give. 

I.FRMA. 

Will you then stay and hruve the ill that follows ? 

CARLOB {leans on a hnhistradc and looks forward with a vacant 

gaze). 

I’ve lost him now, and T am destitute ! 


X. 



146 


1>0N CARLOS. 


[ACT IV. 


WKiAK'iajyproacliing him with aympaihizing emotion). 

An<l will you not consult your safety, Prince ? 

CARLOS. 

My safety ! Generous man ! 

LERMA. 

And is tliere, then, 

No other person you should tremble for? 

CARLOS (starts yjt). 

Heavens! you remind me now. Alas ! My mother! 

The 1 Iter that I gave him — lirst refused — 

Then after gave Inm ! 

[Tie paves hachwards and Jonvards with agitation^ 
wringing hi^ hands. 

Has she then deserved 

This blow from him? He should have spared her, Lerma. 

\Jn a hasty determined tone. 
But I must see her — warn her of her danger — 

I must prepare lieu* — Ijcrma, dearest Lerma ! 

Wliom shall 1 send ? Have 1 no friend remaining ? 

Yes ! Heat cn be praised I 1 still luivc one ; and now 
The worst is over. ^ [Exit quickly. 

I.ERMA (/o7/oi(7s, and calls after him). 

Whither, wlnther, Prince? 

Scene XIV. 

The Queen, Alva, Doah.nco. 

Al.VA. 

If we may be permitted, gracious Queen— 

QUEEN. 

What are your wishes ? 

DOMINGO. 

A most true regard 
For your high .Majesty, forbids us now 
To watch in careless silence, an event 
Pregnant with danger to your royal safety. 

ALVA. 

We hasten, by a kind and timely warning, 

To counteract a plot that’s laid against you. 
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DOMINGO. 

And our warm zeal, and our best serricos, 

To lay before your feet, most gracious Queen ! 

QUEEN {lookinff at them with astonishment). 

Most reverend Sir, and you, my noble Duke, 

You much surprise me. Such sincere attachment, 

In truth, I had not hoped for from Domingo, 

Kor from Duke Alva. — Much i value it. 

A plot you mention, memicing my safety — 

Dare I inquire by whom 

ALVA. 

We must entreat 

You will beware :i certain Marqui*^ Posa. 

He has, of Icit*, be(*n secretly employ’d 
In the King’s service. 

orrrN'. 

With th-liglif I hear 

The King has mad ' so cxccllcnl a clioii’C'. 

Deport, long since, lias s])okrii of tin' Marquis, 

As a deserving, grr ii, and Airtiams man — 

The royal grace was ne’er so vmH I m ‘ si ow’d I 

’ DOMINGO. 

So well bestowed 1 W c think fur otherwise. 

ALVA. 

It is no secret now, for vvhal designs 
This mail has been employ’d. 

QUEEN . 

Jlow I Adiat designs? 

You put my exiiectalion on the 
DOMINOO. 

How long is it, since last your IMaju'^iy 
Open’d your casket 

QUEEN. 

Wliy do you inquire ? 

DOMINGO. 

Did you not miss some articles of value ? 

QUEEN. 

Why these suspicions ? What I missed, was then 
Known to the court ! But what of Marquis Posa? 

Say, what connection has all this with him? 

L S 
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ALVA. 

The closest, please your Majesty — the Prince 
Has also lost some papers of importance ; 

And they ^ere seen, this luomiiij^, with the King, 

After the Marquis had an audience of him. 

QULLN (ftjier Home ennui deration). 

This news is strange iudoed — inexplicable — 

To find a foo, wliere 1 could ne’er have dream’d it, 

And two warm friends. 1 knew not I possess’d ! 

\Fivinij her eyefi ntedfa^tly upon them. 
And, to speak U’uth, 1 had vtdl nigh imputed 
To 3 "ou, the wicked turn my hiiahaiid served me. 

A}.VA. 

To us ! 


grEKN. 

To you yoursehes ! 

DOMINGO. 

To us i Duke Aha! 

QCEEN {her cycH still fastened on them). 

I am glad to he, so timely, made aware 
Of my rash judgment, — else had I resolved 
This veiy day, to hog his Majesty 
Would bring me, face to face, with my accusers. 

But I’m contented now. T can appeal 
To tho Duke Alva, for his testimony. 

ALVA. 

For mine ? You would not sure do that ! 

QUEEN. 

Wliy not ? 

ALVA. 

’Twould count ei-act the services we might 
Render, iu secret, to you. 

QUEEN. 

How^ ! in secret ? 

\With stern dignity, 

T fain w’ould know whtit secret projects, Duke, 

Your Sovereign’s spouse can have to form with .you, 

Or, Priest! with you — her husband should not know? 
Think j^ou that I am imiocent, or guilty? 

, DOMINGO. 


Strange question! 
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ALVA. . 

Should the Monarch prove unjust — 
And, at this time 

QUEEN. 

Then I must wait for justice 
Until it come — and they are happiest far 
Whose consciences may calmly wait their right. 

[Bows to them and exit. Domingo and Alva exeunt 
on the opposite side. 


Scene XV. 


Chamber of Princess FiROu. 
Princess Eboli. Cari.os immediately after. 
rnoLi. 

I it then true — tlie strange int* lligeiicc, 

That fills the Court with wonder ? 

CARLOS (tmters), 

J >0 not fear, 

princess ! I shall }>c genth* as a child. 

EBOl.I. 

Prince, this intrusion I 

CARLOS. 

Are you angry still? 
Off.'iided still with me 


LBOI.I. 

Prince ! 


CARLOS {earnestly). 
1 pray you answer me. 


Are you angry ? 


F.BOLI. 

What can this mean ? 

You seem, Prince, to forget — what would you with me ? 

CARLOS {seizing her hand with wamitK). 

Dear maiden ! Can you hate eternally? 

Can injured love ne’er pardon ? 

EBOLI [dis'^ngaging herself'). 

Prince ! of what 

"Would you remind me ? 
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CARLOS. 

Of your kindness, dearest ! 

And of my deep ingratitude. Alas, 

Too well T know it! deepty have T wronged thoc — 
Wounded tby tender heart, and from thnie eyes. 

Thine angel eyes, wrung precious tears, sweet maid! 

But ah ! 'lis nut repentance leads me hither. 

I BOLT. 

Prince ! leave me — T — 

CARLOS. 

i come to thee, because 
Thou art a maid of gentle soul — because 
1 trust thy heart — thy kind and tender heart. 

Think, dearest maiden! think I ha\o no friend. 

No friend but thee, in all this wretched world — 

Thou wlio wert once so kind, wilt not for ever 
Hate me, nor will thine anger prove eternal. 

FBoi T (tnnunff awaif her face). 

0, cease ! No more ! For If eaven's sake ! leave me, Prince 

c\nLos. 

Let mo remind tbeo of those golden hours— 

Let me remind thee of thy loie, b\ieet maid — 

That love which I so basely ha\e offended! 

0 let me no>N appear to ihee again 

As once I was— and as thy heart ])ort rayed me. 

Yet once again, once onl\ place my image, 

As ill days ])ast, before ihy tender soul, 

And to that idol, make a saci-itice, 

Thou caiibt not make to me. 

1J30LI. 

i ), (kirlos, ceaso ! 

Too cruelly thou sportest with my hidings ! 

CARLOS. 

Be nobler than tliy sex ! Forgive an insult ! 

Do what no woman e’er has done before thee, 

And wliflt no woman, after thee, can equal. 

1 ask of thee an unexampled favour. 

Grant me — upon my knees I ask it of thee — 

Grant mo two moments with the Queen, my mother ! 

. [He casta himself at her feet. 
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Scene XVI. 

The former, Majiquts Posa rushes m; behind him two 
Officers of the Queen's Guard, 

MAEQTjis [breathless and agitated^ rushing between cahlos 
and the pktnoessV 

Say, what has he confessed? Believe him not ! 

CATiLOs (still on his kneeSy with loud ruice). 

By all that’s holy 

MAiiQUis {interrupting him with vehemence). 

lie in mad ! llo raves ! 

0 listen to him not ! 

CARLOS {lo7idt r and more urgent). 

It IS a question 

Of life and death, conduct me to her straight. 

MARQTTis (dragguuf the pkjnc i ss from him by force). 

You die, if you hut listen. 

[7o one of the OJfieerSy showing an order. 
Count of Cordova ! 

In the King’s name, Prince C.irlos is your prisoner. 

[Carlos stands hewildt red. The Princess utters a cry of 
horroty and tries to escape. The Officers ore astounded, 
—.4 long and deep pause ensues. The Marquis trem- 
bles violenthjy and with difficulty preserres his composure, 

[To the Prince, 

1 heg your sword. — The Princess Kholi 

Ecmains — [To the Officers, 

And you, oil peril of your lives, 

Let no one with his Highness speak — no person — 

Not e’en yourselves. 

[He whispers a few words to cue Officer, then turns te 
the other, 

I hasten, instantly, 

To cast myself before our Monarch’s feet, 

And justify this step — [To the Prince, 

And Prince ! for you— 

Expect me in on hour. 

[Carlos permits himself to he led away without any signs 
of consciousness, eweept that, in passing, he casts a 
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lauffiud, dyhiff InoJc, on the Marquis. The Princess 
endeavours again to escape: the Marquis pulls her 
hack by the arm. 


Scene XVII. 

Princess Eboli, Marquis Posa. 

E130T.T 

For Heaven's sake let me leave this place — 

marquis [leads her forward ■ with dieadfid enmestness). 

Tbou wretch ! 

What has lie said to thcc ? 

EBOLT. 

O lea\e me ! Nothing ! 

MARQUIS {with earnestness : holding her hack hy force). 
How much has he imparted to lliee ? Here 
No way is left thee to escape To none, 

In this world, shalt thou over tell it. 

EROLi {looking at him with terror). 

Heavens ! 

What would you do? Would you then murder me ^ 
MAKQUis [drawing a dagger). 

Yes ! that is my resol\ e. Bo speedy ! 

LBULT. 

Mcre,\ ' 

What have I then e(iiiimitted ? 

MARQUIS (looking towards hearen, points the dagger to her 
breast). 

Still there’s time — 

The poison has not issued from these lips. 

Dash but the howl to atoms, all remains 
Still as before ! The destinies of Spain 
Against a woman’s life ! 

[Remains doubtlngly in this position 

EBOLi (Jiaving sunk doicn beside him, looks in his face). 

Do not delay — 

Why do you hesitate ? J beg no merry — 

I have deserved to die, and I am ready. 
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MARQUTS {letting his hand drop slowly — after some reflection). 
It were as cowardly as barbarous, 

No ! God be praised ! — another way is left. ’ 

[He lets the dagger fall and hurries out. The Princess 
hastens out through another door. 


SCLNK XVI T I. 

A Chamber of the Queen. 

The Queen to the Countess P'uentes. 

What means this noisy tumult in the palace ? 

Each breath to-day alarms me ! Cvountess ! see 
What it portends, and hasten back witli speed. 

[Ejcit Countess Fientes — The Puncess Eeoli rushes in. 


Scene XTX. 

Tul (Juken, PitiscrsH Ebotj. 

EBOLi {breathless, pale, and a lid, falls before the Queen). 
Help I Help! O Qiucn ! ln's seized ! 

QUIU X. 

Who ? 


EBOEl. 


lie’s arrested, 

By the King's orders ghon to ^Marquis Pusa. 


Who is arrested ? 


QUEEN. 

Who? 

EBOLI. 

The Prince! 


QUEEN. 

EBOLT. 

This moment they arc leading him away. 


Thou lav st 1 


QUEFN. 

And wlio arrested him ? 

EBOTJ. 

The Man^uis Posa. 


QUEEN. 

Then Heaven be praised, it was the Marquis seized him ! 
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EBOLT. 

Can you speak thus, and with such tranquil mien ? 

X) Heavens ! you do not know — you cannot think — 

, QUEEN. 

The cause of his arrest I — some trifling error, 

Doulbtless arising from his headlong youth ! 

* KBOLT. 

No f 'no ! I know far better. No, my Queen ! 
Jlemorsclcss treachery ! There's no help for him. 

He dies ! 

Qn.EN. 

lie dies ! 

lUiOTj;. 

And I'm his murderer ! 

QUKEN. 

What! Dies? Thou ravest ! Think what thou *irt saying? 
E1U)L1. 

And wherefore — wherefore dies he? Had T known 
That it would come to this ! 

QUEEN {ial'cs her affeclionalehj Inj the hriN'I), 

O dearest Ihiucess, 

Your senses are distracted, but collect 
Your wandering sjiirits, and relate to mo 
More calmly, not in images of horror 
That fright my inmost soul, whale ’or you know. 

Say, what has happened? 

r.BOl.T. 

O display not. Queen, 

Such heavenly condescension I Like hot flames 
This kindness sears my conscience. I’m not worthy 
To view thy purity with eyes ])rofane. 

O crush the wretch, who, agonized by shame, 

Kemorse, and self-reproach, writhes at thy feet ! 

QUEEN. 

Unhappy woman ! Say, what is thy guilt ? 

F.DOLI. 

Angel of light 1 Sweet saint ! thou little know’st 
The demon, who has won thy loving smiles. 

Know her to-day — I was the wretched thief 
■Whb plunder’d thee. 
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QUEEN. 

What! Thou? 


EDOLI. 

Up to the King ! 

QUEEN. 

What! Thou? 


rAnd gave thj letters 


EBOLI. 

And dared accuse thee ! 

QUEEN. 

Thou ! Couldst thou this ? 


EBOLI. 

Revenge and madness — love— ^ 
I hated tliec, and loved the Prince I 


QUEEN. 

Uis love so prompt thee ? 


And did 


EBOLI. 

I liad own’d mj’^ lo^ e, 

But in^t with no return. 


QUi^.EN {after a pause), 

Kow all’s explain’d ! 

Rise up ! — ^j"ou loved him — 1 have pardon’d you — 

1 have forgotten all. Now, Princess, rise! 

[Iloldhuf out her hand to the Princess. 


EBOLI. 

No ! no ! a foul confession still remains. 
I will not rise, great tjueen, till 1 


QUEEN. 

Then speak ! 

What have J yet to hear ? 

EBOLI. 

The King ! Seduction ! 

0 ! now you turn away ! And in your eyes 

1 read abhorrcnco. Yes ; of that foul crime 

I chjirged you with, 1 have myself been guilty. 

[She presses her huminff face to the ground. Exit Queen. 
— A long pause. The Countess Olivarez, after some 
minutes^ comes out of the Cdhinet, into which the 
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Quken entered, and finds the Phi^jcess still lyinrf in 
the above posture. She approaches in silemr. On hear- 
ing a noise, the latter looks up and heroines like a 
mad person when she misses the Qui:ex. 

Scene XX. 

PiiiNCEss T5boli, Countess Oijvakez. 

EUOJ.l. 

Heavens ! she has left me. 1 am now undone ! 

OLIVAREZ {approaching her) 

My Princess — Ebali ! 

EliOLl. 

I know your business, 

Duchess, and you come liither from the (Jueen, 

To speak iriy sentence to me — do it (quickly I 
oi.rvAiir.z. 

J am commanded, by her Majesty, 

To take your cross and key. 

EBoLJ {takes from her hreast a golden Cross, and gives 
it to the duchess). 

And but once more 

May 1 not kiss my gracious Sovereigns hand? 

OLIVAREZ. 

In holy Mai-y s convent, shall you learn 
Your fate, Princess. 

EBOLI (with a food of fears). 

Alas ! then I no more 
Shall ever see the Queen ! 

OLIVAREZ {embraces her with her face turned away). 

Princess, farewell ! 

[S/ie goes hastihj away. The Pjuncess follows her as 
far as the door of the Cabinet, which is immediately 
locked after the Duchess. She remains a few 
minutes silent and motionless on her knees before it. 
She then rises and hastens away, covering her face. 

Scene XXI. 

Queen, Marquis Posa. 

QUERN. 

Ab ! Marquis, I am glad you're come at last ! 
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MARQUIS {jytle, with a disturbed countenance and 
trembling voice, in solemn deep agitation, during 
the whole Scene), 

And is your Majesty alone? Can none 
Within the adjoining chamber overhear as? 

QUEEN. 

No one ! But v^hy ? What news would you impart ? 

{Looking at him closely, and drawing hack alarmed. 
And ^\hat ha« \vi ought this change in you ? Speak, Marquis! 
You make me troiiihlo— all your features seem 
So mark’d with death ! 

ATABQUrs. 

You know, p(rhap‘', already— 

QUi i:n. 

'Fhat Carlos nvre'-ted — and they add, 

By you ! Is it then true*’ From no orfe else 
Would I belhwe it, hut ytmiself. 

M \KQLI«5. 

Tis tnie. 

Q»u i:n. 

By yen ’ 

M vro^ris. 

By me ‘ 

QPI LN (looks at him for some time douldhigiy), 

I still respect your actions 
E'en when 1 comprehend them not. In this, 

Bardoij a timid woman I 1 miudi fear 
You play a dang<^rous game. 

M \RQT js. 

And I have lost it. 

QUI EN. 

Meiciful llea\eii! 


MAKQT 18. 

Queen, fear not! He is safe. 

But I am lost myself. 

QUl.LN. 

What do I hear ? 

MARQUIS. 

Who hade me hazard all, on one chance throw ? 

All? And with rash, foolhardy confidence, 

Sport with the power of lTca\en ? Of bounded mind, 
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Man, wbo is not Omniscient, must not dare 
To guide the helm of Destiny. — Tis just ! 

But why these thoughts of self? The hour is precious, 
As life can be to man : — and who can tell 
Whether the parsimonious hand of Fate 
May not have measured my last drops of life? 

QUEEN. 

The hand of fate ! What means this solemn tone ? 

I understand these words not — ^but 1 shudder. 

MARQUIS. 

He’s saved ! — no matter at what price — lie’s saved ! 

But only for to-day, — a few short hours 

Are his. 0 let him husband tiiem ! — This night 

The Prince must leave Madrid. 

QUEEN. 

Tins YCiy night? 

MARQUIS. 

All measures arc prepiired. The post will meet him 
At the Cartliusian Convent, which hus served 
So long as an asylum to our friendbhip. 

Here wull he find, in letters of exchange, 

All ill the world that fortune gifts me with. 

Should more he wanting, you inust e’en supply it. 

In truth, I have within my heart, full much 
To unburthcu to my Carlos, — it may chance 
I shall want leisure now, to tell him all 
In person, — ^l)ut this CAtniing you will see hnn, 

And therefore I address myself to you. 

QUEEN. 

0 for my peace of mind, dear Marquis, speak ! 

Explain yoursdf more clearly ! Do not use 
This dark, and fearful, and mysterious language ! 

Say, what has happened? 

MARQUIS. 

I have yet one thing, 

A matter of importance, on my mind : 

In your hands I deposit it. My lot 
Was such, as few indeed have e’er enjoy’d— 

1 lov’d a Prince’s son. My heart to one — 

To that oue object given— embraced the world 1 
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I have created in my Carlos* soul, 

A paradise for millions ! O my dream 
Was lovely! — But the will of Providence 
Has summon’d me away, before my hour. 

From this my beauteous work. 11 is Roderigo 
Soon shall be his no more, and friendship’s claim 
Will be transfevr’d to love. Here, therefore, here 
Upon this sacred albir — on the heart 
Of his loved Queen — T lay my last bequest, 

A precious legacy — he’ll liiid it hero, 

When 1 shall be no more. 

[He turns away, his voice choJeed with grief, 

QllKEN. 

This is the language 
Of a dying man — it surely emanates 
But from jour blood’s excitement — or do6s sense 
Lie hidden m y(»ur language* 

MAma IS {]ias endeavoured to collect himself and continues in 
a solemn voice). 

Tell the Prince, 

That h<‘ must over boar in mind, the oath 
We s^vorc, in past eiithubiastie days. 

Upon the Sacred 1 have kept mine — 

T’ni true to him, till death — ’tis now his lum— 

QT^KKN. 

Till death? 

MAEQUTK. 

1 O bid him realize the dream, 

The glowing 'sision which our friendship painted, 

Of a now — perfect realm ! And let him lay 
The first hand on the rude unshapen’d stone. 

Whether he fail or prosper — all alike — 

Let him commence the work. When centuries 
Have roll’d away, shall Pro\idence again 
Raise to the throne, a princely youth like him. 

And animate again a fav’rite son, 

Whose breast shall bum with like enthusiasm. 

f Ll him, in manhood, he must still revere 
e dreams of eaidy youth, nor oj )0 the heart . 

Heaven’s all-tender flower, to ennker-worms 
boasted reason, — nor be led astray 
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* When, by the wisdom of the dust, he hears 
Enthusiasm, hcuvenly-born, blasphemed 
J have already told him. — 

QUEEN. 

Whither, Marquis? 

Whither docs all this tend ? 

MAllQUTS. 

And tell him farther, 

I lay upon his soul the happiness 

Of man — that with my dyinj» breath T elaim, 

Demand it of him — and witli justest title. 

I had desif^u’d a new, a glorious morn, 

To waken in these kingdoms : for to me 
Philip had open’d all his inmost heart — 

Call’d me his son — bestow'd his seals upon me — 

And Alva was im more his eouuscdlor. 

He pauses, and looks at the Queen / or afeir moments in 
silence . 

You weep ! — 1 know those' teais, beloved soul ! 

O they are tears of joy ! — but it is past — 

h'or ever past ! — Carlos or I ? The choice 

Was prompt and fearful. One of us must perish ! 

And 1 ill be that one. O ask no more ! — 

QUr.EN. 

Now, now, at last, 1 comprehend your meaning, 

Unhappy man ’ What ha\e you done? 

M VRQUIS. 

( ut off 

Two transient hours of c\ cuing, to secure 
A long bright summer day ! I now gi\c up 
The King for ever. AVhat Avero I to the King? 

In such cold soil, no rose of mine could bloom; 

In my great friend, must Europe’s fortune ripen 
Spain 1 bequeath to liim, still bathed in blood. 

From Philip’s iron hand. Put woe to him. 

Woe to us both, if 1 have chosen wrong ! 

But no — O no ! — 1 know my Carlos better — 

Twill never come to pass ! —for this my Queen, 

You stand my surety. [After a silence. 

Yes ! I saw his love 

In its first blossom — saw his fatal passion 
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Take root in his young heart. I had full power 
To check it ; hut I did not. The attachment 
Which seem’d to me not guilty, I still nourish’d. 

The world may censuMlwino, but I repent nQt, 

Nor does my hcart.a|Rtee me. 1 saw life 
Where death appear’d to others. In a flame 
So liopclchs, I discern’d Hope’s golden beam. 

I wish’d to lead him to the excolic‘nt — 

To exalt him to the highest point of beauty. 

Mortality denied a moded to me. 

And language, words. Then did I bend his vie>vs 
To this point only — and my whole endeavour 
AVas to exjjlain to him his lo\e. 

QLKEN. 

Your friend. 

Marquis ! so wholly occupied your mind, ' 

That for his cause you quite f«)rgot my owm — 

Could you sup])Ose that I had thrown aside 
All woman’s weaknesses, that you could dare 
Make me his ang< and conlide alone 
In >irlne, for his armour? You forget 
What l isk the lieart must run, when we ennoble 
Passic/ii with such a beauteous name as this 

MMIQUIS. 

Yes, in all other women — but in one, 

One only, ’lis not so. — For you, I sw’ear it. 

And should you blush t’indulge the* pure desire 
To call heroic virtue into life? 

Can it allc ct King Philip, that his works 
Of noblest art, in the Fscurial, raise 
Immortal longings in the painter’s soul. 

Who stands entranced before them Du the sounds 
Tliat slumber in tlie lute, belong alone 
To him wdio buys the chords ? With ear unmoved 
T* may preserve his treasure : — he has bought 
The wretched right to shiver it to atoms, 

But uot the power to wake its silver tones. 

Or, in the magic of its sounds, dissolve. — 

Truth is created for tlie sage, as beauty 

Is for the feeling heart. They own each other. 

And this belief, no coward prejudice 
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Shall make me e'er disclaim Then promise, Queen, 

Tliat you will ever love him. That false shame, 

Or fancied dignity, shall never make you 
"Yield to the 'voice of base diRsiniulatioii ; — 

That you will love him still umdionged, for ever, 
rromise me this, O Queen ! Here solemnly 
Say, do you promise ? 

QUEEN. 

That my heart alone 

Shall ever \ indicate my love, 1 promise — 

MABQUTS [drawhitf Jiia hand hath). 

Now 1 die salislied — my work is done. 

[IJo hoim to the < Ei.N, and is ohout to go. 

QT lj:n [foUous hhn udh hir egn in silence) 

You are then going, JMartpiis, and h.'uc* not 
Told me how soon — and when — we meet again ? 

MABQns (comes hack once more, his face timud aivay) 

ITcs, we shall surely meet again ! 


QUEEN. 

Now\ Posn, 

I understand you. Why have you done this ? 

MARQUIS. 

Carlos, or I myself ! 

QUEEN. 

"No! no ! you rush 
TIoadlong into a dc( d you deem sublime. 

Do not (breivc yourself: T Icnow you well : 

Long have you thirsted for it. If your prido 

ilut have its till, what matters it to you 

Though thousand hearts should break. O ! now, at length, 

I comprehend your feelings — ’tis the love 

Of admiration w^hich has won your lieaid — 

MARQUIS {surprised, aside), 

'Kol I was not prepared for this — 

QUEEN {after a pause). 

O Marquis ! 

Is there no hope of preservation ? 

, MARQUIS. 


None. 
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QUEEN. 

None ? 0 consider TV’eU ! None possible ! 

Not c’eii by me ? 

MARQUIS. 

None even, Queen, by thee. 


QUEEN. 

You but lialf know me — I have courage, Marquis — 


I know it — 


MARQT^IS. 


QUEEN. 

And no means of safety * 


MIRQUIS. 

None ! 

QTTTEN {turn luff away, and (arc ring lur face\ 

Oo’ N(*\er more shall I respect a man — 

MARQUIS {caUs himself on /»/s hncc^ before h< r hi evident 
emotion). 

O Qik lu ’ O hen\t n ’ how lovely still is life ! 

\H< slints np and rushes oat. The (^i i i.n letires into 
hi r I ''(ill net. 


S(LNE XXTI. 

Duke Arv\ and Domin(iO walhiny up and down in silt nee 
and siparately. Count Li uma tomes out of the Kin(/s 
Cahimt, and afieruards Don LIaymond of Taxis, the Vost- 
masti r General. 

LT mi \ 

]la& not the Maiqiiis yet appeared? 

ALVA. 

Not yet 

[Lerma about to re-enUr the Cabinet. 
'I AMS (enters). 

C8hiit Lerma ! Pray announce me to the King ^ 

l.ERMA. 

Jlis IMajcsty cannot be seen. 

TAXIS. 

But say 

That I must see him : that my business is 

M % 
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Of urgent import io bis Majesty. 

Make haste — it will admit of no delay. 

[liEUMA c/itcrs the Cabinet, 

ALVA. 

Dear Taxis, you must learn a little patience. 

You camiot see Lhe lung. 

TAMS. 

Not see him ! Why ? 

Af.VA. 

You should have been eonsid rate, and procured 
Permission from the Marquis Posa first — 

Who keeps both son and fatiicr in conliiuMuent. 

TAXIS. 

The Marquis Posa ! IJiglit — that is the man 
l^Yom whom I bring this letter. 

ALYA. 

ITii! Wluil letter? 

TAXIS. 

A letter to he fomarded to Ilrnssels. 

ALVA [altnitircly). 

To Brussels ? 

TAXIS. 

And 1 bring it to the King. 

Al.VA. 

Iude(*d ! to Brussels ! Heard you that, Domingo ? 

DOMINGO [joiniuff them). 

Full of suspicion ! 

TAXIS. 

And with anxious mien, 

And deep embarrassment, he gave it to me. 

DOMINGO. 

Embarrassment ! To whom is it directed ? 

TAXIS. 

The Prince of Orange and Nassau. 

ALVA. 

To William! 

There s treason hero, Domingo ! 

4 DOMINGO. 


Nothing less I 
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In truth this letter must, without Jelay, 
lie laid before the Kiug. A noble service 
You render, worthy mau — to be so firm 
In the discharge of duty. 

TAXIS. 

Reverend Sir ! 

Tis but my duty. 

ALVA. 

But you do it well. 

{coming out nf the Cabiuct, addressing taxis). 

The King \\ ill see you. [Taxis goes in. 

Ib the Marquis come? 

DOMINGO. 

lie has been bought for ('VfTy\\here. 

ALVA. 

’Tis strange ! 

The Prince is a state prisojier ! And the King 
Kuovs not the reason nnI)} ’ 

DOMrN<iO. 

lie never came 

To CNplain the bubiiiess here. 

Al.VA. 

What says the King ? 

Ll.llMA. 

The King spoke not a word. [-.1 noise in*t1ic Cabinet. 

ALVA. 

What noise is that ? 

TAXIS [coming out of the Cabinet), 

Count Lerina ! [ 'Roth enter. 

ALVA {to DOMINGo). 

What so deeply can engage then? 

DOMINGO. 

That look of fijar !— This intercepted letter I 
It augurs nothing good. 

ALVA. 

Ho sends for Lcrma ! 

Yet ho must know full well, that you and I 
Are both in waiting 
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[act IV. 


DOMINOO. 

All ! our day is over ! 

ALVA. 

And am 1 not the same, to whom these doors 
Flew open oiico * But ah ! how changed is all 
Around me, and' how strange ! 

[JloMiNGO njtj)toaches the Cahinit door softly and re~ 
mains Usleniny befote it. 

AI4VA [after a pati^e). 

JLirk! — All is still 

And silent as the gra\e ! 1 hear them hreiiLlie. 

DOMINOO. 

The douhle liipestry ahsorhs the sounds ! 

AI.VA. 

A'^Jly! tlicn*s some one coming. — All a])pcars 
So sohnnn and so still — ?is if this instant 
Some deep niouientous question were decided. 


SerNK XXTIT. 

The IhiiNcr. of Pabma, the Dukes of Feuta and Medina 
S iDoMA, ivith Ollier Grandees enter — the preceding, 

PAUMA. 

Say, can uc see the King? 

ALVA. 

No! 

PARMA. 

Who is with him? 

Fi:urA. 

Tlie Marquis Posa, doubtless? 


He is expected here. 


ALVA, 

Every instant 

PARMA. 

Tliis moment we 


Arrive from Rjiragossa. Thro’ Madrid 
Terror prevails ! Is tlie announcement truo ? 


Alas, too true ! 


DOMINGO. 
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FERIA. 

Tliat ho has been arrested 
By the Marquis ! 

ALVA. 

Yes. 

r-ARMA. ^ 

And ^\llerefore? What’s the cause? 

AI.VA. 

Wherefore? That no one kiiowa, except the King 
And ^larquib Bosa. 

I‘AliMA. 

And without tlic warrant 
Of the asscinhlcd Cortes of the Ilealm? 

FEniA. 

That man shall siifl<'r, mIio lla^ lent a hand 
'i'o infringe the nation’s rights. 

At A A. 

And so say 1 ! 

MLliTN\ SIDOMA, 

And I ! 

TiiL oniLii crwANi>ri:s. 

And all oJ us ! 

A1 YA. 

Who'll follow me 

Into the eahiiM'l ? I’ll tlp'(u\ niyseli 
Before the Monareh’s feet 

ir.KMA {nishlufj out of tit caWnvl). 

Tlie Duke of Alva! 

DOMINl.O. 

Then God he praised at last ! 

LERMA. 

, When Marquis Bosa 

Comes, say the King's engaged and he’ll be sent for. 

DOMINGO {to lerma; till the others having gathered round him^ 
full of anxious expectation,) 

Count ! What lias happen’d ? You are pale as death ! 
LERMA {Jmstening away). 

Fell villany ! 
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[act IV 


PARMA and FEEIA. 
What ! what ! 


MEDINA SIDONIA. 

I low is the King? 
DOMTNOO {at the same time). 

Fell villany ! Ex] )lain — 


Ll'UMA. 

The King shed tears ! 

DOMINGO. 

Shed tears ! 

ATj. {toqcther u'iih asfonLlimvdt ) 
llio King shed tears ! 

[The hell rings in the Cahinet, Count T.erma hastens in. 


DOMINGO. 

Count, y('t one word. 

Pardon ! — He’s gone ! WeVe fetter’d in aniazcinent. 


Scene XXIV. 

Princess Enoi.i, FriiiA, Medina Sidonia, Parma, Domingo, 
and other Gtandees. 

EBOLi (hurriedly and distraetedly). 

AVhere is the Jv^iiig? Wlicre? I must speak with him. 

\To Feiua. 

Conduct me to him, Duke! 


J’l lUA. 

'I’he ^ronaroli i.s 

Engaged in urgent husiness. Ko one now 
Can be admitted. 

FBOIJ. 

Has he signed, as yet, 

The fatal sentence ? lie has been deceived. 

DOMrNOO {f/ieinfj her a significant look at a distance). 

The Princess Eboli ! 

EBOLI {going to him). 

What! you here. Priest? 

The very man I want ! You can confirm 
My testimony ! 

\^She seizes his hand and would diag him into the Cahinet. 
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DOMINGO. 

T ? You rave Princess ! 

FERTA. 

Hold back ! The King cannot attend you now. 

EBOLI. 

But he must hear me — he must hear the truth ! 

The truth ! — were he ten times a Deity ! 

DOMINGO. 

Away ! You hazard every thing ! Stand back ! 

EBOLI. 

Man ! tremble at the anger of tliy idol. — 

1 have nought left to hazard. 

[Attempts to entrr the Cabinet: Alva nfshes out, hie 
et/ee ^pnrlcUnfj, tniwtjJi in his gait. He ha'^tens to 
DOMINGO, and embraces him. 

AT.VA. 

Let each Church 

Besound with high To Deuins. Victory 
At length is our'- 

DOMINGO. 

AVha< ! —ours ? 

AL\A [to DOMINGO and the other Grandee.^). 

Now to the King. 

You shall, hereafter, hear the sc(pel from me. 


ACT V. 

Scene I. 

A Chamber in the Tlmjal T\tlacc, .separated from » large fore- 
court by an iron-barred gate. Sentinels walking up and 
down. 

C'Ailos sitting at a table, with his hand leaning forward on his 
arms, as if he were asleep. In the back-ground of the Chamber 
are some Officers, confined with him. The Marquis Posa 
enters, unobserved by him, and whispers to the Officers, who 
immediately withdraw. He himself steps close up to Cari.os, 
atid looks r* him for a few minutes in silent sorrow. At last 
he makes a motion, whkh awakens him out of his stupor. 
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[act V 


Carlos rises, and seeing the Marquis, starts haeJe. Tie 
regards him for some time with fixed eyes, and draws his 
hand onr his forehead as if he wished to recollect some- 
thing. 

MARQUIS. 

Carlot> ! ’tis I. 

CARLOS {gives him his hand). 

Com ht thou to me again ? 
friendly of tlioe, truly. 

MARQUIS. 

Here, I tlioiiglit 
Thou mightest need a friend. 

CARLOS 

Indeed ! Was that 

Thy real thought ? — O joy uns})cakable ! 
liight \Nell I klle^^ thuu still vert true to me. 

MARQUIS. 

I ha\ e deserved this from thee. 

CARLOS. 

Hast thou not ? 

And now wo understand each other fully, 

It joys ray heart. This LindnebS, this forbearance 
Jlecoiues our noble souls. For should there be 
One rash, unju .t demand ainougst niy ^^ibhes, 

Wouldst thou, fi/i* that, refubo me what was just? 

Virtue 1 know may often be severe, 

Hut never is she cmel and inhuman. 

O ! it hath cost thee much — full w'ell I know 
How thy kind heart with bitter anguish bled. 

As thy hands deck’d their victim for the altar ! 

MARQUIS. 

What mean’bt thou, Carlos ? 

CARLOS. 

Thou, thyself, wilt now 
Fulfil the joyous course I should have run. — 

1'hou wilt bestow on Spain those golden days, 

She might have hoped, in vain, to win from me. 

I’m lost, for ever lost — thou saw’st it clearly.— 

This fatal love has scatter’d — and for ever — 

All the bright early blossoms of my mind. 
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To all tliy great c\:nltcd hopes I'm dead. 

(Hianco led thee to the King — or Providence,— 

It cost thee but my secret — and at once 

lie was tlihjo own — thou may’st become his angel : 

But T am lost, tho' Spain perhaps may flourish. 

Well, there is notliing to condemn, if not 
My own mad blindness. O, I should have kllo^v^l 
That thou art no less groat, than tender-hearted. 
mauquis. 

No ! I foresaw not, I consider d not 

That friendship s genertjus heart, would lead thee on, 

Beyond my worldly prudence. I have err'd, 

My fabric’s shatter’d— 1 forgot thy heart. 

CAltl.OS. 

Yet, if it had been possible to spare 

ITor fnt(» — O how intoiif-oly J liad thank’d ihoe! 

Could J not hear the burden by myself? 

Aud why must she bo made a secontl victim ? 

But now no raoie. I’ll sjiarc tboo this re])roach. 

What is the Qu(‘on to thee ? Say, dost tliou love her? 

Could thy exalted virtue o’er coiiMilt 

^J’lie potty interests of my wretched passion ? 

O piirdoii mo ! — I was unjust 


AlAIUiUIS. 

Thou art so ! 

But not for tlii"' reproach lV‘>erved 1 ouc, 

1 merit all — and then 1 should not stand 
Before you as 1 do. [ITe takes out his 2 >ortf olio 

1 have some letters 

To give you back, of those you trusted to me. 

CABI.OS {loo/is Ji)sL at the letters^ then at the m^-RQUIS, in 
astonishment). 

How ! 


MAUQUIS. 

I return them now, hec^iiuse they may 
Prove safer in thy custody, than mine. 


CARLOS. 

What meanest thou? Has his JMnjesty not read them? 
Have they not been before him ? 


ICABQUIS. 


What, these letters! 
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[act Y. 


CAELOS. 

Thou didst DOt show them all then. 

MARQUIS. 

Who has said 


That ever I show’d one ? 

CARLOS {astonished). 

Can it be so ? 


Count Lcrma- 


MAIIQUIS 

lie ! he told tlice so ! NoW all 
Js clear as day. But who could have foreseen it.* 
Ijorma ! O no, he hath not learned to lie. 

*Tis true, the lung has all the other letters. 

CARLOS [looks at him lontjwith speechless astonishment). 
But wherefore am I liere ? 

MARQUIS 

For caution s sake. 

Lest thou should chance, a second lime, to make 
An Eboli thy conildaiit. 

CARLOS («s if wakinfj from a dream). 

♦ Ha ! Now 

I sec it all — all is explain'd. 

MARQUIS {ffocs to thc doov). 

Wlio s there ? 


Scjlnj: II. 

Dukf. Al’sa. — Thc former. 

ALVA [ajiproachlny the princk trilh respect, hut tuniVng his 
hack on the marquis during the whole scene), 

Princo, you are free. Deputed by the King, 

I come to toll you so. 

[Carlos looks at the Marquis with astonishment. 
General silence. 

And I, in truth, 

Am fortunate, to have tliis honour first 

CARLOS {Jooking at hoik with extr&me amazement^ after a paiiAS 
to the dukk). 

I aro imprison'd, Duke, and set at freedom, 

Unconscious of the cause of one, or other. 
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ALVA. 

As far as I know, Prince, *lwas througli an error, 

To which the King was driven, by a traitor. 

CARLOS. 

Then am I here by order of the King ? 

ALVA. 

Yes, through an error of bis Majesty. 

CARLOS. 

That gives me pain indeed. — Put vhen the King 
Commits an error, ’twould beseem the King. 

Metliiiiks, to remedy the fault in person. 

1 am Don Pliiliy» s son — and curious eyes, 

And slanderous looks, are on me. What the King 
Hath done, from sense of duty, no or will I 
Appear to owe to your considerate favour., 

I am prepared to appear before the Corte^, 

And will not take niy swDrd from such a hand. 

ALVA. 

The King will m .'(»r hesitate to grant 
Your Highness a request so just. Permit 
That T conduct you to him 

CARLOS 

Here 1 stay 

Until the King, or all Madiid, shall conic. 

To lead me from my prison. Take my answer. 

[At.va withdraws. IJr is still seen for some time Unger- 
ing in the CoKrt, and giving orders to the guards. 

Scene III. 

Carlos and Marquis Posv. 

CART.OS (after the departure of the di KE, fuU of expectation and 
astonishment, to the marquis). 

What means all this ? — Inform me, lloderigo — 

Art thou not, then, the Minister? 

MARQUIS. 

I was, 

As thou canst well perceive — 

[Going to him with great emotion. 
O Carlos ! Now 
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[act V 


I have succeeded — yes — ^it is accomplish'd — 

’Tis over uow — Omnipotence be praised, 

To 'whom 1 o'we success. 

CABDOS. 

Success ! What mean you ? 

Thy ■words perplex mo I 

iviAEQUis {takes his hand). 

Carlos ! thou art saved — 

Art free — but I [lie stops short. 

caelos. 

But thou 

MAItQXJIS. 

Thus to my breast 

T press thee now, with friend'^hip’s fullost ri"lit, 

A right l’>o bought with all I hold most dear. — 

How groat, how lovely, Carlos, is this moment 
Of self-approving joy ? 

CAELOS. 

What sudden change 
T mark upon thy features ! Proudly uow 
Thy bosom heaves, thine eyes dart vivid tire ! 

MARQUIS. 

We must say farewell, Carlos! Tremble nj)t, 

But be a man ! And what thou more sbalt hear, 

Promise me, not by unavailing sorrow, 

Unworthy of gn’al souls, to aggravate 
The pangs of ]>arLing. I .am lost to thee, 

Carlos, for many years — ^fools say, for ever. 

[Caelos mlhdraws his hand, hut makes no rephj. 

Be thou a man : I’ve reckon’d much on thee — 

T have not even shunn’d to pass with thee 
This awful hour — which men, in words of fear, 

Have term’d the final one. I own it, Carlos, 

T joy to pass it thus. Come, let us sit — 

I feel myself grown weary and exhausted — 

\He approaches Caelos, who is in a lifeless stupor ^ and 
allows himself to he involuntarily draum down by him. 
Where art thou ?— No reply 1 — I must ho brief. 

Upon •the day that follow’d our last meeting 
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At the Carthusian Monast’ry, the "King 

Call’d me before him. What ensued, thou knowest, 

And all Madrid. Thou hast not heard, however, 

Thy secret even then had reach’d his ears — 

That letters, in the Queen’s possession found, 

ITnd testified against thee. This I leam'd 
From his own lips — I was his confidant. 

[lie imitses for Carlos’ answer , hut ho still remains silent. 
Yes, Carlos, with my lips I broke my faith — 

Guided the plot, myself, that work’d thy ruin. 

Thy deed spoke trumpet-tongiied ; to clear thee fully 
’Twas now too late : to frustrate his revenge. 

Was all that now remain’d for mo ; and so 

T made my.sclf tliy enemy to — ^serve thee 

With fuller power — dost thou not hear me, Carlos ? 

CARLOS. 

Go on ! — go on ! I hear thee. 

MiRQUIS. 

To this point 

I’m guiltless — Hut the unaccustom’d beams 
Of royal favour dazzled me. Tlic rumour, 

As T bad well foreseen, soon reach'd thine cars: 

Ihif by mistaken delicacy led. 

And blinded by the vain desire, to end 
!My eiilorpribe alone, I kept conceal'd 
From friendship’s ear, my hazardous design. 

This wRs my fatal error I Here L feiil’d! — 

1 know it. — jMy self-confidence was madness. 

Pardon that confidence — ’twas founded, Carlos, 

Upon our friendship’s everlasting base. 

[lie ijavses, — Carlos passes from torpid silence to violent 
agitation. 

That wdiicli I feared, hefel. Unreal dangers 
Alarmed 3 ^our mind. — The bleeding Queen — ^the tumult 
Within the Palace — Lerma’s interference — 

And, last of all, my own mysterious sileuce, 

Conspired to overwhelm thy heart with wonder. 

Thou waverd’st, thought’s! me lost ; but far too noble 
To doubt thy friend’s integrity, thy soul 
Clothed his defection with a robe of honour, 

Nor judged him faitliless, till it found a motive 
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[act y. 


To screen and justify liis breach of faith. 

Forsaken by thy only friend — ’twas tlien 
Thou sought’st the arms of Princess Eboli — 

A demon’s arms I ’Twas she betray’d thee, Carlos ! 

I saw thee fly to her — a dire foreboding 
Struck on my heart — 1 follow'd thee, too late ! 

Already Avert thou prostrate at her feet, 

The dread avoAvnl had escaped thy lips — 

No Avay Avas left to save thee. 

CAKLO*^. » 

No ! - her hear^ 

Was moved, thou dost mistake, lier IkmiI aahs moved 
:maiiqius. 

Night OAcrsprcnd iny niiiid. Nv> remedy, 

No refuge, no retreai, was left to me 
In nature’s boundiess compass. Blind despair 
Transform’d me to a fury — to a tiger — 

I raised my dagger to a woman’s breast. 

But in that moment — in that dreadful moment — 

A radiant sun-beam fell nj)on my soul. 

“Could I mislead the King! Could I succeed 
In making him think me tlie criminal ! 

IIoAAe’cr imj^robablc, the wry guilt 
Will be enough to aaIu tlie Kings belief. 

I'll dare the task — a sudden thunderbolt 

May make the tyrant shirt — what want I further? 

He stops to think, and (’arlos thus gains time 
To fly to Brussels.” 

CARLOS. 

And hast thou done this ? 

MARQUIS. 

I ImA’e despatch’d a letter to l*rmce William, 

Raying I loved the (,iuceu, and had escaped 
The King’s mistrust, in the unjust suspicion 
Which falsely fell on thee — that I had found 
Means, tlirough the Monarch’s fivour, to obtain 
Free access to the Queen. I added, farther, 

That I was fearful of discovery — 

That thou hadst learn 'd ray secret, and hadst sped 

To Princess Eboli, with |iopes through her 

To AAarn the Queen — that I had made thie prisonef— ^ 
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And now that all seem’d lost, I had resolved 
To fly to Brussels. This same letter I 

CARLOS {interrupts him terrified). 

Hast surely not entrusted to the Post ! 

Thou know’st that letters to Brabant and Flanders- 

MARQUIS. 

Are given to the 'King; and as things go, 

Tfixis would seem to have discharged his duty. 

CARLOS. 

Heavens ! then I'm lost. 


MAUQinS. 

How lost ? What meanest thou? 


CARLOS. 

And tjiou, alas ! ar< lost together with me— 

This dreadful fraud my father ne’er will pardon. 

MARQUIS. 

Tliis fraud ! Thon Vt mad ! Who will disclose it to him? 


CARLOS {tr fjords him ivith a fixed look). 
Who ! J)o^t thou ask? I will myself. 


MARQUIS. 


Stand back 


Thou ravost ! 


CAllT-OS. 

Away ! For Ueavcirs sake hold me not. 
Whilst T stay here, ho ’s hiring the assassins. 

M.ai(lUTS. 

Tlipn is our time more precious — and wc still 
Have. much to sav. 

CARLOS. 

What I Ih'fore all is finished? 

[lie indices another effort to (jo. The Marquis holds 
him by the arniy and looks at him impressively, 
MARciurs. 

Carlos ! was I so scrupulous — so eager — 

When thou, a boy, didst shed thy blood for me ? 

CARLOS (with emotion, and full of admiration). 

®nd Providence ! 

MARQUIS. 

Pieservo thyself for Flanders ! 

N 
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The kingdom is thy destiny— ’tis mine 
To give my life for thee. 

CABLOS (takes his hand with deep sensibility)* 

No, no ! he will not, 

Cannot resist a virtue so sublime. 

I will conduct Uiee to him, and together. 

Arm linked in arm, will w'e ax)pear before him. 

Then thus will f address him : “ Father, see, 

This is the way a friend acts towards his friend. 

Trust me, ’twdll move him — it will touch his heart. 

He s not without humanity. — my father. 

Yes, it will move him. With hot tears, his eyes 
Will overflow' — and he will pardon us. 

[A shot is fired through the iron grating. — Cablob 
lea2^8 up. 

CARLOS. 

Whom was that meant for ? 

MARQUIS {sinldng down). 

1 believe — for me. 

CARLOS (Jailing to the earth with a loud cry of grief). 

0 God of Mercy I 

MARQUIS. 

He is quick — the King ! — 

1 had hoped —a little longer — Carlos — think 

Of means of flight — do&l hear me ? — of thy flight. 

Thy mother — knows it all — I can no more. [Dies. 

[CARtiOS remains by (he Corpse, like bereft of life 
After some time the King enters, accompanied by 
many (iEANDEiiS ; and starts, panic-struck, at the 
sight. A general and deep silence. The (trandkes 
range themselres in a semicircle round them both, and 
regard the King and his Son alternately. The latter 
continues without any sign of life. The King regards 
him in thoughtful silence. 

Scene IV. 

The King, Carlos, the Dukes Alva, Feria, and Medina 
S iDONiA, Prince of Parma, Count Lerma, Doming^, and 
numerous Grandees. 

I KING (in a gentle tone). 

Thy prayer hath met a gracious hearing, Prince, 
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And here I come, with all the noble peers 
Of this my Court, to bring thee liberty. 

[Carlos raises his eyes and looks arownd him, like om 
awakened from a dream. Mis eyes are fixed now on 
the King, now on the corpse; he gives no answer, 
Pteceive thy sword again We’ve been too rash ! 

[He approaches him, holds oat his hand, and assists 
him to rise. 

"My son *s not in his place ; — Carlos arise ! 

(’onie to thy father’s arms ! His love awaits thee. 

CART os {receives the emUace of the king without any con- 
stiousness. Suddenly lecollects himself , pauses and looks 
ti^vedty at him). 

/ Thou smell'st of blood — no, I cannot cmbra 5 *e thee! 

[Viishcs his father hatk. All the Grandees uie in e&mr 
motion. Carlos to tlnm : 

Nay, stjind not tin lo confoimdod and amaz’d ! 

What monstrous action have I done ? Defiled 
The Anointed of the liord ! O fear me not, 

1 would not lay a hand on him. Behold 
Stani])'d on his for(‘head is the damning brand! 

^J’he hand of God hath ia»irk*d him ! 

KING \ahoiit to go quickly). 

Nobles! follow. 

CAllI os. 

Wliitlier You stir not from this spot. 

['Detaining the King forcibly with both hands, while 
vith one he manages to seize the suord which the 
Kino had brought with him, and it comes from the 
SL abbard. 

KINO. 

What ! Draw 

A swoid upon tliy father? 

ALL iiiE GRANDEEb {drauing tlieiv swords). 

Eegicide ! 

CARLOb [holding the kino firmly with one hand, the naked 
sword in the other). 

Put up your swords ! What ! Think you T am mad ? 

1 am nut so : or you were much to biame 

N ^ 
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Thus to remind mo, that upon tho point 
Of this my sword, his trembling life doth hover. 

I pray you, stand aloof ; for souls Ijke mine 

Need soothing. There— hold back ! And with the King, 

What I have yet to settle, touches not 

Your loyalty. Hee there — his hand is bloody ! 

Do you not see it ? And now look you here I 

[Pointing to the corse. 

This hath he done with a well practised hand. 

KING {to the Grandees, ivhn jiress anxiously round him). 
Retire ! Why do you tre lublo? Are we not 
Father and son ? 1 uill yet uait and see 

To what atrocious crime his nature 

CARLOS. 

Nature ! 

1 know her not. Murder is now the word ! 

The bonds of all humanity are sever'd. 

Thine own hands have dissolved them, through the realm. 
Shall I respect a tie, which thou hast scorn’d ? 

O see ! see here ! the foulest deed of blood 
That e’er the world beheld. Is there no God ? 

That kingBj in his creation, work such havoc ? 

Is there no God, J ask? Since mothers’ wombs 
13ore children, One nlono — and only One — 

So guiltlessly hath died. And art thou sensible 
What thou ii.ist done ? <) no ! he know r. not : 

Knows not that he has robb’d — despoil'd ihc world 
Of a more nol)h\ precious, dearer life. 

Than he and all his centuiy can boast. 

KING {u'ith a tone of softness). 

If I have been too hasty, (’arlos — thou. 

For whom 1 have thus acted, should at least 
Not call me to account. 

CARLOS. 

Js’t possible ! 

Did you then never guess, how dear to me 
Was he, who here lies dead ? Thou lifeless corse ! 
Instruct him — aid his wisdom, to resolve 
^Thie dark enigma now. He was my friend. 
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And would you know why he lias porisli’d thus ? 

He gave his life for me. 

KING. 

Ha ! my suspicions ! 

CABLOS. 

Pardon, thou bleeding corse, that T profane 
Thy virtue, to such ears ! But let him blush 
With deep-felt shame, — Uic crafty ])olitician, — 

Tliat his greyheaded wisdom was o erreached 
F- cn by tlie judgmcait of a youth ! Yes, Sire ! 

We two were b}otliers ! Bound by nobler bauds 
Tlian nature ties. His whole life’s bright career 
Was love, llis noble death was love for me. 

Fj’en in the moment, wlieii his brief esteem 
Kxalted you, he was my own. And when 
With fascinating tongue, lie sported with 
Your haughty, giant mind, ’twos voiir conceit 
I’o bridle him ; but you became, yourself, 

The pliant tool of IT. '* exalud plan^. 

That I became a j)nsoiier— my arrest — 

Was his deep frien(L->hip’s meditated work. 

That letter to Prince William, was design’d 
To save my life. It was the llrst deceit 
lie ever practised ! I’o ensure my safety, 

He rush’d on death hiinseif and nobly perish’d. 

You lavish'd on him all your fa\our, - -}et 
For me he died. Your heart, youi’ conlidoiicc’. 

You forced upon him. As a toy, he held 

Your sceptre and your power, — lie cast them from him, 

And gave his life for me. 

\The King atands moiioulesH, with cyra fiXx'd on the 
ground; all the Orandec'i regard him with sur- 
prise and alarm, 

Uow’ could it ho 
That you gave credit to his strange deceit ? 

Meanly indeed he valued you, to try 
By such coarse artifice to win his ends ! 

You dared to court his friendship, but gave way 

Before a test so &im])lo. O no I never 

For souls like yours, was such a being form’d ! 

That well he knew himself, when he rejected 
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Your crowns, your gifts, your greatness, and yourself. 

This fine-toned lyre broke in your iron hand. 

And you could do no more than murder him ! 

ALVA inener having taken his ejfcs from the king, and oheerv- 
ing hia emotion with nneasineas, ajgn'oachcs him with ap- 
prehension). 

Keep not this death-like silence. Sire ! Look round. 

And speak at least to us ! 

CARLOS. 

Once, 5 ^ou were not 
Indifferent to him. And deeply once, 

You occupied his thoughts. It might have been 
His lot, to make you luippy. His full heart 
Might have enriched you, with its mere abundance. 

An atom of his soul, had been enougli 

To make a God of you. You’ve robb’d yoiir'-elf - 

Plunder’d yourself and me. Wliat could you give, 

To raise again a spirit like to this ? 

[Deep silence. Many of the Grandees turn away, or 
conceal their faces in their mantles, 

0 ye ! who stand around with terror dumb, 

And mute siJrpri&e, do not condemn the youth, 

Who holds this language to tho King, his father ! 

Look on this corse ! Behold ! for me he died. 

If yc have tears — if, in \ our veins flows bh'ud. 

Not molten brass — look here, and blame n’»^ not. 

[He turn^ to the King with more self-possession and 
calmness. 

Doubtless you wait the end of this rude scene ? 

Here is ray sword, for you are still my King. 

Think not I fear your vengeance. Murder me, 

As you have murder’d this most noble man ! 

My life is forfeit, — ^that I know full well. 

But what is life to me ? I here renounce 
All tliat this world can offer to my hopes. 

Seek among strangers for a son. Here lie** 

My kingdom. 

[He sinks down on the corse, and takes no part in 
^ what follows, A confused tumult and the noise of a 
croud is heard in the distance. All is deep silence 
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round the King. "Hh eyes scan the circle over, hut 
no one returns his looks. 

KING. 

What ! Will no one make roply ? 

Each eye upon the ground, each look abash'd ! 

My sentence is pronounced. I read it here, 

Ih-oclaim’d in all this lifeless mute demeanour. 

My rassals have condemn’d me. 

lSiIc7ice m he/oir. The tumvlt grows louder. A mur- 
viur is heard among the Grandees, They exchange 
emharrasstd looks. Count Leiima length gently 
touches Alva. 

LLBMA. 

Here ’s rebellion ! 

ALVA {In a low voice), 

I fear it. 

IJIRMA. 

It appi oaches ! They are coming ! 

SCPAE V. 

An GJpcc} of the Body Guard. The Jonn^r. 

01 ' iCEii [urgently). 

Hebollion ! "Wlicro s ilio King? 

[He 7nalas hi^ way through the croud, up to the King. 

Madrid ’s in ariii" ! 

‘ To thousinuls swdl’d, the soldiciy and people 
, Surround the palace ; and reports are spread — 

\ That Carlos is a prisoner — that his life 
i Is threaten’d. And the mob demand to see 
Him living, or Madrid will be in flames. 

TiiL GfiANDLEs [uUIi (.ccitemcnt). 

Defend the King ! 

ALVA (to the KING, who remains quiet and nnmored). 

I1y, Sire ! your life ’s in danger. 

As yet we know not who has arm’d the people. 

KING [rousing from his stujmr, and advancing with dignity 
among them) 

Stands my throne fiiin, and am I sovereign yit, 

Over this Empire ? No ! I’m King no more. 

These cowards weep— moved hv a puny boy. 
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\They only wait the aipnnl, to desert rnc. 

|1 am betray'd by rc'bels ! 

AT.VA. 

Dn'adl’ul lliouglit 1 

KINO. 

There ! fling yourselves before him — down before 

I The young, the expectant Jung ; Xjn iiow, 

But a forsaken, old, deleiicele^js man ! 

ALVA. 

Spaniards ! is’t come to this ? 

[All crowd round the Kino, and fall on their Jniees hefore 
him with drawn swords. C’aui.os remains alone with 
the corse, deserted hy all. 

KING (teariny off his mantle and tlnniriny it from him). 

Tb(‘i“ ! clothe him now' 
With this my royal mantle ; and on liigli 
Bear him, in triumph, o’er my trampled eorsi' ! 

[He Jails senseless in Alva’s and Llrma’s arms. 

3XIIMA. 

For Heaven’s sake, help ! 

FKIITA. 

O sad, disastrous chance I 

1.1 IlMA. 

He faints ! 

ALVA {leaves the king in ijuma’s and i kkias hands). 
Attend his Maicsty ! whilst 1 
Make it my aim to tranquillize ^Madrid. 

[Ewit Alva. The King is borne off. attended hy all the 
Grandees. 


Scene VI. 

Cajilos remains behind with the corse. — After a few moments 
Louis Mercado ajywars, looks eantioushj round him, and 
stands a long time silent behind the Fringe, who does not 
observe him. 

MEi;CAl>0. 

I come, Prince, from her Majesty the Queen. 

[Carlos turns away and makes no reply. 
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My name, Mercado, I’m the Queen’s phybieian ; 

See my credeniials. 

\Shows the Prince a eitjnet ring. Caiu-OS lemains still 
silent. 

And the Queen desires 

To speak with you to-day — on weighty husiiiiss. 

CARLOS. 

Nothing is weighty in this world to me. 

MKRCADO. 

A charge the Marquis Posa left ^^ith her. 

CARi.os {looking iq* giiuldg). 

Indeed ! I come this instiint. 

mi:rcado. 

No, not yet, / 

Most grneioub I’rince ! you must delay till night. 

Each avenue is watch’d, the guards are doubled. 

You ne’er could reach tlic ]»nhi(*e unpercei\ed ; 

You would cnduiJg u* (ueiytluiig. 

CARLOS. 

And yet— 

MIUM’ADO. 

I know one means alone that < <n) avail us 

’Tis the Queen’s thought, and she suggests it to you; 

13iit it is hold, adventuroub and strange! 

CARLOS. 

What is it ? 

MERCADO. 

A report has loug j)rcvaird, 

That in the secret vaults, hciu'uth the palace, 

At midnight, shrouded in a monk’s attire, 

The Emperor’s departed spirit wallvs. 

The people still give credit to the tale, 

And the guards watch the post, with ijiward terror. 

Now, if you hut determino to assume 

This dress, you may pass freely through the guards. 

Until you reach the chamber of the tiueen, 

Which this small key will open. Your attire 
Will save you from attack. But on the spot. 

Prince ! your decision must he made at once. 
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The requisite apparel, nnd the mask, 

Are ready in your chamber. 1 must liaste 
And take the Queen your answer. 


Is midnight. 


CARLOS. 

And the liour? 

MERCADO. 


CARLOS. 

Then inform her I will come. 

[Exit Mercado 


Scene VIT. 

Carlos anJ Colnt Lerma. 

LERMA 

Save yourself, Prince. The King ’s enraged against you. 
Your liberty, if not your life s in danger ! 

Ask me no farther — 1 have stolen away 
To give you warning — fly this very instant. 

CARLOS 

Heaven will protect me ! 

LERMA. 

As the Queen observed 
To me, this moment, you must leave ^ladrid 
This very day, and fly to Brussels, Prince. 

Posipoiie it not 1 pray you. The cominotioii 
Favours your flight. Tin* Queen, A^ith this design, 

Has raised it. No one will presume so far, 

As to lay hand on you. Swift steeds await you 
At the Carihusinn Convent, uiid behold 
H(‘re are your weapons, should you be attacked. 

[Lerma r^ices him a dagger and pistols, 

CARLOS. 

Thimks, thanks, Count Lermff! 

LERMA. 

This day's sad event 

Has moved my inmost soul ! No faithful fnend 
Wijl ever love like him. No patriot brofithes 
But weeps for you. More now I dare not say. 
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CABLOS. 

Count Lerma ! he who’s gone, consider’d you 
A man of honour. 


LEBMA. 

Farewell, Prince, again ! 

Success attend you ! Happier times will come — 

13ut I shall be no more. Reccivo my homag^^ ! 

[Falls on one knee* 

CABLOS {endeavours to prevent him, with much emotion\ 
Not so — not so, Count ! I am too much moved — 

I would not be unmann’d ! 

LEBMA {kissing his hand with Jeeliug'), 

My children s king I 

To dio for you, will bo their privilege ! ^ 

It is not mine, alas ! Bui in those children, 

Kememhor mo ! Beturn in peace to Spain. 

TMay you on Pliili])'s throne, feel as a man. 

For you ha\e Jca’ii'd to suller! TJiidcrtalvO 
No bloody deed against your father, Prince ! 

Philip compel] 'd liis father to yield up 

The throne to him ; and this name Philip now, 

Trembles at his oami Mm. Tliink, Prince, of that ! 

And may Heaven prosper and direct yoin path ’ 

[Ejcit quickly, Caklos about to hasten away by another 
side, hut turns rapidly round, and throws himself down 
before the corse, which he again folds in his anus. He 
then hurries from the room. 

Scene VITT. 

The King's Antediamher. 

Dttive Alva and Duke Feuia enter in convet sation. 

ALVA. 

The town is quieted. Ilcjgfv is tlie King ? 

FERIA. 

Tn the most fearful state. Witliin his chandler, 
lie IS shut up, and whatsoe’er may happen, 
lie will admit no person to his presence. 

The treason of the Marquis, has at once 

Changed his whole nature. Wo no longer know him. 
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ALVA. 

I must go to him, nor respect his feelings. 

A great discovery which J have made 

fi:rta. 

A new discoveiT ? 


ALVA 

A Carthusian monk 

My Guards observed, with stealthy footsteps, creep 
Into the rriiice's chamber, and iiHiiiire 
With anxious curiosity, about 

The Marquis Toga’s death. Tluw seized him straight. 
And question’d him. Urged b> ihe fear of death, 

He made confession, that he bore about him 
Papers of high importance, wliich the ^Tarqiiis 
Enjoin’d him to deli\<'r to the Prince, 

If, before sunset, he should not return. 


1 KRIA. 

Well, and what further ? 


ALVA. 

I’hose same letters state 
That Carlos from Madrid must fly, before 
The morning dawn. 

FERIA. 

Indeed ! 


ALVA. 

And that a ship at C’adiz lies 
Heady for sea, to carry him to Flnsliing. 

And that the Xcthorlnnds but wait his presence. 
To shake llie Spanish letters from their arms. 

FLUIA. 

Can tliis be true ? 


Al.VA. 


And other letters say, 
A fleet of Soliman s will sail for Tlhodes, 
According to tbo treaty, to attack 
The Spanish squadron in the Midland seas. 

FERIA. 


Impossible ! 


ALVA. 

* And hence, I iindei*stand 

The object of the journeys, which of late 
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The Marquis made thro* Europe. Twas no le^^s, 

Than to rouse all the northern powers to arms 
In aid of Flanders’ freedom. 

FEllIA. 

Was it so ? 

ALVA. 

There is, besides, appended to these letters, 

The full concerted plan of all the war, 

Which is to disunite from Spain’s control. 

The Netherlands for ever. Nought omitted — 

The ])Owcr and opposition close compared ; 

All the resources accurately noted. 

Together with the maxims to be followed. 

And all the treaties which they should conclude. 

The plan is tiendish, hut ’tis no loss splend.d. 

FEKIA. 

The deep designing traitor ! 

ALVA. 

And, moreover. 

There is allusion made, in these same letters. 

To some myst(‘rious conference, the Prince 
Must with iiis motht'r hold, upon the eve 
Preceding his departure. 

VERIA. 

riiat must be 

This very day. 

ALVA. 

At midnight. Put for this 
J have already taken proper steps. 

You SCO the case i*^ ])rossing. Not a moment 
’s to be lost : open the Monarch's chamber. 

FEKIA. 

Impossible ! All entrance is forbidden. 

ALVA. 

I’ll open then myself — the increasing danger 
Must.iustify niy boldness. 

[.ils hr in on the point of apimmching the door it opens, 
and the Kino conies out. 

FMUA. 

'I’ls himself! 
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Scene IX. 


The KmG. The preceding, 

[All are alarmed at hU appearance, fall hack, and let him pass 
through them. Tie appears to he in a waking dream like a 
sleep-walker. Ills dress and figure indicate the disorder 
earned hy his late fainting. With slow stejis he walks jjast 
the Grandees and looks at each with a fixed eye, hut without 
recognising any of them At last he stands still, wrajrped in 
thought, his eyes fixed on the ground, till the emotions of his 
mind gradually express themselves in words. 

KtNC. 

Restore me Lack the dead ! Yes, I Diiist have him. 

DOMINGO [whispering to alva). 

Speak to him, Duke. 

KINO. 

lie died despising mo ! 

Have him again I must — and make him think 
More nobly of me. 

ALVA [approaching with fear). 

Sire! 

KINO {looking round the circle). 

Who s])caks to me ? 

Have you forgot! <'n who T am? Why not 
T'jxui your kiui’s, Lefi^ro your lung, ye crealuves! 

Am I not still >our Kmg ^ I must eommji\d 
Submission Irom }ou. ])o you all then sligbl me, 
Because one man despist d me ? 

ALVA. 

Gracious King ! 

No more of liiin : a new and mightier foe 
Arises 111 tbe bosom of your realm. 

FEBIA. 

rrincc Carlos 


KING. 

Had a friend who died for him. — 
For him ! With me, he might have shared an empire. — 
How he look’d down u])on me ! — From the throne, 

Kings look not down so proudly. — It was plain, 

How' vain his conquest made him. ills keen sorrow 
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Confess’d how great his loss. — Man weeps not so. 
For aught that’s perishable. O that he might 
Ilut live again ! I’d give my Indies for it ! 
Omnipotence ! thou bring’st no comfort to me ; 

Thou canat not stretch thine arm into the grave, 

To rectify one little act, committed 

With hasty rashness, ’gainst the life of man. 

The dead return no more. Who dare affirm 
That I am happy? In the tomb he dwells, 

Who scorn’d to flatter me. What care I now 
Tor all who live ? Ono spirit, one free being. 

And one filonc, arose in all this age ! 

He died despising me ! 

ALVA. 

Our lives are useless ! 

Spaniards, lot’s die at f>nce ! E’en in tlie grave 
This man still robs us of our xVlonarch’s heart. 

KiNi. (sits dotvn and ham his head on his arm). 
O ! had lio died r me ! 1 loved him, too, 

And muoli. Dear lo me wtis ho as a son. 

In his young mind, tlicre brightly rose for me 
A new and beautoons morning. Who can say 
What I had de^Hined ibr him ? He to me 
Wa'^ a first love. All Europe* may condemn me, 
l^hiropc nia^" overwhelm mo with its curse, 

13ut I deserved lii.^ thanhs 

DOMINGO. 

What spell is this ? 

KING. 

And, say, for whom did he desert me thus? 

A hoy. — niy sou ? O no, believe it not ’ 

A Pusa would not perish for a boy : 

The scanty flame of friendship could not fill 
A Posa’s heart. It beat for human kind. 

JTi^ passion was the world, and the whole cour* 

Of future generations yet unborn. 

To do them ser\ice, he secured a throne — 

And lost it. Such high treason ’gainst mankind 
Could Posa e’er forgive himself? O no ; 

1 kiiow his feelings better. Not, that he 
Carlos preferred to Philip, hut the youth — 
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The tender pnpil, — to the ngod Monarch, 

Tho father's evening simbc'nm could not ripen 
Ilis 110 % cl projorts. lie reserved for this, 

The yv)mig sun's nrirnt mys. O ’tis undoubted, 

They wait for niy decease. 

AI,VA. 

And of your thoughts, 

Head in these letters, strongest conlinnatiou. 

KING. 

Tis possible he may miscalculate. 

3 ’m still myself. Thanks, Nature, for thy gifts ; 

3 feel, %Mlhin niy frame, the strength of youth : 

I’ll turn their schemes to mock^iy Tfis virtue 
Shall be an empty di'cnm — his dt ath, a fool’s. 

His fall shall crush his friend and age together. 

We’ll test it now— -hovv th(‘y can do vritliout me ? 

The %\orld is stiJ], for one short e\ening, mine. 

And this same evening, will I so employ, 

Tluit no reformei’, yet to come, shall reap 
Another liaiwcd, in the waste I'll lea\e. 

For ten long generations after me. — 

He w'ould ha%o offer'd mo a sacrilite 
To his new deity — Humanity! 

So on Humanity I’ll take revenge. — 

And with his puppet 1 11 at once commence. 

[To thi Ddke Alva. 

What you 1 ki%c no%% to tell me of the Vriia v , 

Hepeat. Wliat tidings do tln’sc letters bring ? 

ALVA. 

These let t r**. Sire, contain the last bequest 
Of Posa to Pjinco Cailos. 

KING [reach the jtajters, watihed hj all pirsnit. He then lays 
them aside and U'alhs in silence up and down the room). 

Sum moil straight 
The Cardinal Inquisitor ; and beg 
Ho will bestow^ an hour upon the King. 

This very night ! 

TAxrs. 

Just on the stroke of two 
Thh horses must be ready and prepared, 

At the Carthusian monastery. 
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ALVA. 

Spies 

Despatch’d by me, moreover, have observed 
Equipments at the convent for a journey, 

On which the prince's arms were recognised. 

FERIA. 

And it is rumour'd that large sums are raised 
In the Queen’s name, among the Moorish agents, 

Destined for Brussels. 

KING. 

Where is Carlos now 

ALVA. 

With Posa's body.' 

KING. 

Are there lights as yet , 

Within the Queen’s apartment? 

AL^A. 

Every thing 

Is silent there. Sl e has dismiss'd her maids, 

Ear earlier than as yet has been her custom. 

The Duchess of Arcos, who last w^as with her, 

Left her in soundest sleep. 

[An Officer of the Body Guard enters, takes the Duke 
OF Feuta aside, avid whispers to him. The latter, 
struck with surprise, turns to Duke Ai.va. The 
others crowd round him, and a murmuring noise 
arises. 

FEiUA, TAXIS, and DOMINGO the same time). 

’Tis wonderful ! 

KING. 

What is the matter ? 

FERIA. 

News scarce credible ! 


DOMINGO. 

Two soldiers, wlio have just return'd from duty, 
lleport — but — O the tale ’s ridiculous ! 


What do they say ? 


KING. 


ALVA. 

They say, in the left wing 


o 
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Of tho Queen’s palace, that the Emperor’s ghost 
Appear’d before them, and with solemn gait 
Pass'd on This rumour is confirm’d by all 
The sentinels, who through the whole pavilion 
Their watches keep. And they, moreover, add, 

The phantom in tho Queen's apartment vanish’d. 

KINO. 

And in what shape appeared it? 

OFFICER. 

In the robes. 

The same attire, he in Snint Juati wore 
For the last time, npparell'd as a monk. 

KINO. 

A monk ! And did the sentries know his person. 

Whilst he was yet ali\e? They could not els(‘ 

Determine that it was tho Emperor. 

OFFICER. 

The sceptre which he bore, was evidence 
It was the Emperor. 

DOMINGO. 

And the story goes, 

He often has been seen in this same dress. 

KING. 

Did no one speak to him? 

OFFICER. 

No person dan'd. 

The sentries pray’d, and let him pass in sih nee. 

KING. 

The phantom vanish’d in tho Queen’s apartments ! 

OFFICER. 

In the Queen s antechamber \Cmcnil silence^ 

KING {turns quickly round). 

What say you ? 

ALVA. 

Sire ! we are silent. 

KING {after some thought^ to the officer). 

Let my guards be icady, 

And under arms, and order all approach 
To that wing of the palace, to be stopp’d. 

I^fain would have a word with this same gho*?! 

[Exit Officer. — Enter a Page. 
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PAGE. 

The Cardinal Inquisitor. 

KING (to all present). 

Ketire ! 

\Th€ CARDiNAii Inquisitor, an old man of ninety, and 
blind, enters, supported on a staff, and led by two 
Dominicans. The Grandees fall on their knees as 
he passes, and touch the hem of his garment. lie 
gives them his blessing, and they depart. 

Scene X. 

The King and the Grand Inquisitor, 

A long silence, 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

Say, do I stand before the King ? 

KING. 

You do. 

(tRAND liSQUINITOR. 

I never tliought it would be so again I 

ICING. 

I now rcmew the scones of early youth, 

When Philip sought Ins sage instructor s counsel. 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

Your glorious sire, my pupil, Charles the Fifth, 

Nor sought or needed counsel at my hands. 

KING. 

So much the happier he ! I, Cardinal, 

Am guilty of a murder, and no rest — 

GRAND INQUJSriOR. 

"What was the reason for this murder ? 

KING. 

’Twas 

A fraud unparallel ’d 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

I know it all. 

KING. 

What do you know ? Thro’ whom, and since wliat time ? 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

For years — what you have only learn 'd since sunset 

o 2 
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KING {with aatonishmenf). 

You knew this man then ! 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

All his life is noted. 

From its commencement, to its sudden close, 

In Santa Casa’s holy registers. 

KING. 

Yet he enjoy’d his liberty ! 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

The chain 

With which he struggled, hut which held him hound, 
Tho’ long, was firm, nor easy to be sever’d, 

KING. 

ITe has already been b(‘yond the kingdom. 

(iUAND INQUISITOR. 

lA’liere'cr he travel! 'd 3 was at his side. 

KING {iraJks hackwimh ami ^forwards in displeasure). 
You knew tho hands, then, 3 had fallen into ; 

And yet delay’d to w'arn me I 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

This rebuke 

I pay you back. Why did you not consult us, 

Hefore you sought the arms of such a man ? 

You knew him : one sole glance unmask’d him to you. 
Why did you rob the Ofiice of its victim ? 

Are we thus trifled with ! When Majesty 
(‘an stoop to such concealment, and in seer'll , 

33ehind our backs, league with our enemies, 

What must our fate be then ? If one be spared, 
What plea can justify tlie fate of thousands ? 

KING. 

But he, no less, has fallen a sacrifice. 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

No : he is murder’d — basely, foully murder’d. 

The blood that should so gloriously have flow’d 
To honour us, has stain’d the assassin’s hand. 

What claim had you to touch our sacred rights ? 

He but existed, by our hands to perish. 

Ood gave him to this age’s exigence, 

To perish, as a terrible example. 

And turn high vaunting reason into shame. 
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Such was my long-laid plan — behold, destroy’d 
In one brief hour — the toil of many years. 

We are defrauded, and your only gain 
Is bloody hands 

KING. 

Passion impcll’d me to it 

X’orgive me ! 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

Passion ! And does royal Philip 
Thus answer me ? Have I alone grown old ? 

[Shaking his head angrily^ 

Passion ! Make conscience free within your realms, 

If you ’re a slave 3^ourhelf. 

KINO. 

In things like.tlris 

I m but a novice. Bear in patience with me. 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

No, I ’m ill pleased with 3’ou — to see you thus 
Tiiriiish the bygoiit' glories of your reign. 

Where is that Philip, whose unchanging soul, 

Fix’d as the polar star, in Heaven above, 

Hound its own axis, still pursued its course. 

Is all the memory of preceding years 

h'or ever gone? And did the world become 

New moulded, when you stretch’d your hand to hua ? 

Was poison no more poison? Did distinction 
’Twixt good and evil — truth and falsehood — vanish ? 

What then is resolution, what is firmness. 

What is the faith of man, if in one weak. 

Unguarded hour, the rules of three-score j^ears 
Dissolve in air, like woman’s fickle favour ? 

KING. 

I look’d into his eyes. O pardon me 

This weak relapse into mortality I 

The world has one less access to your heart — 

Your eyes are sunk in night. 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

What did this man 

Wont with you? What new thing could he adduce, 

You did not know before ? And are you versed 
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So ill, with fauatics and innovators? 

Does tho lleformer’s vauntiii" lanf(na£?e sound 
So novel to your oars ? If the firm edifice 
Of your conviction totters to mere words, 

Should you not thuddor to subscribe tho fate 
Of mail}" thousand poor deluded souls, 

Who mount the flaming pih\ for nothing worse ? 

KrNG. 

1 '.ought a human being. These Domingos 

GRAND INQTTISTTOR. 

How ! human beings ! What are they to you ? 

Cyphers to count withal — ^no more! Alas ! 

And must I now’ repeat the cdeinents 
Of kingly knowl»‘dge, to my gray-liair'd pupil? 

An earthly god must learn to boar the want 
Of wdjat may be denied him. When you whine 
lor sympathy, is not the world your equal ? 

What rights should you possess above your equals ? 

KTN(J {throwiitff himself into a chair). 

1 ’m a mere sufF ring mortal — ^that T foel — 

And you demand from me, a wretched creature, 

What the Creator only can perform. 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

No, Sin* ! 1 am not llius to be deceived. 

I see you through. You would escape from us 
The Church’s heavy chains press’d hard up m you — 

You would be free, and claim your iudopemiencc. 

'/// pauses The King is sUertt, 
We are avenged. Be thankful to the Church, 

That checks you, with the kindness of a mother. 

The erring choice, you were allow’d to make, 

ITas proved your punishment. You stand reproved ! 

Now, you may turn to us again. And know. 

If I , this day, had not been summon’d here, 

By Heaven above ! before to-morrow’s sun. 

You would, yourself, have stood at my tribunal ! 
k;ng. 

Forbear this language, Priest ! Restrain thyself. 

I^’ll not endure it from thee ! In such tones, 

No tongue shall speak to me. 
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OBAND IKQUTSTTOB. 

Then why, O King! 

Call Dp the ghost of Samuel? — I’ve anointed 
Two monarchs to the throne of Spain. 1 hoped 
To leave behind, |l firm-establish'd work. 

1 sec the fruit of all my life is lost. 

Don Philip’s hands ha\ c shatter’d what I built. 

But tell me, Sire, wherefore have 1 been summon’d ? 
Wliat do 1 here ? — I am not minded, King, 

To seek such iutendews again. 

KING. 

But one — 

One service more — the Iasi — and then in peace 
Depart. Lot all the pa'^^t be now forgotten — 

Let peace be made between us. We are friends. 

GRAND INQTJlSlTOtt. 

When Philip bends with due humility. 

KING {a/tpr a pause). 

My son is meditating treason. 

GRAND INQUrSITOR. 

Well! 

And what do you resolve? 

KINO. ^ 

On all, or nothing. 

GRANT) INQUISITOR 

What mean you hy this all ^ 

KING. 


Or die. 


lie must escape. 


GRAND INQUISITOR. 

Well, Sire ! decide. 

’ KING. 

And can you not 

Establish some new creed to justify 
The bloody murder of one’s only son ? 

j GRAND INQUISITOR. 

. To appease eternal justice, God’s own Son 
Expired upon the cross. 

KING. 

And can you spread 
This creed throughout all Europe ? 
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GRAND INQUISTTOB. 

Ay, as far 

As the true cross is worshipped. 

KING. 

But 1 sin — 

Sin against nature. Canst thou, by thy power, 

Silence her mighty voice. 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

The voice of nature 

Avails not over faith. 

KINO. 

My light to judge 

^lace within your hands. Can I retrace 
The step once taken ? 

GRAND INQUISIIOR. 

Give him up to me ! 

KING. 

My only son ! — For whom then have I labour’d ? 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

For the grave rather than for liberty ! 

KING {rising up). 

We are agreed. Come with me. 

GRAND INQUISITOR. 

Monarch ! Whither ? 

KINO. 

From his own father’s hands, to take the vir urn. 

\Lrads him away. 


Scene XI. 

Qtmns Apartment, 

Carlos. The Queen. Afterwards the Kino and Attendants. 
Cablos in Monk's attire, a mask over his face, which he is 
just taking off: under his arm a naked sword. It is quite 
dark. He approaches a door, which is in the act of opening. 
The Queen comes out in her night-dress with a lighted 
candle, Carlos falls on one knee before her, 

CARLOS. 

Elizabeth ! 

QUEEN {regarding him with silent sorrow). 

Do we thus meet again ? 



8G. XI.] 


DON CABLOB. 


$201 


GABLOS. 

Tis thus vre meet again! [A silence. 

QUEEN {endeavouring to collect herself), 

Carlos, aifise ! 

We must not no^ unnerve each other thus. 

The mighty dead will not be honour'd now 
By fruitless tears. Tears are for petty sorrows ! 

He gave himself for thee ! With his dear life. 

He purchased thine. And shall this precious blood 
Flow for a mere delusion of the brain ? 

O, Carlos, I have pledged myself for thee. 

On that assurance, did he flee from hence 
More satisfied. O do not falsify 
My word. 

CABLOS {with animatio‘11). 

To him 111 raise a monument 
Nobler than ever honour'd proudest Monarch, 

And o'er his dusi a paradise shall bloom ! 

QUEEN. 

Tims did I hope to find thee ! This was still 
The mighty purpose of his death. On me 
Devolves the last fulfilment of his plans, 

And I will now fulfil my solemn oath. 

Yet one more legacy, your dying friend 
Bequeath’d to me. I pledged my word to him, 

And wherefore should I now conceal it from you ? 

To me did he resign his Carlos — I 
Defy suspicion, and no longer tremble 
Before mankind, but will for once assume 
The courage of a friend. My heart shall speak. 

He called our passion — virtue ! I believe him. 

And will my heart no longer 

GABLOB. 

Hold, O Queen ! 

Long was I sunk in a delusive dream. 

I loved, but now 1 am at last awake : 

Forgotten be the past. Here are your letters, — 
Destroy my own. Fear nothing from my passion. 

It is extinct. A brighter flame now bums, 

And purifies my being. All my love 
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jliies buried in the grave. — ^No mortal wish 
Winds place within this busom. 

[After a pause, taking her hand. 
I have come 

To bid farewell to you, and I have leam’d, 

There is a higher, greater good, my mother, 

Than to call thee mine own. One rapid night 
Has wing’d the tardy progress of my yeara, 

And prematurely ripen’d me to manhood. 

I have no farther business in tlie world. 

But to remember him. My harvest now^ 

Is ended. 

[He approaches the Qulen, who conceals her face. 
Mother ! will you not reply ? 

QULEN. 

Carlos ! regard not these my tears I cannot 
Ilestrain them. But believe me 1 admire you. — 

CARLOS. 

Thou wert the only partner of our leagu^^ : 

And by this name, thou shalt remain to me 
The most beloved object in this world. 

No other woman can my frieudbhip share, 

More than she yesterday could win my love. 

But sacred shall the royal widow’ he, 

Should Providence conduct me to the throuL. 

[llie Kino, accompanied by the Inquisitor, 

appears m the hack-ground without being observed. 

* I hasten to lea\c Spain, and never more 
Shall I behold my fatlier, in this world. ‘ 

No more I love him. — Nature is extinct 
Within this breast. Be you again his wife — 

His son’s for ever lost to him I lletuni 
Back to your course of duty — I must speed 
To liberate a people long ojipress’d, 

From a fell tyrant’s hand. Madrid shall hail 
Carlos as King, or ne’er behold him more. 

And now a long and last farewell .[He kisses her, 

QUEEN. 

O Carlos I 

How you exalt me ! but I dare not soar 
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To such a height of greatness : — ^yet I may 
Contemplate now your noble mind, with wonder. 

CARLOS. 

Am I not firm, Elizabeth ? I hold tlieo 
Tims in my arms and tremble not. The fear 
Of instant death had, yesterday, not tom me 
From this dear spot. [He leaves her. 

All that is over now, 

And I defy my mortal destinies. 

l\e held ihoe in tlj(*sc arms and waver’d not. 

Hark ! Heard you nothing ? [A clock strikes. 

QUEEN. 

Nothing but the boll 
That lolls the moment of our separation. 

CARLOS. / 

Good night, then, mothorl And you shall, from Ghent, 
lieceive a letter, vvbicli will lirat proclaim 
Our secret enter[)]*iso aloud T go 
To dare King VJi lip to an open contesl. 

Hencerortli there shall be nouglit conceal’d between us ! 
You need not shun the aspect of the world, 
lie tlii*'. my last deceit. 

About to take up tin mask — the Kino stands between them. 

KING. 

J I is th} last ! 

[!Z7*c Queen senseless. 
CARLOS [hastens to her and sujpf^rts her in his arms). 

Is tlie Queen dead? Great Heavens! 

KING (coolhj and quietly to the grand iNQUisiroR). 

Lord Cardinal I 

I’ve done tny part. ( io now, and do your own. [ExiL 


END OF DON CARLOS. 
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ACT I. 

Scene 1. 

A comwion Apartment in the Castle of Fotheringay. 

Hannah Kennedy contending violently with Paulet, who is 
about to break open a closet ; Drury with an iron crow, 
Kek. . How now, Sir? What fresh outrage have we here? 
Bach from that cabinet ! 

Paulet. Whence came the jewel ? 

1 know *twas from an upper chamber thrown ; 

And you would bribe the gard’ner with your trinkets. 
A cui*se on woman's wiles ! In spite of all 
My strict precaution and iny active search, 

Still treasures hero, still costly gems conpealed ! 

And doubtless there are more where this lay hid. 

{Advancing towards the cabinet. 
Ken. Intruder, back 1 hero lie my lady’s secrets. 

Paul. Exactly what I seek. {Drawing forth papers. 

Kennedy. Mere trifling papers ; 

The amusemonts only of an idle pen, 

To cheat the dreary tedium of a dungeon. 

Paul, . In idle hours the evil mind is busy. 

Ken. . Those writings are in French, 

Paulet. • So much the wurse ! 

That tongue betokens England’s enemy. 

Ken. . Sketches of letters to the Queen of England. 

Paul. . I’ll be their bearer. Ha! what fitters here? 

[He touches a secret spring^ and draws out jewels 
from a private drawer. 

A royal diadem enriched with stones, 

And studded with the fieur-dedis of France 1 

[He hands it to his AisistanU 
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Here, take it, Drury, lay it with the rest. 

[Exit Druky. 

And ye have found the means to hide from us 
Such costly things, and screen them, until now, 
From our inquiring eyes ? ] 

Kennedy. 0 insolent 

And tyrant power, to which we must submit ! 

Paul. . She can work ill as long as she hath treasures ; 

For all things turn to weapons in her hands. 
Kennedy (supplicating). 

O Sir ! be merciful ; deprive us not 
Of the last Jewel thot adorns our life ! 

Tis my poor Lady’s only joy to view 
This symbol of her former majesty. 

Your hands long since liave robbed us of the rest. 
Paul. . ’Tis in safe custody ; in proper time 

’Twill be restored to you with scrupulous care. 

Ken. . Who that beholds these naked walls could say 

That Majesty dwelt here ? Where is the throne ? 
Where the imperial canopy of state ? 

Must she not set her tender foot, still used 
To softest treading, on the rugged ground ? 

With common pewter, which the lowliest dame 
Would scorn, they furnish forth her homely table. 
Paul. Thus did she treat her spouse at Stirling once ; 

And pledged, the while, her paramour in gold. 

K^. . Even the mirror’s trifling aid withheld. 

Paul. . The contemplation of her own vain image 

Incites to hope, and prompts to daring deeds. 

Ken. . Books are denied her to divert her mind. 

Paul. . The Bible still is left, to mend her heart. 

Ken. . Even of her veiy lute she is deprived ! 

Paul. . Because she tuned it to her wanton airs. 

Ken. . Is this a fate for her, the gentle bom, 

Who in her very cradle was a Queen ; 

Who, rear'd in Catherine s luxurious court. 

Enjoyed the fulness of each earthly pleasure ? 

Was’t not enough to rob her of her power, 

Must ye then envy her its paltiy tinsel ? 

A noble heart in time resigns itself 
To great calamities with fortitude ; 
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But yet it cuts one to the soul, to part 
At once with all life's little outward trappings ! 

Paul. . These are the things that turn the human heart 
To vanity, which should collect itself 
In penitence ; — ^for a lewd, vicious life, 

Want and abasement are the only penance. 

Ken. . If youthful blood has led her into error, 

With her own heart and God she must account : — 
There is no judge in England over her. 

Paul. . She shall have judgment where she hath transgress'd. 

Ken. . Her narrow bonds restrain her from transgression. 

Paul. . And yet she found the means to stretch her arm 
Into the world, from out these narrow bonds. 

And, with the torch of civil war, inflame 
This realm against our Queen, (whom' God preserve,) 
And arm assassin bands. Did she not rouse 
From out these walls the malefactor Parry, 

And Babington, to the detested crime 
Of regicide ? And did this iron grate 
Prevent her from decoying to her toils 
The virtuous heart of Norfolk? Saw we not 
The hrst, best head, in all this ishuid fall 
A sacrifice for her upon the block? 

The noble house of Howard fell with him.] 

And did this sad example terrify 
Tliese mad adventurers, whose rival zeal 
Plunges for her into this deep abyss ? 

The bloody scaffold bends beneath the weight 
Of her new daily victims ; and we ne'er 
Shall see an end till she herself, of all 
The guiltiest, be offer’d up upon it. 

O ! curses on the day when England took 
This Helen to its hospitablo arms. 

Ken. Ite Did England then receive her hospitably ? 

O hapless Queen I who, since that fatal day 
When hrst she set her foot within this realm. 

And, as a suppliant — ^a fugitive — * 

Came to implore protection from her sister. 

Has been condemned, despite the law of nations. 

And royal privilege, to weep away 

The fairest years of youth iu prison walls. 

p 
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And now, when she hath suffer'd ereiy thing 
Which in imprisonment is hard and bitter, 

Is like a felon summoned to the bar, 

Foully accused, and though herself a queen. 
Constrained to plead for honour and for life. 

Paul. . She came amongst us as a murderess, 

Chased by her very subiects from a throne 
Which she had oft by vilest deeds disgrac'd. 

Sworn against England’s welfare came she hither, 
To call the times of bloody Mary back, 

Betray our Church to Romish tyranny, 

And sell our dear-bought liberties to France. 

Say, why disd4ain'd she to subscribe the treaty 
Of Edinborough — to resign her claim 
To England's crown — and with one single word. 
Trac’d by her pen, throw wide her prison gates ? 

No : — she had rather live in vile confinement, 

And see herself ill-treated, than renounce 
The empty honours of her barren title. 

Why acts she thus ? Because she trusts to wiles, 
And treacherous arts of base conspiracy ; 

And, hourly plotting schemes of mischief, hopes 
To conquer, from her prison, all this isle. 

Kln. . You mock us. Sir, and edge your cruelty 

With words of bitter sconi : — that she should forai 
Such projects; she, who 's here immured ali^e, 

To wliom no sound of comfort, not a voice 
Of friendship comes from her beloved home ; 

Who hath so long no human face beheld, 

Save her stem gaoler's unrelenting brows ; 

Till now, of late, in your uncourteous cousin 
She sees a second keepef, and beholds 
Fresh bolts and bars around her multiplied. 

Paul. . No iron-grate is proof against her wiles. 

How do I know these bars are not fil'd through? 
How that this floor, these walls, that seem so strong 
Wi^out, may not be hollow from within, 

Ana let in felon treach’ry when I sleep ? 

Accursed office, that's intrusted to* me, 

To guard this cunfiing mother of all ill 1 
Fear scares me from my sleep ; and in the night 
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I, like a troubled spirit, roam and try 
The Btroiigth of every bolt, and put to proof 
Each guard's fidelity: — I see, vdth fear. 

The dawning of each mom, which may confirm 
My apprehensions : — yet, thank God, there's hope 
That all my fears will soon be at an end ; 

For rather would I at the gates of hell 
Stand sentinel, and guard the dev'lish host 
Of damned souls, thmi this deceitful Queen. 

Ken. . Here comes the Queen. 

Paulet. Christ's image in her hand, 

Pride, and all worldly lusts within her heart. 

Scene II. 

The same. Enter Mary veiledy a crucifix in her hand. 
Kennedy {hastenmg towards her). 

0 gracious Queen ! they tread us under foot ; 

No end of tyranny and base oppression ; 

Each coming day heaps fresh indignities, 

New sufTeiingto on thy royal head. 

Mary. Be calm — 

Say, what has happened ? 

Kennedy. See ! thy cabinet 

Is forc'd ; — thy papers, — and thy only treasure, 
Which with such pains we had secur’d, the last 
Poor remnant of thy bridal ornaments 
From France, is in his hands : — nought now remains 
Of royal state — thou art indeed bereft ! 

Mary. Compose yourself, my Uannali ! and believe me, 

*Tis not these baubles which can make a queen ; — 
Basely indeed theyynay behave to us. 

But they cannot debase us. i have learnt 
To use myself to many a change in England ; 

1 can support this too. Sir, you have ta'en 
By force, what I this very day designed 

To have deliver'd to you. There's a letter 
Amongst these papers, for my royal sister 
Of England — Pledge me, Sir, your word of honoult 
To give it to her majesty's own hands. 

And not to the deceitful care of Burleigh. 

Paul. . 1 shall consider what is best to do. 

p 2 
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Mahy. Sir, you shall know its import. In this letter 
I beg a favour, a great favour of her, — 

That she herself will give me audience, — she ! 
Whom I have never seen. I have been summon'd 
Before a court of men, whom 1 can ne'er 
Acknowledge as my peers — of men to whom 
My heart denies its confidence. The Queen 
^ Is of my family, my rank, my sex ; 

To her alone — a sister, queen, and woman — 

Gan I unfold my heart. 

Paulet. Too oft, my Lady, 

Have you entrusted both your fate and honour 
To men less worthy your esteem than these. 

Maby. I, in the letter, beg another favour, 

And surely nought but inhumanity 

Can here reject my prayer. These many years 

Have I, in prison, miss'd the church's comfort, 

The blessing of the sacraments : — and she 
Who robs me of my freedom and my crown. 

Who seeks my veiy life, can never wish 
To shut the gates of heaven upon my soul. 

Paul. . Whene’er you wish, the Dean shall wait upon you. 

Maey {interrupting him sharply). 

Talk to me not of Deans. I ask the aid 
Of one of my own church — a Catholic priest. 

Paul. . That is against the publish’d laws of England. 

Maby. The laws of England are no rule for me. 

I am not England’s subject ; I hav ne'er 
Consented to its laws, and will not bow 
Before their cruel and despotic sway. 

If 'tis your will, to the unheard-of rigour 
Which I have home, to add this new oppression, 

I must submit to what your power ordains; — 

Yet will I raise my voice in loud complaints.] 

I also wish a public notary, 

And secretaries, to prepare my will — 

My sorrows, and my prison's wretchedness 
Prey on my life — my days, I fear, are number'd — 
I feel that I am near the gates of death. 

Paul. . These serious contemplations well become you. 

Maby. And know I then, that some too read}! hand 
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Paul. . 
Mary. 

Paul. . 
Mary. 


Paul. . 
Mary. 


May not abridge this tedious work of sorrow ? 

I would indite my will, and make disposal 
Of what belongs to me. 

This liberty 

May be allow’d t-o you, for England’s Queen 
Will not enrich herself by plundering you. 

1 have been parted from my faithful women, 

And from my servants ; — tell me, where are they ? 
What is their fate ? 1 can indeed dispense 
At present with their service, but my heart 
Will feel rejoiced to know these faithful ones 
Are not exposed to suff’ring and to want ! 

Your servants have been cared for ; [] and again 
You shall behold whate’er is taken from you : 

And all shall be restored in proper season. ] [Going. 
And will you leave my presence thus again, 

And not relieve my fearful anxious heart 
From the fell torments of uncertainty ? 

Thanks to the vigilance of your hateful spies, 

I am divided from the world ; — ^no voico 

Can reach me through these prison- walls ; — my fate 

Lies in the hands of those who wish my ruin. 

A month of dread suspense is pass’d already, 

Since when the forty high commissioners 
Surprised me in this castle, and erected. 

With most unseemly haste, their dread tribunal ; 
They forced me, stunn’d, amaz’d, and unprepar’d. 
Without an advocate, from memory. 

Before their unexampled court, to answer 
Their weighty charges artfully arranged. 

— They came like ghosts— like ghosts they disappeared. 
And since that day all mouths are clos’d to me. 

In vain 1 seek to construe from your looks 
Which hath prevail'd — my cause’s innocence 
And my friends’ zeal — or my foes’ cursed counsel. 

O ! break this silence — ^let me know the worst-r« 
What 1 have still to fear, and what to hope. 

Close your accounts with heaven. 

From heaven I hope 

For mercy. Sir;— and from my earthly judges 
1 hope, and still expect, the strictest justice. 



214 


MAR7 STUART. 


[act 1. 


Paul. . Justice, depend upon it, will be done you. 

Mary. Is the suit ended, Sir ? 

Pauj.et. I cannot tell 

Mary. Am I condemn’d ? 

Paul. . I cannot answer. Lady. 

Mary. Sir, a good work fears not the light of day. 

Paul. . The day will shine upon it, doubt it not.] 

Mary. Despatch is here the fashion. Is it meant 

The murderer shall surprise me, like the judges ? 
Paul. . Still entertain that thought, and he will find you 
Better prepared to meet your fate than they did. 
Mary {after a pause). 

Sir, nothing can surprise me, which a court, 

Inspired by Burleigh’s hate and Hatton's zeal, 
Howe’er unjust, may venture to pronounce : — 

But I have yet to learn, how far tho Queen 
Will dare in execution of the sentence. 

Paul. . The sovereigns of England have no fear 

But for their conscience, and their parliament. 

What justice hath decreed, her fearless hand 
Will execute before th* assembled world. 

Scene III. 

The same. Mortimer enters, and without paying attention to 
the Queen, addresses Paui.et 

Moht. Uncle, you ’re sought for 

I He retires in the same manney The Queen re- 
marks it, and turns towards Paulet, who is 
about to follow him. 

Mary. Sir, one favour more : — 

If you have aught to say to mo— from you 
1 can bear much — I rev’rence your grey hairs — 

But cannot bear that young man’s insolence ; — 

Spare me in future his unmanner’d rudeness. 

Paul. . I prize him most for that which makes you hate him : — 
He is not, truly, one of those poor fools 
Who melt before a woman’s treacherous tears. 

He has seen much — has been to Rheims and Paris, 
And brings us back his true old English heart. 
•Lady, your cunning arts are lost on him. [Exit* 
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SCENK IV 
Mary, Kennedy. 

Ken. . And dares the ruffian venture to your face 

Such language ! — O, ’tis hard — ’tis past endurance. 
Mart (Zo«t in rcjicctiofi). 

In the fair moments of our former splendour 
We lent to flatt'rers a too willing ear; — 

It is but .just, good Hannali, we should now 
Be forced to hear tlie bitter voice of censure. 

Ken. . So downcast, so depressed, my dearest Lady ! 

You, who before so gay, so full of hope, 

Were used to comforf me in my distress ? 

More gracious were the task to check your mirth 
Than chido your heavy sadness. , 

Mary. Well I know him — 

I It is tlie bleeding Darnley s royal sliadc, 
liising in anger from his darksome grave : 

And never ^^ill he iiiako his peace with me 
Until tht' measure of my woes be full. 

Ken. . What thoughts are these — 

Mary. Tliou may’st forget it, Tlannah ; 

But I ve a faithful mein’r}' — 'tis this day 
Another wretched anniversary 
Of that regretted, that unhappy deed — 

Which I must celebrate with fast and penance. 

Ken. . Dismiss at length in peace this evil spirit. 

The penitence of many a hea\y year, 

Of many a suffering, has atoned the deed : 

The church, wdiich holds the key of absolution, 
Pardons the crime, and heav’n itsfdf ’s appeas’d. 
Mary. This long atoned crime arises fresh 

And bleeding from its lightly cover’d grave — 

My husband’s restless spirit seeks revenge — 

No sacred bell can exorcise, no host 
In priestly hands dismiss it to his tomb. 

Ken. You did not murder him — ’twas done by others. 
Mary. But it was known to me ; — I suffer'd it, 

And lured him w’ith my smiles to death’s embrace. 
Ken. Your youth extenuates your guilt. You were 
Of tender years* 
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Mary. So tender, yet I drew 

This heavy guilt upon my youthful head. 

Ken. . You were provok’d by direst injuries, 

And by the rude presumption of the man, 

Whom out of darkness, like the hand of heaven. 

Your love drew forth, and raised above all others : 
Whom through your bridal chamber you conducted 
Up to your throne, and witli your lovely self. 

And your hereditary crown, distinguish’d : — 
f Your work was his existence, and your grace 
Bedew’d him like the gentle rains of heav’n.] 

Gould he forget, that his so splendid lot 
Was the creation of your gen’rous love ? 

Yet did he, worthless as he was, forget it. 

With base suspicions, and with brutal manners, 

Ife wearied your affections, and became 
An object to you of deserv’d disgust : — 

Th’ Dlusion. which till now had overcast 
Your judgment, vanish’d; angrily you fled 
His foul embrace, and gave him up to scorn. 

And did he seek again to win your love ? 

Your fa^ our ? Did he e’er implore your pardon ? 

Or fall ill deep repentiince at your feet ? 

No ; the base wretch defied you : — ^lie, who was 
Your bounty’s creature, wish’d to play your king, 

^ And strove, through fear, to force your inclination.] 
Before your eyes he had your fav’rite singer, 

Poor Bizzio, murder’d : you did but engc 
With blood, the bloody deed 

Mary. And bloodily, 

I fear, too soon ’twill be aveng’d on me : — 

You seek to comfort me, and you condemn me. 

Ken. . . You were, when you consented to this deed. 

No more yourself — belong’d not to yourself — 

The madness of a frantic love possess’d you, 

And bound you to a terrible seducer, 

The wretched Bothwell. That despotic man 
liul’d you with shameful, overbearing will. 

And with his philters and his hellish arts 
Inflamed your passions. 

Mart. All the arts he used 

Were man’s superior strength, and womaifs weakness. 
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, No, no, 1 say. The most pernicious spirits 
Of hell he must have summoned to his aid, 

To cast this mist before your waking senses. 

Your ear no more was open to the voice 
Of friendly warning, and your eyes were shut 
To decency ; soft female bashfulness 
Deserted you ; those cheeks, which were before 
The seat of virtuous blushing modesty. 

Glow'd with the ilames of unres train'd desire : 

You cast away the veil of secrecy, 

And the flagitious daring of the man 
O'ercame your natural coyness : you expos’d 
Your shame, unblushingly, to public gaze : 

You let the murd'rer, whom the people follow’d 
With curses, through the streets of Edinburgh, 
Before you bear the royal sword of Scotland 
In triumph. You begirt your parliament 
With armed bands ; and by this shameless farce, 
There, in the very temple of great Justice, 

You forc’d the judges of the land to clear 

The murderer of his guilt. You went still farther — 

O God! 

Conclude — nay, pause not — say for this 
T gave my hand in marriage at the altar. 

0 let an everlasting silence veil 

That dreadful deed : the heart revolts at it, 

A crime to stain the darkest criminal ! 

Yet you are no such lost one, that 1 know. 

1 nurs’d your youth myself — your heart is fram’d 
For tender softness : ’tis alive to shame. 

And all your fault is thoughtless levity. 

Yes, 1 repeat it, there are evil spirits. 

Who sudden fix in man’s unguarded breast 
Their fatal residence, and there delight 
To act their dev’lish deeds ; then hurry back 
Unto their native hell, and leave behind 
Eemorse and horror in the poison’d bosom. 

Since this misdeed, which blackens thus your life. 
You have done nothing ill ; your conduct has 
Leeh pure ; myself can witness your amendment. 
Take courage, then ; with your own heart make peace. 
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Whatever cause you have for penitence, 

You are not guilty here. Nor England’s Queen, 

Nor England’s parliament can he your judge. 

Here might oppresses you : you may present 
Ylhirself before this self-created court 
With all the fortitude of innocence. 

Mary. I hear a step. 

Kennedy. It is the nephew — In. 

Scene V. 

The same, Mortimer, approaching cautiously, 

Mortimer {to Kennedy). 

Step to the door, and keej) a careful watch, 

1 have importaut business witli the Queen. 

Mary {with dignity). 

1 charge thee, Hannah, go not hence — remain. 

Mort. Fear not, my gracious Lady — learn to know me. 

\He gives her a card. 
Mart. \She examines it, and starts hack astonished. 

Heavhs ! W’^hat is this ? 

Mortimer (to Kennedy). Kctire, good Kennedy ; 

See that my undo comes not unawares. 

Mary (to Kennedy, who hesitates, and looks at the Queen 
inquiringly). 

Go in ; do as he bids you. 

[Kennedy retires with signs of wonder. 

Scene VI 
Mary, Mortimer. 

Mary. From my uncle 

In France — the worthy Card’nal of Lorrain? 

[She reads. 

“ Confide in Mortimer, who brings you this ; 

You have no truer, finner friend in England.” 

[Looking at him with astonishment. 
Con I believe it? Is there no delusion 
To cheat my senses ? Do I find a friend 
So near, when I conceiv’d myself abandon’d 
By the whole world ? And find that friend in you, 
The nephew of my gaoler, whom I thought 
My most invet'rate enemy ? 
lipBTXMEB {kneeling), 0 pardon, 
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My gracious Liege, for the detestod mask, 

Which it has cost me pain enough to wear ; 

Yet through such means alone have I the pow'r 
To see you, and to bring you help and re|ipuc. 

Mary. Arise, Sir ; you astonish me ; 1 cafinot 
So suddenly emerge from the abj'ss 
Of wretchedness to hope : let me conceive 
This happiness, that I may erodit it. 

Mort Our time is brief ; each moment 1 expect 
My uncle, whom a hated man attends : 

Hear, then, before his terrible commission 
Surprises you, how Heav’n prepares your rescue. 

Mary. You come, in token of its wondrous pow r. 

Mort. Allow me of myself to speak. 

Mary. Say on. 

Mort. I scarce, my Liege, had numbered twenty 3 ’oai*s, 
Train’d in the path of strictest discipline, 

And nurs’d in deadliest hate to Papa(*y, 

When led by irresistible desire 

For foreign travel, I resolv’d to leave 

My country and its puritanic faith 

Far, far behind me : soon with rapid speed 

1 flew through France, and bent my eager course 

On to the plains of far-famed Italy. 

’Twas then the time of the great Jubilee : — 

And crowds of palmers fill’d the public roods ; 

Each image was adoni’d with garhmds ; ’twas 
As if all human-kind were wand’ring forth 
In pilgrimage towards the heav’nly kingdom. 

The tide of the believing multitude 
Bore me too onward with resistless force. 

Into the streets of Rome. What was my wonder. 
As the magnificence of stately columns 
Rush’d on my sight ! the vast triumphal arches. 

The Colosseum’s grandeur, with amazement 
Struck my admiring senses ; the sublime 
Creative spirit held my soul a prisoner 
In the fair world of wonders it had fram’d. 

I ne’er had felt the power of art till now. 

The Church that rear’d me hates the charms of sense 
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It tolerdlSes no image, it adores 
But the unseen, the incorporeal word. 

What were mj feelings, then, as I approach’d 
The threshold of the churches, and within, 

Heard heav nly music floating in the air : 

While from the walls and high-wrought roofs there 
stream’d 

Crowds of celestial forms in endless train — 

When the Most High, Most Glorious, pervaded 
My captivated sense in real presence ! 

And when I saw the great and godlike visions, 

The Salutation, the Nativity, 

The Holy Mother, and tlic Trinity’s 
Descent, the luminous Transflguration : 

And last the holy Pontiff, clad in all 
The glory ol his ofQcc, bless the people ! 

O ! what is all the pomp of gold and jewels 
With which the kings of earth adorn themselves ! 

He is alone surrounded by the Godhead ; 

His mansion is in truth an heav’nly kingdom. 

For not of earthly moulding are these forms ! 

Mary. 0 spare me. Sir ! No further. Spread no more 
Life’s verdant carpet out before my eyes, 

Eemember 1 am wretched, and a prisoner. 

Mort. I was a prisoner too, my Queen ; but swift 
My prison -gates flew open, when at once 
My spirit felt its liberty, and hail’d 
The smiling dawn of life. I learn ’d to burst 
Each narrow prejudice of education. 

To crown my brows with never-fading iwreaths. 

And mix my joy with the rejoicing crowd. 

Full many noble Scuts, who saw my zeal, 

Encourag’d me, and with iho gallant French 
They kindly led me to your princely uncle, 

The Cardinal of Guise. 0 wliat a man ! 

How firm, how clear, how manly, and how great ! 
Bom to control the human mind at will ! 

The very model of a royal priest ; 

A ruler of the Church without an equal ! 

Mart. You’ve seen him then, — the much lov’d, honour’d man, 
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Who was the guardian of my tei^er^years ! 

0 speak of him ! Does he rememoer me ? 

Does fortune favour him ? And prospers still 
His life? And does he still majestic stand, 

A very rock and pillar of the Church ? 

Mobt. The holy man descended from his height, 

And deign'd to teach me the important creed 
Of the true Church, and dissipate my doubts. 

He show’d me, how the glimm’ring light of reason 
Serves but to lead us to eternal error : 

That what the heart is call'd on to believe, 

The eye must see ; that he who rules the Church 
Must needs be visible ; and that the Spirit 
Of truth inspir'd the Councils of the Fathers. 

How vanish’d, then, the fond imaginings 
And weak conceptions of my childish Soul 
Before his conquering judgment, and the soft 
Persuasion of liis tongue 1 So I return’d 
Back to the bosom of the holy Church, 

And at his loot abjur'd my heresies. 

Mary. Then of those happy thousands, you are one, 

Whom he, with his celestial eloquence, 

Like the immortal preacher of the mount. 

Has turn’d, and led to everlasting joy ! 

Mobt. The duties of his oihee call'd him soon 

To France, and 1 was sent by him to Bheims, 
Where, by the Jesuits’ anxious labour, priests 
Are train’d to preach our holy faith in England. 
There, 'mongst the Scots, 1 found the noble Morgan, 
And yokur true Lesley, Boss’s learned bishop. 

Who pass in France their loyless days of exile. 

1 join’d with heartfelt zeal these worthy men. 

And fortified my faith. As 1 one day 

Eoam’d through the Bishop’s dwelling, 1 was struck 
With a fair female portrait ; it was full 
Of touching, wond’rous charms ; with magic might 
It mov'd my inmost soul, and there 1 stood 
Speechless, and overmaster'd by my feelings. 

“ Well,” cried the Bishop, " may you linger thus 
In deep emotion near this lovely face I 
For the most beautiful of womankind. 
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Is also matohlessMu calamity. 

She is a prisoner for our holy faith, 

And in your native land, alas ! she suffers." 

[Maby is in great agitation. — He pauses. 
Mary. Excellent man ! All is not lost, indeed, 

While such a friend remains in my misfortunes ! 
Mort. Then he began, with moving eloquence, 

To paint the sufferings of your martyrdom ; 

He showed me, then, your lofty pedigree, 

And your descent from 1’udor's royal House. 

He prov’d to me tlial you alone have right 
To reign in England, not this upstart Queen, 

The base-bom fruit of an ndult’rous bed. 

Whom Henry’s self rejected ns a bastard. 

|[ He from my eyes remov’d delusion’s mist. 

And taught mo to lament you at* a victim, 

To honour you ns my true Queen, whom I, 

Deceiv'd, like thousands of my noble fellows, 

Had ever hated as ray country’s foe.] 

I would not trust his evidence alone ; 

1 question’d learned doctors ; I consulted 
The most authentic books of heraldry ; 

And every man of knowledge, whom I ask’d. 
Confirm’d to mo your claim’s validity. 

And now 1 know that your undoubted right 
To EngLind’s throne has been your only wrong. 

This realm is justly yours by herilag *. 

In which you innoc(jntly pine as pris iier. 

Maby. O this unhappy right ! — ’tis this alone 

Which is the source of all my sufferings. 

Mobt. Just at this time the tidings reached my ears, 

Of your removal from old Talbot’s charge, 

And your committal to my uncle’s care. 

It seem’d to me that this disposal mark’d 

The wondrous, outstretch’d hand of fav’ring Heaven : 

It seem’d to be a loud* decree of fate. 

That it had chosen mo to rescue you. 

My friends concur with me ; the Cardinal 
Bestows on me his counsel and his blessing, 

And tutors me in the hard task of feigning. 

The plan in haste digested, I commenced 
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My journey homewards, and ten days' ago 
On England's shores I landed. — Oh, my Queen, 

[He pauses^ 

1 saw then, not your picture, but yourself^ 

Oh what a treasure do these walls enclose ! 

No prison this, but the abode of gods. 

More splendid far than England's royal Court. 
Happy, thrice happy he, whose envied lot 
Permits to breathe the selfsame air with you ! 

It is a prudent policy in her 

To buiy you so deep ! All England's youth 

Would rise at once in general mutiny. 

And not a sword lie quiet in its sheath : 

Kebellion would uprear its giant head, 

Through all this peaceful isle, if Britons onco 
Beheld their captive Queen. 

Maby 'Twere well with her, 

If cv'ry Briton saw her with your eyes ^ 

Mobt. Wore each, like me, a witness of your wrongs. 

Your meekness, and the noble fortitude 
With which you suffer these indignities — 

Would you not then emerge from all these trials 
Like a true Queen ? Your prison’s infamy. 

Hath it despoil’d your beauty of its charms? 

You arc depriv'd of all that graces life, 

Yet round you life and light eternal beam. 

Ne'er on this threshold can I set my foot. 

That my poor heart with anguish is not tom. 

Not ravish'd with delight at gazing on you. 

Yet fearfully the fatal time draws near. 

And danger hourly growing presses on. 

I can delay no longer — can no more 
Conceal the dreadful news. — 

Maby. My sentence then ! 

Is it pronounc’d ? Speak freely — I can bear it. 

MoiiT. It is pronounc’d ! The two-aud-forty judges 

Have giv'n the verdict, “ guilty;” and the Houses 
Of Lords and Commons, with the citizens 
Of London, eagerly and urgently 
Demand the execution of the sentence 
The Queen alone still craftily delays, 
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That she may be constrain'd to yield, but not 
From feelings of humanity or mercy. 

Mary {collected). 

Sir, I am not 'surpris’d, nor terrified. 

1 have been long prepar’d for such a message. 

Too well I know my judges. After all 
Their cruel treatment I can well conceive 
They dare not now restore my liberty. 

I know their aim: they mean to keep me here 
In everlasting bondage, and to bury. 

In the sepulchral darkness of my prison. 

My vengeance with me, and my rightful claims. 
^loRT. O ! no, my gracious Queen ; — they stop not there; 
Oppression will not be content to do 
Its w'ork by halves : — as long as e’er you live, 
Distrust and fear will haunt the English Queen 
No dungeon can inter you deep enough ; 

Your death alone can make her throne secure. 

Mary. Will she then dare, regardless of the shame. 

Lay my crown’d head upon the fatal block ? 

Mort. She will most surely dare it, doubt it not. 

Mary. And can she thus roll in the very dust, 

Her own, and ev’ry monarch’s majesty ? 

Mort. She thinks on nothing now but present danger. 

Nor looks to that which is so far removed. 

Mary. And fears she not the dread revenge of France ? 
Mort. With France she makes an everlasting peace; 

And gives to Anjou's Duke her throne and hand. 
Mart. Will not the King of Spain rise up in arms? 

Mort. She fears not a collected world in arms. 

If with her people she remain at peace. 

Mary. Were this a spectacle for British eyes ? 

Mort. This land, my Queen, has, in these latter days* 

Seen many a royal woman from the throne 
Descend, and mount the scaffold : — her own mother. 
And Cath’rine Howard trod this fatal path : 

And was not Lady Grey a crowned head ? 

Mary {after a pauee). 

No, Mortimer, vain fears ha\ e blinded you ; 

’Tis but the honest care of your true heart. 

Which conjures up these empty apprehensions. 
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It is not, Sir, the scafibld that I fear : 

There are so many still and secret moans. 

By -which her Majesty of England may 
Set all my claims to rest. O, trust me, ere 
An executioner is found for me, 

Assassins will be hir'd to do their work. 

'Tis that which makes me tremble, Mortimer : 

1 never lift the goblet to my lips 

Without an inward shuddVing, lest the draught 

May have been mingled by my sister's love. 

Mort. No : — ^neither open nor disguised murder 

Shall e er prevail against you : — fear no more ; 

All is prepar’d ; — twelve nobles of the land 
Are my confed’rates, and have pledg’d to-day. 

Upon the Sajcrament, their faith to free you, 

With dauntless arm, from this captivity. 

Count Aubespinc, the French Ambassador, 

Knows of our plot, and offers his assistance ; 

Tis in his palarp that we hold our meetings. 

Mauy. You make me tremble. Sir, but not for joy ; 

An evil boding penetrates my heart. 

Know you, then, what you risk ? Are you not scar'd 
By Babington and Tichburn’s bloody heads, 

Set up as warnings upon London’s bridge ? 

Nor by the ruin of those many victims 

Who have, in such attempts, found certain death. 

And only made my chains the heavier ? 

Fly hence, deluded, most unhappy youth ! 

Fly, if there yet bo time for you, before 

That crafty spy. Lord Burleigh, track your schemes, 

And mix his traitors in your secret plots. 

Fly hence : — as yet, success hath never smil'd 
On Maiy Stuart’s champions. 

Mortimer. I’m not scar’d 

By Babington and Tichbum’s bloody heads. 

Set up as warnings upon London s bridge ; 

Nor by the ruin of those many victims 
Who have, in such attempts, found certain death : 
-They also found therein immortal honour. 

And death, in rescuing you, is dearest bliss. 

Q 
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Mabt. It is in Tain : nor force nor guile can save me 
My enemies are ^atchf^, and the pow'r 
Is in their hands. It is not Paulet only 
And his dependent host ; all England guards 
My prison gates ; Elizal^th’s free mil 
Alone can open them. 

Mobtimeb. Expect not that 

Maby. One man alone on earth can open them. 

Mobt. O ! let me know his name ! 

Maby. liord Leicester. 

Mobtimeb. He ! 

[Starts hack in wonder. 

The Earl of Leicester! Your most bloody foe, 

The fav’rite of Elizabeth ! — through him — 

Maby. If I am to be sav’d at all, ’twill be 

Through him, and him alono. Qo to him, Sir ; 

Freely coniido in him : and, as a proof 

You come from me, present this paper to him. 

takes a paper from her bosom ; Mobtimeb 
draws badit and hesitates to take it. 

It doth contain my portrait : — ^take it, Sir ; 

I’ve home it long about me : but your uncle’s 
Close watchfulness has cut me off from all 
Communication with liim ; — you were sent 
By my good angel. [He takes it. 

Mobtimeb. 0, my Queen ! explun 

This mystery. 

Maby. Ijord Leicester will resolve it ; 

Confide in him, and hell confide in you. 

Who comes ? 

Kennedy {entering hastily). 

’Tie Paulet ; and he brings with him 
A nobleman from court. 

Mobtimeb. It is Lord Burleigh. 

Collect yourself, my Queen, and strive to hear 
The news he brings, with equanimity. 

[He retires through a side door, and Kennedy 
follows him. 
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Scene VII. 

Enter Lobd Bubleioh, and Paulet. 

Paulet (to Mart). 

You wish'd to-day, assurance of your fate ; 

My Lord of Burleigh brings it to you now : 

Hear it with resignation, as beseems you. 

Mary. I hope with dignity, as it becomes 

My innoeenoe, and my exalted station. 

Bub. . . I come deputed finm the court of justice. 

Mary. liord Burleigh lends that court his willing tongue, 
Which was already guided by his spirit. 

Paul. You speak as if no stranger to the sentence. 

Mary. Lord Burleigli brings it ; therefore do I know it 
Paul. [| It would become you better, Lady Stuart, 

To listen less to hatred. 

Mary. I but name 

IFy enemy : I said not that I hate liim.] 

But to the matter, Sir. 

Burleigh. You have acknowledg’d 

The jurisdiction of the two-and-forty. 

Mary. My Lord, excuse me, if I am oblig'd 

So soon to interrupt you. I acknowledg'd, 

Say you, the competence of the commission? 

I never have acknowledg'd it, ray Ijord ; 

How could 1 so ? I could not give away 
My own prerogative, tb' intrusted rights 
Of my owm people, the luhc’ritance 
Of my own son, and e\ 'ry monarch’s honour. 

£ The veiy laws of England say I could not.] 

It is enacted by the English laws. 

That ev’ry one who stands arraign'd of crime 
Shall plead before a jury of his equals : 

Who is my equal in this high commission? 

Kings only are my peers. 

Burleigh. But yet jow heard 

The points of accusation, answer’d them 
Before the court 

Mary. ’Tis true, I was dooeiv’d 

By Hatton’s crafty counsel t—he advis’d me. 

For my own honour, and in conMence 

Q ^ 
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In my good cause, and my most strong defence, 

To listen to ibe points of accusation. 

And pro\e their falsehood. This, my Lord, I did 
From personal respect for the lords* names, 

Not their usurped charge, which J disclaim. 

Bub. Acknowledge you the court, or not, Uiat is 
Only a point of mere formality, 

Which cannot here arrest the course of justice. 

You breathe the air of England ; you enjoy 
The law’s protection, and its benefits ; 

You therefore are its subject. 

Mary. Sir, 1 breathe 

^ The air within an English prison walls : — 

' Is that to live in England ; to enjoy 
I Protection from its laws ? 1 scarcely know 

, And never have I pledg’d my faith to keep them. 

^ I am no member of this realm ; I am 
An independent, and a foreign Queen. 

Bur. « And do you think that the mere name of Queen 
Can serve you as a charter to foment 
In other countries, with impunity. 

This bloody discord ? Where would be the state’s 
Security, if the stern sword of justice 
Could not as freely smite the guilty brow 
Of the imperial stranger, as the beggar's? 

Mary. 1 do not wish to be exempt from judgment. 

It is the judges only I disclaim. 

Bur. . The judges ? How now, Madam ! Are they then 
Base wretches, snatch’d at hazard from the crowd ? 
Vile wranglers, that make sale of truth and justice ; 
Oppression’s willing hirelings, and its topis ? 

Are they not all the foremost of this laud. 

Too independent to be else than honest, 

And too exalted not to soar above 
The fear of Kings, or base servility ? 

Are they not those, who rule a gen’rous people 
In liberty and justice ; men, whose names 
I need but mention, to dispel each doubt, 

Each mean suspicion which is raTs’d against them ? 
Stands not the rev ’rend Primate at their head, 

The pious shepherd of his faithful people, 
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The learned Talbot, Keeper of the Seals, 

And Hownrd, who commands our conqu ring fleets ? 
Say, then, could England’s sdvercign do more 
Than, out of all the monarchy, elect 
The very noblest, and appoint them judges 
In this great suit ? And were it probable 
That party hatred could corrupt one heart ; 

Can forty chosen men unite to speak 
A sentence just as passion gives command ? 

Mart {a fter a short pause). 

f I am struck dumb by that tongue’s eloquence. 

Which ever was so ominous to me. 

And how shall 1, a weak, untutor’d woman, 

Cope with so subtle, learn’d an orator? 

Yes truly ; were these lords as 5 ’^ou, describe them, 

1 must be mute ; my cause wore lost indeed, 

Beyond all hojio, if the}'- pronounc’d me guilty. 

But, Sir, these names, which you ai*e pleas’d to praise. 
These very men, whose weight you think will crush me, 
I see performing in the history 
Of these dominions, veiy different parts : 

T see this high nobility of England, 

' This grave majestic senate of the realm. 

Like to an eastern monarch’s vilest slaves. 

Flatter my uncle Henry’s sultan fancies : 

I see this noble rev rend House of Lords, 

Venal alike wdtli the corrupted Commons, 

Make statutes and annul them, ratify 
A marriage and dissolve it, as the voice 
Of power commands: to-day it disinherits, 

And brands the royal daughters of the realm 
With the vile name of bastards, and to-morrow 
Crowns them as queens, and leads them to the throne. 
I see them in four reigns, with pliant conscience. 
Four times abjure their fnitli ; renounce the Pope 
With Henry, yet retain the old belief ; 

Beform themselves with Edward ; hear the mass 
Again witJi Mary ; with Elizabeth, 

Who governs now, reform themselves again. 

Bur. . You say you are not vers’d in England's laws. 

You seem well read, melhinks, in her disasters. 
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And these men are mj judges ? 

[/I3 Lobd Bubleioh seems to wish to speak. 
My Lord Trcas rer, 

TowVds you I will be just, be you but just 
To me. — 'Tis said, that you consult with zeal 
The good of England, and of England's Queen ; 

Are honest, watchful, indefatigable : 

I will believe it. Not your private ends, 

Your Sovereign and your country’s weal alone, 
Inspire your counsels and direct your deeds. 
Therefore, my noble Lord, you should the more 
Distrust your heart ; should see that you mistake not 
The welfare of the gov<‘mment, for justice. 

1 do not doubt, besides yourself, there are 
Among my judges many upright men : 

But they are Protestants, are eager all 

.For England’s quiet, and they sit in judgment 

On me, the Queen of Scotland, and the Papist. 

It is an ancient saying, that the Scots 
And English to each other are unjust ; 

And hence the rightful custom, that a Scot 
Against an Englishman, or Englishman 
Against a Scot, cannot be heard in judgment. 
Necessity prescrib'd this cautious law; 

Deep policy oft lies in ancient customs : 

My Lord, we must respect them. Nature cast 
Into the ocean these two fiery nati(ms 
Upon this plank, and sho divided it 
Unequally, and bade them fight for it. 

The narrow bed of Tweed alone divides 
These daring spirits ; often hath the blood 
Of the contending parties dyed its waves. 
Threat’ning, and sword in hand, the-e thousand years, 
From both its banks they watch their rival s motions, 
Most vigilant and true confederates, 

With ev’iy en’my of the neighbour state. 

No foe oppresses England, but the Scot 
Becomes his firm ally ; no civil war 
Inflames the towns of Scotland, the English 
Add fuel to the fire : this raging hato 
Will never be extinguish’d till, at last, 
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One parliament in concord shall unite them. 

One common bccptrc rule throughout the isle. 

Bun. . And from a Stuart, then, should England hope 
This happiuesb ? 

Maey. 0 ! why should 1 deny it ? 

Yes, I confess, 1 cherish d the fond hope, 

I thought myself the happy instrument 
To join in freedom, ’neath the olive's shade. 

Two gen'rous realms in lasting happiness ! 

1 little thought I should become the victim 
Of their old hate, their iong-liv’d jealousy. 

And the sad flames of Uiat unhappy strife, 

1 hop'd at last to smother, luid for ever : 

And, as my ancestor, great Richmond, join'd 
The rival roses after bloody contest. 

To join in peace the Scotch and English crowns. 

Bue. . An evil way you took to this good end. 

To set the realm on lire, and through the flames 
Of civil war to strive to mount the throne. 

Maey. I wish’d not that : — I wish’d it not, by Heaven ! 

When did I strive at that? — Where are your proofs? 

Bun. . 1 came not hither lo dispute ; your cause 
Is no more subject to a war of words. 

The great majority of forty voices 

Hath found that you have contraven'd the law 

Last year enacted, and have now incurr’d 

Its penalty. [Producing the verdieU 

Maey. Upon this btatute, then. 

My Lord, is built the verdict of my judges ? 

Bubleigh {reading). 

Last year it was enacted, “ If a plot 
Henceforth should rise in England, in the name 
Or for the beneflt of any claimant 
To England's crown, that justice should be done 
On such pretender, and the guilty party 
Be prosecuted unto death.” Now, since 
It has been prov’d 

Maby. Lord Burleigh, I can well 

ImaginoKhat a law expressly aim’d 
At me, and fram'd to compass my destruction. 

May to my prejudice be used. 0 ! woe 
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To the unhappy victim, when the tongue, 

Tliat frames the law, shall execute the sentence. 
Can you deny it, Sir, that this same statute 
Was made for my destruction, and nought else ? 
Bur. It should have acted as a warning to you : 

By your imprudence it became 'a snare. 

You saw the precipice which yawn’d before you ; 
Yet, truly warn'd, you plung’d into the deep. 

With Babin gton, the traitor, and his bands 
Of murderous companions, wore you leagued. 

You knew of all, and from your prison led 
Their treasonous plottings with a deep-laid plan. 
Mary. When did I that, my Lord ? Let them produce 
The documents. 

Burluioh. You have already seen them : 

They were, before the court, presented to you. 
Mary. Mere copies ^Nrittcn by anoUier hand ; 

Show me the proof that they were dictated 
By me, that they proceeded from my lips. 

And in those very terms in which you read them. 
Bur. Before his execution, Babington 

Confess’d they were the same which he receiv’d. 
Mary. Why was he in his lifetime not produc’d 

Before my face ? Why w as he then despatch’d 
So quickly, that he could not be confronted 
With her whom he accus’d? 

BuRiiRiGU. Besi If's, my Lady, 

Your secretaries, Curl and Nau, declare 
On oath, they are the very selfsame letters 
Which, from your lips, they faithfully transcrib’d. 
Mary. And on my menials’ testimony, then, 

I am condemn'd ; upon the word of those 
Who have betray'd me, me, their rightful Queen I 
Who in that very moment, when they came 
As witnesses against me, broke their faith ! 

Bur. You said yourself, you held your countryman 
To be an upright conscientious man. 

Mary. I thought him such ; but ’tis the hour of danger 
Alone, which tries the virtue of a man 
He ever was an honest man, but weak 
In understanding ; and his subtle comrade. 
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Whose faith, observe, I never answer'd for, 

Might easily seduce him to write down 

More than he should ; the rack may have compelled him 

To say and to confess more than he kftew. 

lie hop’d to save himself by this false witness. 

And thought it could not injure mie — a Queen. 

Bur. The oath he swore was free and unconstraiii'd. 
Mary. But not before my face ! How now, my Lord, 

The witnesses you name are still alive, 

Let them appear against me, face to face ! 

And there repeat what they have testified ! 

Why am I then denied that privilege. 

That right, wliicli e’en the murderer enjoys ? 

1 know from Talbot’s mouth, my former keeper. 
That in this reign a statute has hfcii pass'd, 

Which orders that the plaintiff be confronted 
With the defendant; is it so. good Paulet? 

1 e’er have known you as an honest man, 

Now prove it to me ; tell me, on your conscience. 

If such a law exist, or not, in Pinglaiid ? 

Paul. . Madam, there does : that is the law in England. 

1 must declare the truth. 

Mary. Well then, my Lord, 

If I am treated by the law of England 
So hardly, when that law oppresses me. 

Say, why avoid this selfsame country’s law. 

When ’tis for my advantage ? Answer me ; 

Why was not Babington confronted with me ? 

Why not my seiwants, who are both alive ? 

Bur. Be not so hasty, Lady; ’tis not only 

Your plot with Babington 

Mary. Tis that alone 

Which arms the law against me ; that alone 
From which I’m call’d upon to clear myself. 

Stick to the point, my liord; evade it not. 

Bur. It has been prov ’d that you have corresponded 

With the Ambassador of Spain, Mendoza 

Mary. Stick to the point, my Lord. 

Burlicigh. That you have form’d 

Conspiracies to overturn the fix’d 
Beligion of the realm; that you have call’d 
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Into this kingdom foreign powers, and roujs’d 
All kings in Europe to a war with England. 

Maby. And were it so, my Lord — though 1 deny it-— 

But e%n suppose it were so : 1 am kept 
Imprison'd here against all laws of nations. 

1 came not into England sword in hand ; 

I came a suppliant ; and at the hands 
Of my imperial kinswoman, I claim’d 
The sacred rights of hospitality. 

When power seized upon me, and prepared 
To rivet fetters, where 1 hop’d protection. 

Say, is my conscience bound, then, to this realm? 
What are the duties that 1 owe to England ? 

1 should but exorcise a sacred right, 

Deriv’d from sad necessity, if I 
Warr’d with these bonds, encounter’d might with 
might, 

Housed and incited evry state m Europe, 

Eor my protection, to unite in arms. 

Whatever in a rightful war io just 
And loyal, ’tis my right to exercise : 

Murder alone, the secret bloody deed. 

My conhcieuce and my pride alike forbid. 

Murder would stain me, would dishonour me ; 
Dishonour me, my Lord ! — but not condemn me ; 

Nor subject me to England’s courts of law : 

For ’tis not justice, but mere violence, 

Which is the question 'tween myself and England. 
Buhleigh (significantly). 

Talk not, my Lady, of the dreadful right 
Of pow’r: ’tis seldonxon the pris’ner’s side, 

Mauy. I am the weak ; she is the mighty one : 

’Tis well, my Lord ; let her then use her pow*r ; 

Let her destroy me : let me bleed, that she 
May live secure : but let her then confess 
That she hath exercised her pow’r alone, 

And not contaminate the name of justice. 

Let her not borrow, from the laws, the sword 
To rid her of her bated enemy : 

Let her not clothe, in this religious garb^ 

The bloody daring of lioentious might ; 



8C. Ym.] 


MAHY STUABT. 


m 


Let not these juggling tricks deceive the world. — 

[Returning the sentence 
Though she may murder me, she cannot judge me • 
Let her no longer strive to join the fruits 
Of vice with virtue’s Mr and angel show ; 

But let her dare to seem the thing she M [EsciU 

Scene VIII. 

Buelbiou, Paulet. 

Bun. . She scorns us, she defies us ! will defy us, 

Evh at the scaflold s foot. This haughty heart 
Is not to be subdued. Say, did the sentence 
Surprise her ? Did you see her shed one tear, 

Or even change her colour ? She# disdains 
To make appeal to our compassion. Well 
She knows the wa\ ring mind of England's Queen* 
Our apprehensions make hor bold. 

Pal/lei. My Lord, 

Take the pretext away which buoys it up, 

And you shall see this proud defiance fail 
That very moment. I must say, my Lord, 
Irregularities have been allowed 
In these proceedings ; Babingtoii and Ballard 
Should have been brought, with her two secretaries. 
Before her, face to face. 

Burleigh. No, Paulet, no 1 

That was not to be risk’d ; her influence 
Upon the human heart is too supreme ; 

Too strong the female empire of her tears. 

Her secretary, Curl, if •brought before her, 

And call’d upon to speak the weighty word 
On which her life depends, would straight shrink back, 
And fearfully revoke his own confession. 

Paul. . Then England’s enemies will fill the world 
With evil rumours ; and the formal pomp 
Of these proceedings, to the minds of all. 

Will only signalize an act of outrage. 

Bub. That is the greatest torment of our Queen, 

[[That she can never ’scape the blame. Q God!] 



MARY STTJART. 


[act I- 


' ^36 

Had but this lovely mischief died before 
She set her faithless foot on English ground. 

Paul. . Amen, say J ! 

Burleigh. Had sickness but consum’d her! 

Paul. . England had been secur’d from much misfortune. 
.Bub. . And y^t, if she had died in nature s course, 

The world would still liave call’d us murderers. 
Paui.. . Tis true, the world will think, despite of us, 
Whate’er it list. 

‘Burleigh. Yet could it not be prov’d? 

And it would make less noise. 

Paulet. Why let it make 

*What noise it maj . It is not clam’rous blame, 

Tis righteous censure only, which can wound. 

Bur. .We know that holy justice cannot ’scape 
The voice of censure ; and the public cry 
Is ever on the side of the unhappy : 

Envy pursues the laurell'd conqueror ; 

The sword of justice, which adorns the man, 

Is hateful in a woman’s hand ; the world 
Will give no credit to a woman's justice, 

] f woman be the victim. Vain that we, 

The judges, spoke what conscience dictated ; 

She has the royal privilege of mercy ; 

She 7nmt exert it : ’twere not to be borne, 

Should she let justice take its full car'^’v. 

Paul. . And therefore 

Burleigh. Therefore should she live ? 0! no. 

She must not live ; it must not be. ’Tis this, 

Ev’n this, my friend, which so disturbs the Queen, 
And scares all slumber from her couch ; I read 
Her soul’s distracting contest in her eyes ; 

She fears to speak her wishes, yet her looks. 

Her silent looks, significantly ask, 

“ Is there not one amongst my many servants 
To save me from this sad alternative ? 

Either to tremble in eternal fear 
Upon my throne, or else to sacrifice 
A Queen of my own kindred on the block?’* 

Paul. . Tis even so ; nor can it be avoided — 
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Bull. . Well might it be avoided, thinks the Queen, 

If she had only more attentive servants. 

Paul. . How more attei^tive? 

Burleigh. Such as could interpret 

A silent mandate. 

Paulet. What ? A silent mandate ! 

Bun. . Who, when a poisonous adder is deliver’d 

Into their hands, would keep the treacherous charge 
As if it were a sacred, precious jewel? 

Paul. . A precious jewel is the Queen’s good name, 

And spotless reputation : good, my Lord, 

One cannot guard it with sufficient care. 

Bur. . When, out of Shrewsb’ry’s hand, the Queen -of Scots 
Was trusted to Sir Amias Paulet’s care. 

The meaning was 

Paulet. I hope to God, my Lord, 

The meaning was, to gi> e the weightiest charge 
Into the purest hands ; my Lord, my Lord ! 

By Heav 11, I had disdain’d this bailiff’s office, 

Had I not thought the service claim’d the care 
Of the best man that England’s realm can boast. 

Let me not think I am indebted for it 
To any thing but my uuhlemish’d name. 

Bull. . Spread the report, she wastes ; grows sicker still. 
And sicker ; and expires at last in peace ; 

Thus will she perish in the world’s remcmb'rance. 
And your good name is pure. 

Paulet. But not my conscience. 

Bur. . Though you refuse us. Sir, your own assistance. 

You will not, sure, prevent another’s hand. 

Paul. . No murd'rer’s foot shall e’er approach her threshold, 
Whilst she's protected by my household gods. 

Her life's a sacred trust ; to me the head 
Of Queen Elizabeth is not more saiTcd. 

Ye arc the judges ; judge, and break the staff ; 

And when ’tis time, then let the carpenter. 

With axe and saw appear to build the scaffold. 

My castle’s portals shall be open to him, 

The sheriff and the executioners : 

Till then, she is intrusted to my care ; 

And, he assur’d, I will fulffl my trust, 

She shall nor do, nor mffer what’s unjust. 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. 

London ; a Hall in the Palace of Westminster. 

The Earl of Kent and Sir William Davison, meeting. 

pAV. Is that my Lord of Kent? So soon return’d? 

Is then the tourney, the carousal over ? 

Kent. . How now? Were you not present at the tilt? 

DaV.* My ofifice kept me here. 

Kent. * Believe me. Sir, 

You’ve lost the fairest show which ever taste 
Devis’d, or graceful dignity perform’d : 

For beauty’s virgin fortress w’as presented. 

As by Desire invested ; the Earl Marshal, 

The Lord High Admiral, and ten other knights. 
Belonging to the Queen, defended it, 

JLnd France's Cavaliers led the attack. 

A herald march’d before the gallant troop, 

And summon’d, in madrigal, the fortress ; 

And from the walls the Chancellor replied ; 

And then th’ artillery was play’d, and nosegays, 
Breathing delicious fragrance, wore discharg’d 
From neat field-pieces ; but in vain, the storm 
Was valiantly rosisted, and Desire 
Was forc’d, unwilfingly, to raise the siege. 

Dav, . A sign of evil boding, good, my Lord, 

For the French suitom. 

Kent. Why, you know that this 

Was but in sport; when the attack’s in earnest, 
The fortress will, no doubt, capitulate. 

Dav. , Ha ! think yon so ? I never can believe it. 

Kent. . The hardest arti( le of all is now 

Adjusted, and acceded to by France ; 

The Duke of Anjou is content to hold 
His holy worship in a private chapel ; 

And openly he promises to honour 
And to proteOt Ifae realm’s establish’d faith. 

Had you but beard the people’s joyful shouts 
Where’er the tidings spread, for it has been 
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The country's eonstcnt h»x the Queen ini|^t die, 
Without immediate issue of her body ; 

And England bear again tibe Romish chains, 

If Mary Stuart should ascend the throne. 

Dw. This fear appears superfluous ; she goes 
Into the brida.1 chamber ; Mary Stuart 
Enters the gates of death. 

Kent. The Queen approaches 


Scene II. 

Elizabeth, led in hy Leicester, Count AmteSWNE, 
Bellievre, Lords Shrewsbury and Burleigh, witJ^other 
French and English Gentlemen, 

Elizabeth {to Aubespine). 

Oomit, I am sorry for Iheso noblemen, 

Whose gallant zeal hath brought them over sea 
To visit these our shores, that they, with us. 

Must miss the splendour of St. Germain's court. 
Such pompous festivals of godlike state 
I cannot furnish, as the royal court 
Of France. A sober and contented people, 

Which crowd around me wilh a thousand blessings, 
Wlicne’er in public I present myself : 

This is the spectacle which I can show, 

And not without some pride, to foreign eyes. 

The splendour of the noblib dames who bloom 
In Catherine's beauteous garden would, I know. 
Eclipse myself, and my more modest merits. 

Aub. The court of England has one lady only. 

To show the wond'ring foreigner ; but all 
That cliarms our hearts in tke accomplish'd sex. 

Is seen united in her single person. 

Bel. Groat Majesty of England, suffer us 

To take our leave, and to our royal master. 

The Duke of Anjou, bring the happy news. 

The hot impatience of his heart would not 
Permit him to remain at Paris ; he 
At Amiens awaits the joyfti|pKling8 ; 

And thence to Calais reacuDk posts, to bring 
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With Tvinged swiftneol to his tranced ear 
The sweet consent which, still we humbly hope, 

Your royal lips will graciously pronounce. 

Eiii^ . Press me no further now, Count Bellievre, 

It is not now a time, 1 must repeat. 

To kindle here the joyful marriage torch. 

The heav'ns low'r black and heavy o’er this land ; 
And weeds of mourning would become me bettor 
Than the magnificence of bridal robes. 

A fatal blow is aim'd against my heart ; 

A blow which threatens to oppress my House. 

We only ask your Majesty to promise 
Your royal hand when brighter days shall come. 
Eliz. Monarchs are but the slaves of their condition ; 

They dare not hear the dictates of their he-irts : 

My wish was ever to remain unmarried, 

And I had plac’d my greatest pride in this, 

That men hereafter on my tomb might read 
“ Here rests the virgin Queen.” But my good siibji'cts 
Are not content that this should be : they think, 
E’en now they often think, upon the time 
When 1 shall be no more. ’Tis not enough 
That bles*)ings now are shower’d upon this land; 
They ask a sacrifice for future welfare, 

And I must offer up my liberty, 

My virgin liberty, my greatest good, 

To satisfy my people. Thus they’d foico 
A lord and master on me. ’Tis by this 
1 see tliaX I am nothing but a woman 
In their regard ; and yet methought that I 
Had govern’d like a man, and like a king. 

Well wot I that it is not serving God, 

To quit the law's of nature ; and that those 
Who here have rul’d before me merit praise, 

'I’hat they have op’d the cloister gates, and gi\ ’ii 
Thousands of victims of ill-taught devotion. 

Back to the duties of humanity. 

But yet a Queen, who hath not spent her da^s 
In fruitless, idle contemplation ; who, 

Without a murmur, indefatigably, 

Performs the hardest of all duties i she 
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Should be exempted, from that natural law 
Wliich doth ordain one half of human kind 
Shall ever be subservient to the other. 

Aun. Great Queen, you have upon your throne done honour 
To ev’ry virtue ; nothing now remains, 

But to the sex, whose greatest boast you are. 

To be the leading star, and give the great 
Example of its most consistent duties. 

’Tis true, the man exists not who deserves 
That you to him should sacrifice your freedom; 

Yet if a hero’s soul, descent, and rank, 

And manly beauty can make mortal man 
Deserving of this honour — 

Eijzabeth. Without doubt, 

My Lord Ambassador, a marriage unjoii 
With France’s royal son would do me honour: 

Yes, 1 acknowledge it without disguise, ' 

If it must he, if 1 (^iniiot prevent it, 
jf J must yield unto my jicople’s prayers. 

And much 1 fear they will o’erpower me, 

1 do not know, in Europe, any prince 
To whom with less reluctance 1 would yield 
My greatest treasure, my dear liberty. 

1 iOt tins confession satisfy your master. 

Del. . It gives the fairest hope, and yet it gives 

Nothing hut hope ; my master wishes more. 

Eliz. . What wishes he ? 

[She takes a ring from her finger, and ihovghtfuUy 
examines it. 

In this a Queen has not 
Cnie privilege above all other women. 

This common token marks one common duty, 

One common servitude ; the ring denotes 
Marriage ; and ’tis of rings a chain is form’d. 

Convey this present to his Highness ; ’tis 
As yet no chain, it binds me not as yet. 

But out of it may grow a link to bind me. 

Bellievre {kneeling). 

This present, in his name, upon my knees, 

I do receive, great Queen, and press the kiss 

R 
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Of homage on the liand of her \pho is 
Henceforth my princess. 

Elizabeth {to the Eabl of Leicesteb, whom ehe^ during t1i£ 
last speeches^ had continually regarded). 

By your leave, my Lord. 
takee the blue riband from his neck and 
invests BeUievre with it. 

Invest his Highness with this ornament, 

As I invest you with it, and receive you 
Into the duties of my gallant order. 

And, ** Honi soit qui mal y pense.” Thus perish 
All jealousy between our several realms, 

And let the bond of confidence unite, 

Henceforth, the crowns of Britain and of France. 
Bel. Most sovereign Queen, this is a day of joy ; 

Othat it could be so for all, and no 
Afflicted heart within this island mourn. 

See ! mercy beams upon thy radiant brow’ ; 

Let the reiloction of its cheering light 
Fall on a wretched princess, who concerns 
Britain and I'rance alike. 

Elizabeth. No further, Goqnt! 

Let us not mix two inconsistent things ; 

If France be truly anxious for my hand. 

It must partake my interests, and renounce 
Alliance wdlh my foes. 

Atjblspine In thine eyes 

Would she not seem to act unwortliily, 

If in this joyous treaty, she forgot 

This hapless Queen, the widow of her king ; 

In whose behalf, her honour and her faith 
Arc bound to plead for grace. 

Elizabeth. Thus urged, I know 

To rate this intercession at its worth ; 

France has discharged her duties as a friend, 

I will fulfil my own as Fngland s Queen. 

[SAc bows to the French Ambassadors, who, with 
the other Qentlemen, retire respectfully. 

* Till the time of Oharlee the Fixet, the Knighta of the Qartei wore the 
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Enter Bubleioh, Lbioesteb, and Talbot. The Queen takes 
her seat. 

Bub. . Illustrious sovereign* thou crown'st to daj 
The fervent wishes of thy people : now 
We can rejoice in the propitious days 
Which thou bestow'st upon us ; and we look 
No more with fear and trembling towVds the time 
Which* charg'd with storms* futurity presented. 

Now* but one only care disturbs this land ; 

It is a sacrifice which every voice 

Demands ; 0 ! grant but this* and England’s peace 

Will be establish'd now and evermore. 

Eliz. . What wish they still* my Lord ? Speak. 

Burleigh. They demand 

The Stuart’s head. If to thy people thou 
Wouldst now secure the precious boon of freedom. 
And the fair light of truth so dearly won* 

Then she must die : if we are not to live 
In endless terror for thy precious life* 

The enemy must fall : for well thou know’st* 

That all thy Britons are not true alike : 

Eomish idolatry has still its friends 
In secret* in this island, who foment 
The hatred of our enemies. Their hearts 
• All turn towards this Stuart ; they are leagu’d 
With the two plotting brothers of Lo'rrain, 

The foes invet rate of thy house and name. 

’Gainst thee this raging faction hath declar’d 
, A war of desolation, which they wage 

With the deceitful instruments of hell. 

At Bheims* the Cardinal Archbishop’s sec, 

T'here is the arsenal* from which they diirt 
These lightnings ; there the school of regicide ; 
Thence, in a thousand shapes disguis'd, are sent 
Their secret missionaries to this isle ; 

Uae riband with the George* about their necks* as they stiU do the coDaia^ 
on great days. — T bamblatob. 

B 2 
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Their bold and daring zealots ; for from thence^ 

Have we not seen the third assassin come ? 

And inexhausted is the direful breed 
Of secret enemies in this abyss. 

While in her castle sits, at Fotheringay, 

The Ate ^ of this everlasting war, 

Who, with the torch of love, spreads flames around ; 
For her who sheds delusive hopes on all, 

Youth dedicates itself to certain death ; 

To set her free is the pretence — the aim 
Is to establish her upon the throne. 

For this accursed House of Guise denies 

Thy sacred right ; and in their mouths thou art 

A robber of the throne, v^hom chance has crown’d. 

By them this thoughtless woman was deluded, 
P^roudly to style herself the Queen of England : 

No peace can be with her, and with her house ; 

Their hatred is too bloody, and their crimes 
Too great;] tliou must resolve to strike, or suffer 
Her life is death to thee, her death thy life. 

. My liord, you bear a melancholy ofl&ce : 

I know the purity which guides your zeal. 

The solid wisdom which informs your speech : 

And yet I hate this wisdom, when it calls 
For blood, I hate it in my inmost soul. 

Think of a milder counsel— Good, niy Lord 
Of {Shrewsbury, we crave your judgment here. 

Tal. Desire you but to know, most gracious Queen, 

• The picture of At6, the Goddess of mischief, wc are acquainted with from 
Homer, 11. v. 91. 130. 1. 501. She ie a daughter of Jupiter, and eager to 
prejudice every one, even the immortal gods. She counteracted Jupiter 
himself, on which account he seized her by her beautiful hair, and hurled 
her from heaven to the earth, where she now, striding over the heads of men, 
excites them to evil, in order to involve them in calamity. — Herder. 
Shakspere has, in Julius Gssar, made a fine use of this image : — 

** And Caesar's spirit, ranging for revenge. 

With Ate by his side, tome hot from hell, 

Shall in these ennhnes, with a monarch's voice. 

Cry havoc, and let slip the dogs of war." 

I need not point out to the reader, the beautiful propriety of introdacing 
this evil spirit on this occasion. — Trahblator. 
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[| Wliat is for your advantage, I can add 

Nothing to 'vvhat my Lord High Treasurer 

Has urged ; then, for your welfare, let the sentence 

Be now confirm'd — this much is prov’d already : 

There is no surer method to avert 

The danger from your head, and from the state. 

Should you in this reject our true advice. 

You can dismiss your council. *We are plac’d 
Here os your counsellors, but to consult 
The welfare of this land, and with our knowledge. 
And our experience, we arc hound to serve you ! 
But ill what s good and just, most gracious Queefl, 
You have no need of counsellors, your conscience 
Knows it full well, and it is written there. 

Nay it were overstepping our commission 
If we attempted to instruct you in it. 

Eltz. . Yet speak, my worthy Lord of Shrewsbury, 

’Tis not our understanding fails alone, 

Our heart too feels it wants some sage advice.] 
Tal. . Well did you praise the upright zeal which fires 
-Lord Burleigh's loyal breast ; my bosom too, 
Although my tongue be not so eloquent, 

Beats wdth no weaker, no less faithful pulse. 

Long may you live, my (iuecn, to be the joy 
Of your delighted people, to prolong 
Peace and its envied blessings in this realm. 

Ne’er hath this isle beheld such happy days 
Since it was govern’d by its native kings. 

O let it never buy its hapjnness 
With its good name ; at least, may Talbot’s eyes 
Be clos'd in death, e’er this shall come to pass. 
Eltz. . Forbid it. Heaven, that our good name be stain’d ! 
Tat.. . Then must you find some other way than this 
To save thy kingdom, for the sentence pass’d 
Of death against the Stuart is unjust. 

You cannot upon her pronounce a sentence, 

Who is not subject to you. 

Elizabeth. Then, it seems, 

My council and my parliament have err’d ; 

Each bench of justice in the land is wTong, 

Which did, with one accord, admit this right. 
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Talbot (after a pause). 

The proof of justice lies not in the voice 
Of numbers ; England *s not the world, nor is 
Thy parliament the focus, which collects 
The vast opinion of the human race. 

This present England is no more the future, 
Than 'tis the past; as inclination changes. 

Thus ever ebbs and flows the unstable tide 
Of public judgment. Say not then, that thou 
Must act as stem necessity compels, 

That thou must yield to the importunate 
Petitions of thy people ; ev’ry hour 
Thou canst experience that thy will is free. 

Make trial, and declare, thou hatest blood. 

And that thou wilt protect thy sister's life ; 

Show those who wish to give thee other counsels^ 
That here thy royal anger is not feign’d, 

And thou shalt sec how stem necessity 
Can vanish, and what once was titled justico 
Into injustice be converted : thou 
Thyself must pass the sentence, thou alone : — 
Trust not to this unsteady, trembling reed, 

But hoar the gracious dictates of thy heart. 

God hath nut planted rigour in the frame 
Of woman ; and the founders of this realm, 

Who to the female hand have not drnied 
The reins of government, intend by this 
To show that mercy, not severity. 

Is the best virtue to adorn a crown. 

EiJZ. . Lord Shrewsb’iy is a fervent advocate 

For mine, and England’s enemy ; 1 must 
Prefer those counsellors who wish wy wel&re. 

Tal. . . Hor advocates have an invidious task ! 

None will, by speaking in her favour, dare 
To meet thy anger : suffer, then, an old 
And faithful counsellor (whom nought on earth 
Can tempt, on the grave’s brink) to exercise 
The pious duty of humanity. 

It never shall be said, that, in thy council. 
Passion and interest could find a tongue, 

While mercy’s pleading voice alone was mutOf 
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All circumstances conspir'd against her ; 

Thou ne'er hast seen her fiure, and nothing speaks 
Within thy breast for one that 's stranger to thee. 

1 do not take the part of her misdeeds ; 

They say 'twas she who plann'd her husband’s murder : 
’Tis true that she espous'd his murderer. 

A grievous crime, no doubt ; but then it happen'd 
In darksome days of trouble and dismay, 

In the stem agony of civil war, 

When she, a woman, helpless and hemm’d in 
By a rude crowd of rebel vassals, sought 
Protection in a powerful chieftain's arms. 

God knows what arts were used to overcome her ! 
For woman is a weak and fragile thing. 

Eliz. . Woman's not weak ; there are heroic^ s'ouls 
Among the sex ; and, in my presence, Sir, 

I do forbid to speak of woman’s weakness. 

Tal. . . Misfortune was for thee a rigid school ; 

Thou wast not station’d on the sunny side 

Of life ; thou saw st no throne, from far, before thee ; 

The grave was gaping for thee at thy feet. 

At Woodstock, and in London's gloomy tower, 

’Twas there the gracious father of this land 
Taught thee to know thy duty, by misfortune. 

No flatt’rer sought thee there : there leam’d thy soul^ 
Far from the noisy world and its distractions, 

To commune with itself, to think apart, 

And estimate the real goods of life. 

No God protected this poor sufferer : 

Transplanted in her early youth to Franee. 

The Court of levity and thoughtless joys. 

There, iii the round of constant dissipation, 

She never heard the earnest voice of tmth ; 

She was deluded by the glare of vice, 

And driven onward by the stream of ruin. 

Hers was the vain possession of a face, 

And she outshone iW others of her sex 
As far in beauty, as in noble birth. 

Euz. • Collect yourself^ my Lord of Shrewsbury ; 

Bethink you we are met in solemn council. 

Those charms most surely be without compare, 
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Which can engender, in a.n elder’s blood. 

Such fire. My Lord of Leicester, you alone 
Are silent; does the subject which has made 
Him eloquent, deprive you of your speech ? 

Lkic. . Amazement ties my tongue, my Queen, to think 
That they should fill thy soul with such alarms, 

And that the idle tales, which, in the streets 
Of London, terrify the people’s ears, 
should reach th’ enlighten’d circle of thy council. 
And gravely occupy our statesmen’s minds. 
Astonishment j) 0 ssesses me, I own. 

To think this lackland Queen of Scotland, she 
Who could not save her own poor throne, the jest 
Of her own vassals, and her country’s refuse, 

Who, in her fairest days of freedom, was 
Hut thy despised puppet, should become 
At once thy terror when a prisoner. 

AA'liat, in Heaven’s name, can malte her formidable ? 
That she lays claim to England? that tlie Guises 
Will not acknowledge thee as Queen ? Did then 
Thy people’s loyal fealty await 
These Guises’ approbation? Can these Guises 
With their objections, ever shake the right 
Which birth hatli giv’n thee ; which, witli one consent, 
The votes of parliament have ratified ? 

And is not she, by Henry's will, pass’d o’er 
In silence ? Is it probable that England, 

As yet so bless’d in the new light’s enjoyment, 
Should throw itself into this papist’s arms ? 

From thee, the sov'reign it adores, desert 
To Damley’s murderess ? What will they then, 
These restless men, who even in thy lifetime 
Torment thee with a successor ; who cannot 
Dispose of thee in marriage soon enough 
To rescue church and state from fancied peril ? 
Stand’st thou not blooming there in youthful prime 
While each step loads her tow’rds tb ’expecting tomb ? 
By Heavens, 1 hope thou wilt full many a year 
Walk o’er the Stuarts grave, and ne’er become 
Thyself the instrument of her sad end. 

Bub Lord Leicester hath not always held tUis tone. 
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Leic. . *Tis true, I in the court of justice gave 

My verdict for her death ; here, iu the council, 

1 may consistently speak otherwise : 

Here, right is not the question, but advantage. 

Is this a time to fear her power, when France, 

Her only succour, has abandon'd her? 

When thou proparest with thy hand to bless 
The royal son of France, when the fair hope 
Of a new, glorious stem of sovereigns 
Begins again to blossom in this land ? 

Why liasten then her death ? She's dead alreadv. 
Contempt and scorn are death to her ; take heed 
Lest ill tim'd pity call her into life. 

*Tis therefore my advice to leave the sentence, 

By which her life is forfeit, in full force. 

Let her live on ; but let her live beneath 
The headsman’s axe, and, from the very hour 
One arm is lifted for her, let it fall. 

Elizabeth (Wscs). 

My Lords, I now have heard your sev’ral thoughts, 
And give niy ardent thanks for this your zeal. 

With God's assistance, who the hearts of kings 
Illumines, I will weigh your arguments. 

And choose what best my judgment shall approve. 

[To Buku'.ioM. 

[| Lord Burleigh’s honest fears, I know it well, 

Are but the offspring of his faithful care ; 

But yet, Lord Leicester has most truly said. 

There is no need of haste ; our enemy 
Hath lost already her most dangerous sting — 

The mighty arm of France : the fear that she 
Might quickly be the victim of their zeal 
Will curb the blind impatience of her friends. ] 

Scene IV. 

Enter Sir Amias Paullt and Mortimer. 

There’s Sir Amias Paulet ; noble Sir, 

What tidings bring you? 

Gracious Sovereign, 

My nephew, who but lately is return’d 
From fbreigi^ travel, kneels before thy feet, 


Eliz. 

Paul. 
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And offers thoe his drst and earliest homage. 

Grant him thy royal grace, and let him grow 
And flourish in the sunshine of thy favour. 
Mobtimeb {kneeling on one knee). 

Long live my royal mistress ! Happiness 
And glory from a crown to grace her brows ! 

Eliz. Arise, Sir Knight ; and welcome here in England ; 

You’ve made, I hear, the tour, have been in France 
And Home, and tarried too some time at Rheims ; 
Tell me what plots our enemies are hatching ? 

Most. May God confound them all ! And may the darts 
Which they shall aim against my Sovereign, 
Recoiling, strike their own perfidiouR breasts! 

Euz. Did you see Morgan, and the wily Bishop 
Of Ross? 

Mobt. I saw, ray Queen, all Scottish exiles 

Who forge at Rheinois their plots against this realm. 
I stoic into their confidence, in hopes 
To learn some hint of their conspiracies. 

Paul. Private despatches they entrusted to him. 

In (^phers, for the Queen of Scots, which he. 

With loyal hand, hath given up to us. 

Eliz. Say, what are then their latest plans of treason ? 
Mobt. It struck them all as ’twere a thunderbolt, 

^Bhat France should leave them, and with England 
close 

This firm alliance ; now they turn thejr hopes 
Tow’rds Spain 

Elizabeth. This, Walsiugham hath written us. 

Mobt. Besides, a bull, which from the Vatican 
Pope Sixtus lately levell’d at thy throne. 

Arriv’d at Rheims, as I was leaving it : 

With the next ship, we may expect it here, 

Leic. . England no more is frighten’d by such arms. 

Bub. . They’re always dangerous in bigots’ hands. 
Elizabeth poking stedfasthj at Mobtimeb). 

Your enemies have said, Uiat you frequented 
The schools at Rheims, and have abjur’d your 
faitn. 

Mobt. So I pietended, that I must confess ; 

Such was my anxious wish to serve n|y Queen. 
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Elizabeth {to Paulbt, who preaonta papers to her). 

What have you there? 

Paulet. ’Tis from the Queen of Scots. 

* Tis a petition, and to thee address'd. 

Burleigh {fiosiUy catching at it). 

Give me the paper. 

Paulet {giving itto^ Queen). 

By your leave, my Lord 
High Treasurer ; the Lady order’d me 
To bring it to her Majesty s own hands. 

She says, 1 am her enemy ; 1 am 
The enemy of her offences only. 

And that which is consistent with my duty 
I will, and readily, oblige her in. 

\The Queen takes the letter : as she reads it^ Mor- 
timer and Leicester speak' some words in 
private. 

Burleigh {to Paulet), 

What may the purport of the letter be? 

Idle complaints, from which one ought to screen 
The Queen’s too tender heart 

Paulet What it contains* 

She did not hide from me ; she asks a boon ; 

She begs to be admitted to the grace 
Of speaking with the Queen. 

Burleigh. It cannotlic. 

Tal. . Why not ? Her supplication’s not unjust. 

Bur. . For her, the base encourager of murder ; 

Her, who hath thirsted for our sov’reign’s blood* 
The privilege to see the royal presence 
Is forfeited : a faithful counsellor 
Can never give this treacherous advice. 

Tal. . And if the Queen is gracious. Sir, are you 
The man to hinder pity’s soft emotions? 

Bur. . She is condemn’d to death : her head is laid 
Beneath the axe, and it would ill become 
The Queen to see a death-devoted head. 

The sentence cannot have its execution 
If the Queen’s Majesty approaches h^r. 

For pardon still attends the royal presence, 

As sickness flies the health-dispensing hand. 
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Elizabeth {having read the letter, dries her tears), 

O ! Yrhat is man ! What is the bliss of eoi'th ! 

To what extremities is she reduc’d 
Who with such proud and splendid hopes began ! 
Who, call’d to sit on the most ancient throne 
Of Christendom, misled by vain ambition, 

Hop’d with a triple crown to deck her brows ! 

How is her language alter’d, since the time 
When she assum’d the arms of England’s crowTi, 

And by the flatt’iers of her Court was styled 
Sole monarch of the two Britannic isles ! 

Forgive me, Lords, my heart is cleft in twain. 
Anguish possesses me, and my soul bleeds 
To think that earthly goods are so unstable. 

And that the dreadful fate which rules mankind 
Should threaten mine own house, and scowl so near 
me. 

Tal. . . 0, Queen I Uie God of mercy hath inform’d 

Your heart; O ! hearken to this heav’nly guidance. 
Most grie^ously, indeed, hath she aton’d 
Her grievous crime, and it is time that now, 

At last, her heavy penance liave an end. 

Stretch forth your hand, to raise this abject Queen, 
And, like the luminous vision of an angel, 

» ;cend into her gaol’s sepulchral night. 

_ stedfast, mighty Queen ; let no emotion 

Of seeming laudable humanity 
Mislead thee ; take not from thyself the pow’r 
Of acting os necessity commands. 

Thou canst not pardon her, thou camt not save her : 
Then heap not on thyself the odious blame, 

That thou, with cruel and contemptuous triumph, 
Didst glut thyself with gazing on thy victim. 

Llic. . Let us, my Lords, remain within our bounds ; 

The Queen is wise, and doth not need our counsels, 
To lead her to the most becoming choice. 

This meeting of the Queens hath nought in com- 
mon 

With the proceedings of the Court of Justice, 

The law of England, not the monarch’s will. 
Condemns the Queen of Scotland, and ’twere worthy 
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Of the great soul of Queen Elizabeth, 

To follow the soft dictates of her heart, 

Though justice swerve not from its rigid path. 

Eliz. . Eetire, my Lords. — ^We shall, perhaps, find means 
To reconcile the tender claims of pity 
With what necessity imposes on us. 

And now retire. — 

[The Lords retire : she calls Sir Edward Mor- 
timer back. 

Sir Edward Mortimer ! 

Scene V. 

Elizabeth, Mortimer. 

Elizabeth (having measured him for some twi\\ with her ryes, 
in silence). 

You’ve shown a spirit of advent’rous courage, 

And self-possession, far beyond your years, 
lie who has timely loamt to play so well 
The difficult dissembler’s needful task 
Becomes a perfect man before his time, 

And shortens his probationary years. 

Fate calls you to » lofty scene of action ; 

I prophesy it, and can, happily 

For you, fulfil, myself, my own prediction. 

Mort. Illustrious mistress, what 1 am, and all 
I can accomplish, is devoted to you. 

Eliz. . You’ve made acquaintance with the foes of England. 
Their hate against me is implacable ; 

Their fell designs are inexhaustible. 

As yet, indeed. Almighty I’rovidence 
Hath shielded me ; but on my brows the crown 
For ever trembles, while she lives who fans 
Their bigot-zeal, and animates their hopes. 

Mort. She lives no more, as soon as you command it. 

Eliz. . 0, Sir ! I thought 1 saw my labour’s end. 

And I am come no farther than at first. 

1 wish’d to let the laws of England act. 

And keep my own hands pure from blood’s defile- 
ment. 
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The sentence is pronounc'd — gain I by it? 

It must be executed, Mortimer, 

And 1 must authorize the^ execution. 

The blame will ever light on me, 1 must 
Avow it, nor .pan save appearances. 

That is the worst — 

Mobtimek. But appearances 

Disturb your conscience wnere the cause is just? 
Eliz. . You are unpractis’d in the world, Sir Knight; 

What we appear, is subject to the judgment 
Of all manMnd, and what we are, of no man, 

No one will be convinc’d that I am right : 

I must take care that my connivance in 
Her death be wrapp’d in everlasting doubt. 

In deeds of such uncertain double visage 
Safety lies only in obscurity. 

Those measures are the worst that stand avow'd, 
What ’s not abandon’d, is not wholly lost. 

Mobtimeb {seeking to learn her meaning). 

Then it perhaps were best — 

Elizabeth {qvick). Ay, surely ’twere 

The best ; 0, Sir, my better angel speaks 
Through you;— go on then, worthy Sir, conclude; 
Yon are in earnest, you examine deep. 

Have quite a different spirit from your uncle. 
Mobtuier (surprised). 

Have you imparted then your wishes to him? 

EiJZ. . 1 am sorry that 1 have. 

Mortimer. Excuse his age. 

The old man is grown scrupulous ; such bold 
Adventures ask the enterprising heart 
Of youth — 

Elizabeth. And may I venture then on you — 

MoiiT. My hand I'll lend thee ; save then as thou const 
Thy reputation — 

Elizabeth. Yes, Sir ; if you could 

But. waken me some morning with this news — 

** Maria Stuart, your blood-thirsty foe, 

Breath’d yesternight her last” — 

Mobummr. • Depend on me. 

Eliz. .. When shall my head lie calmly down to sleep? 
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Mobt. 'Die next ne^jmoon will terminate thy fears. 

Euz. . And be the se^^mne* happy day the dawn 

Of your prefermlB^so God speed you, Sir ; 

And be not hurt, nwchance, my thankfulness 
Should wear the muk of darknen.*- Silence is 
Die happy suitor's god. — The closest bonds, 

The dearest, are the^jierk of secrecy. [Exit. 

eSUENE VI. 

Mortimeb {alone). 

Go, false deceitful Queen ! As thou deludest 
Ttie world, e'en so I cozen thee ; 'tis right. 

Thus to betray thee ; 'tis a worthy deed. 

Look 1 then like a murd'ror ? Hast thou read 
Upon my brow such base dexterity? 

Trust only to my arm, and keep thine own 
Conceal'd — assume the pious outward show 
Of mercy 'fore the world, while reckoning 
In secret on my murd'rous aid ; and thus 
By gaining time we shall ensure her rescue. 

Thou wilt exalt me ! — show st me from afar 
The costly recompense : but even were 
Thyself the prize, and all thy woman’s favour. 

What art thou, poor one, and what canst thou proffer?* 
J scorn ambition’s avaricious strife. 

With her alone is all the charm of life, 

O’er her, in rounds of endless glory, hover 
Spirits with grace, and youih eternal bless’d, 
Celestial joy is thron’d upon her breast 
Thou hast but earthly, morttil goods to offer — 

That sov’rcign good, for which all else be slighted. 
When heart in heart, dchghlirig and delighted; 
Together flow in sweet forgetfulness ; — 

Ne’er didst thou w’omaii’s fairest crown possess, 

Ne'er hast thou >vith thy hand a lover’s heart requited. 
— I must attend Lord Leicester, and deliver 
Her letter to him — 'tis a hateful charge — 

I have no confidence in this court puppet— 

I can effect her rescue, I alone ; 

Be danger, honour, and the prize my ow^ 

[As he is going, Paulet meets him. 
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Scene VII 

Mobttmeb, Paulet 

Paul. . What said the Queen to you ? — 

Mobtimer. *Twas nothing, Sir ; 

Nothing of consequence — 

Paulet (loohing at him earnestly). Hear, Mortimer ! 

It is a false and slippVy ground on which 
You tread. The grace of princes is alluring, 

Youth loves ambition — let not yours betray you. 
Mobt. Was it not yourself that brought me to th3 Court ? 
Paul. O, would to God I had not done as much ! 

The honour of our house was never reap’d 
In courts — stand fast my nephew— purchase not 
Too dear, nor stain your conscience with a crime. 
Mobt. What are these fears ? What are you dreaming of ? 
Paul. . How high soe’er the Queen may pledge herself 
To raise you, trust not her alluring words. 

[ The spirit of the world’s a lying spirit, 

And vice is a deceitful, treach’rous friend. 

She will deny you, if you listen to her ; 

And. to preserve her own good name, will punish 
The bloody deed, which she herself enjoin’d. 

Mobt. The bloody deed I — 

Paulet. Away, dissimulation ! — 

T know the deed the Queen propos’d to yiu. 

She hopes that your ambitious youth will prove 
More docile than my rigid age. But say. 

Have you then pledg’d your promise, have you ? — 
Mobt. Uncle! 

Paul. . Tf you have done so, I abandon you. 

And lay my curse upon you — 

Leicester (enfertuy). Worthy Sir! 

I with your nephew wish a word. — The Queen 
Is graciously inclin’d to him ; she wills 
That to his custody the Scottish Queen 
Be with full powers entrusted. She relies 
On his fidelity. 

Paut^et. Belies ! — ’tis well — 

Leic. . What say you, Sir ? 
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Her Msyebty relies 
On him ; and I, my noble Lord, rely 
Upon myself, and my two open eyes. [Exit, 

Scene VIII. 

Leicester, Mortimer. 

Leicester {surprised). What ailed the Knight? 

Mortimer. My Lord, I cannot tell 

What angers him : — the confidence, perhaps, 

The Queen so suddenly confers on me. 

Lbic. . Are you deserving then of confidence ? 

Mort. . This would I ask of you, my Lord of Leicester. 

Leic. . You said you wish’d to speak with me in private. 

Mort. . Assure me first that I may safely venture. 

Leic. . Who gives me an assurance on your side ? 

Let not my want of confidence offend you ; 

1 see you. Sir, exhibit at this court ^ 

Two different aspects ; one of them must be 
A borrow’d one ; but which of them is real ? 

Mort. . The selfsame doubts I have concerning you. 

Leic. . Which, then, shall pave the way to confidence ? 

Mort. . He who, by doing it, is least in danger 

Leic. . Well, tliat are you— 

Mortimer. No, you ; — the evidence 

Of such a* weighty, powerM peer as you 
Can overwhelm my voice. My accusation 
Is weak against your rank and influence. 

Leic. . Sir, you mistake. In ev'rything but this 

I’m pow’rful here ; but in this tender point, 

Which I am call’d upon to trust you with, 

1 am the weakest man of all the Court, 

The poorest testimony can undo me. 

Mort. . If the all-pow’rful Earl of Leicester deign 
To stoop so low to meet me, and to make 
Such a confession to me, 1 may venture 
To think a little better of myself. 

And lead the way in magnanimity. 

Leic. . Lead you the way of confidence, 111 follow. 

Mortimer (producing suddenly the letter). 

Here is a letter from the Queen of Scotland. 

B 
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Leicester {alarmed, catches hastily at the letter). 

Speak softly, Sir ! — what see I ? — Oh, it is 
Her picture !— 

\Kmes and examines it with speetddess joy — a 
pause. 

Mobtimeb {who has watched him closely the whole time). 

Now, my Lord, I can l)elieve you. 
Leicester {having hastily run through the letter). 

You know the purport of this letter. Sir ? 

Mobt. . Not 1. — 

Leicester. Indeed ! She surely hath inform’d you— « 
Mout. . Nothing hath she inform’d me of. She said 
You would explain this riddle to me — ’tis 
To me a riddle, that the Earl of Leicester, 

The far-fam’d fav 'rile of Elizabeth, 

The open, bitter enemy of Mary, 

And one of those who spoke hor mortal sentence, 
Should be the mau from whom the Queen oxpects 
Deliv 'ranee from her woes ; and yet it must be ; 

Your eyes express too plainly, what your heart 
Feels for the hapless kdy. — 

Leicester. Tell me, Sir, 

First, how it comes that you should take so warm 
An int’rcst in her fate ; and what it was 
Gain’d you her confidence? — 

Mortimer. My Lord, I can, 

And in few words, explain this mystery. 

I lately have at Rome abjur’d my cr^'ud, 

And stand in correspondence with the Guises. 

A letter from the Cardinal Archbishop 
Was my credential with the Queen of Scots. 

Leic. , I am acquainted, Sir, with yeur conversion; 

'Twas that which wak’d my (lonfidence towards you. 
Each remnant of distrust be henceforth banish’d ; 
Your hand, Sir, pardon me these idle doubts. 

I cannot use too much precaution here. 

Knowing how Walsingham and Burleigh hate me. 
And, watching roe. in secret spread their snares ; 

You might have been their instrument, their ci'eature^ 
To lure me to their toils. 
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Mortimer. How poor a part 

So great a nobleman is forc’d to play 
At court ! My Lord, I pity you. 

Leicester. , With joy 

I rest upon the faithful breast of friendship, 

Where 1 can ease me of this long constraint. 

You seem surpris’d. Sir, Uiat my heart is turn’d 
So suddenly towards the captive Queen. 

In truth, I never hated her ; — the times 
Have forc’d me to appear lier enemy. 

She was, as you well know, my destined bride, 
Long since, ere she bestow'd her hand on Damley, 
While yet the beams of glory round her smil’d. 
Coldly I then refused the proffered boon. 

Now in confinement, at the gates of death, 

I claim her, at the hazard of my life'. ^ 

Mort. . True magnanimity, my Lord — 

Leicester. The state 

Of circumstances, since that time, is chang’d. 
Ambition made me «ill insensible 
To youth and beauty. — Mary’s hand I held 
Too insignificant for me ; — 1 hoped 
To be the husband of the Quoeu of England. 
Mort. . It is well known she gave you preference 
Before all others. 

Leicester. So. indeed, it seem’d. 

Now, after ten lost years of tedious courtship. 

And hateful self-constraiut — O, Sir, my heart 
Must ease itself of this long agony. 

They call me happy! — Did they only know 
What the chains are, for which they envy me ! 
When 1 Iiad sacrificed ton bitter years 
To the proud idol of her vanity ; 

Submitted with a slave’s humility 
To ev’ry change of her despotic fancies ; 

The plaything of each little wayward whim. 

At times by seeming teudorness caressed. 

As oft repulsed with proud and cold disdain ; 

Alike tormented by her grace and rigour : 

Watch'd like a pris ner by the Argus-eyes 
Of jealousy; examin’d like a school-boy, 
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And rail’d at like a servant. — 0 , no tongue 
Can paint this hell — 

Mortimer. My Lord, I feel for you. 

Leic. . To lose, and at the very goal, the prize I ^ 

Another comes to rob me of the fruits 
Of my so anxious wooing. I must lose 
To her young blooming husband all those rights 
Of which I was so long in full possession ; 

And I must from the stage descend, where I 
So long have play’d the most distinguish’d part. 
Tis not her hand alone this envious stranger 
Threatens, he’d rob me of her favour too ; 

She is a woman, and he form’d to please. 

Mort. . He is the son of Cath’rine. He has learnt, 

In a good school, the arts of flattery. 

Leic. . Thus fall my hopes ; — 1 strove to seize a plank 
To bear me in this shipwreck of my fortunes, 

And my eye turn’d itself towards the hope 
Of former days once more ; then Mary’s image 
Within me was renew’d, and youth and beauty 
Once more asserted all their former rights. 

No more *twas cold ambition ; ’twas my heart 
Which now compar’d, and with regret I felt 
The value of the jewel I had lost. 

With horror I beheld her in the depths 
Of mi8er3^ cast down by my transgression ; 

Then wait’d the hope in me, that I might still 
Deliver and possess her ; I contriv’<l 
To send her, through a faithful hand, the news 
Of my conversion to her interests ; 

And in this letter which you brought me, she 
Assures me that she pardons me, and offers 
Herself as guerdon, if I rescue her. 

Mort. . But you attempted nothing for her rescue. 

You let her he condemn’d without a word ; 

You gave, yourself, your verdict for her death ; 

A miracle must happen, and the light 
Of truth must move me, me, her keeper’s nephew, 
And Heav’n ust, in the Vatican at Home, 
Prepare for her an unexpected succour, 

Else had she never found the way to you. 
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Leic. . 0, Sir ! it has tormented me enough ! 

About this time it was, that they remov’d her 
From Talbot’s castle, and deliver’d her 
Up to your uncle’s stricter custody. 

Each way to her was shut. 1 was oblig’d, 

Before the world, to persecute her still ; 

But do not think that I would patiently 
Have seen her led to death. No, Sir ; 1 hop’d, 

And still 1 hope, to ward off all extremes, *. 

Till 1 can find some certain means to save her. 
LIort. . These are already found : my Lord of Leicester, 
Your gen’rous confidence in me deserves 
A like return. I will deliver her. 

That is my object here — my dispositions 
Are made already, and your pow’rfuLaid, 

Assures us of success in our attempt. 

TjEIc. , What say you? — ^you alarm me — ^how? — ^you would — 
Mobt. . I’ll open forcibly her prison-gates : — 

I have confederates, and all is ready. 

Li:ic. . You have confederates, accomplices? 

Alas ! In what rash enterprise would you 
Engage me? And these friends, know they my secret? 
Mort. . Fear not ; our plan was laid without your help. 

Without your help it would have been accomplish’d, 
Had she not signified her resolution 
To owe her liberty to you alone. 
liETC. . And can you then, with certainty, assure me. 

That ill your plot my name has not been mention’d ? 
Mort. . You may depend upon it. How, my Lord, 

So scrupulous when help is offer’d you? 

You wish to rescue Mary, and possess her ; 

You find confed’rates ; sudden, unexpected. 

The readiest means fall, as it were from Heav’n, 

Yet you show more perplexity than joy. 

Lnir. . W'e must avoid all violence ; it is 
Too dangerous an enterprise. 

Mortimer. Delay 

Is also dangerous. 

Leicester. I tell you. Sir, 

’Tis not to be attempted — 

Mortimer. *Tis, my Lord, 
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Too hazardous for you who would possess her ; 

But who only wish to rescue her, 

We are more bold* 

Leicester. <¥oung man, you are too hasty 

In such a thorny, dangerous attempt. 

Mort. . And you loo scrupulous in honour’s cause. 

Leic. . I see the trammels that are spread around us. 

Mort. . And I feel courage to breolt though them all. 

Leio. . Fool-hardiness and madness, is this courage? 

Mort. . This prudence is not bravery, my Lord. 

Leio. . You surel^r wish to end like Babin gton. 

Mort. . You not to imitate great Norfolk's virtue. 

Leic. . Norfolk ne’er won the bride he woo’d so fondly. 
Mort. . But yet he prov’d how truly he deserved her. 

Leic. . If we are ruin’d, she must fail with us. 

Mort. . If we risk nothing, she wiJl ne’er be rescued. 

Leic. . You will not weigh the matter, will not hear ; 

With blind and hasty rashness you destroy 
The plana which I so happily had framed. 

Mort. . And what were then the plans which you had framed ? 
What have you done then to deliver her ? 

And how, if I were miscreant enough 
To murder her, as was propos’d to me 
This moment by Elizabeth, and which 
She looks upon as certain ; only name 
The measures you have taken to protect her ? 

Leic. . Did the Queen give you then this bloody order? 
Moot. . She was deceiv’d in me, as Mary is 
In you. 

Leicester. And have you promis’d it ; say, have you ? 

Mort. . That she might not engage anothor’s hand, 

I offer’d mine. 

Leicester. Well done. Sir, — that was right; — 

This gives us leisure, for she rests secure 
Upon your bloody service, and the sentence 
Is unfulfill’d the while, and we gain time. 

Mortimer (angrily). 

No, we are losing time. 

Leicester The Queen depends 

On you. and will the readier make a show 
Of mercy — and I may prevail on her 
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To give an audience to her adversary ; 

And by this stratagem we tie her hands : 

Yes ! 1 will make the attempt, strain ev’ry nerve. 
Mort. » And what is gain’d by this? When she discovers 
That I am cheating heft that Mary lives ; 

Are we not where we were ? She never will 
Be free ; the mildest doom which can await her 
At beat, is but perpetual confinement 
A daring deed must one day end the matter ; 

Why will you not with such deed begin ? 

Tho pow’r is in your hands, would you but rouse 
The might of your dependents round about 
Your many castles, ’twere an host ; and still 
Has Mary many secret friends. The Howards 
And Percies’ noble houses, though their chiefs 
Be fall’n, are rich in heroes ; they but* wait 
For the example of some potent lord. 

Away with feigning — act an open port, 

And, like a loyal knight, protect your fair ; 

Fight a goud fight for her ! You know you are 
liOrd of the person of the Queen of England, 
Whene’er you will : invite her to your castle. 

Oft hath she thither follow’d you — then show 
That you’re a man — then speak as master — keep her 
Confin’d till she release the Queen of Scots. 

Leic. . I am astonish’d — I am terrified ! — 

Where would your giddy madness hurry you ? 

Are you acquainted with this countiy ? Know you 
The deeps and shallows of this court? With what 
A potent spell this female sceptre binds 
And rules men’s spirits round her ? 'Tis in vain 
You seek th’ heroic energy which once 
Was active in this land ! — it is subdued, — 

A woman holds it under lock and key. 

And ev’ry spring of courage is relax’d. 

Follow my counsel — venture nothing rashly. 

Some one approaches — go — 

Mortimer. And Mary hopes— 

Shall I return to her with empty comfort? 

Leic. . Bear her my vows of everlasting love. 



264 MARY BTUART. [ACT II. 

Mort Bear them yourself ! I offer’d my assistance 

As her deliv’rer, not your messenger. {Exit^ 

Scene TX. 

Elizabeth, Leicester. 

Eliz. . Say -who was here ? 1 heard the sound of voices. 
Leicester {tpirning quickly and perplexed rounds on hearing 
the Queen). 

Tt was young Mortimer — 

Elizabeth. * How now, my Lord : 

Why so c6nfus’d ? 

Leicester {collecting himself). 

Your presence is the cause. 

Ne’er did I see thy beauty so resplendent. 

My sight is dazzled by thy heavenly charms. 

Oh!— 

Elizabeth. Whence this sigh ? 

liEicESTER. Have 1 110 reason, then. 

To sigh ? When I behold you in your glory, 

I feel anew, witli pain unspeakable. 

The loss which threatens me. 

Elizabeth. What loss, my Lord ? 

Leig. . Your heart— your own inestimable self : — 

Soon will you feel yourself within the arms 
Of your young ardent husband, highly bless’d : 

He will possess your heart, 'without a ri\al. 

He is of royal blood — that am not J. 

Yet, spite of all the world can say, there lives not 
One on this globe, who with such fervent zeal 
Adores you, as the man who loses you. 

Anjou hath never seen you, can but love 
Your gloiy, and the splendour of your reign ; — 

But I love you — and were you bom, of all 
The peasant maids the poorest, I the first 
Of kings, 1 would descend to your condition, 

And lay my crown and sceptre at your feet! 

EiJZ. . Pity me, my Dudley; do not blame me — 

I cannot ask ray heart. Oh, that had chosen 
Far otherwise ! Ah, how I envy others 



sc. IX.] 


If ASY STUAllT. 


266 


Who can exalt the object of their love ! 

Hut 1 am not so blest : — 'tis not my fortune 
To place upon the brows of him, the dearest 
Of men to me, the royid crown of England. 

The Queen of Scotland was allow'd to make 
Her hand the token of her inclination ; — 

She hath had ev'iy freedom, and hath drunk, 

E'en to the very dregs, tlie cup of joy. 

Leic. . And now she drinks the bitter cup of sorrow. 
Eliz. . She never did respect the world’s option ; — 

Life was to her a sport ; — she never courted 
The yoke to which I bow’d my witting neck. 

And yet, methinks, 1 had as just a claim 
As she, to please myself, and taste the joys 
Of life : — ^but 1 preferr'd the rigid duties 
Which royalty imposed on me ; — yet she. 

She was the favourite of all the men. 

Because she only strove to be a woman ; 

And youth and age became alike her suitors. 

Thus are the men — voluptuaries all ! 

The willing slaves of levity and pleasure ; 

Value that least which claims their reverence. 

And did not even Talbot, though grey-headed, 
Grow young again, when speaking of her charms? 
Leic. . Forgive him — for he was her keeper once, 

And she has fool’d him with her cunning wiles. 
Eliz. . And is it really true, that she’s so fair? 

So often have I been oblig’d to hear 
The praises of this wonder — it were well 
If I could learn on what 1 might depend : 
Pictures are flattering, and description lies 
I will trust nothing, but my own conviction. 

Why gaze you at me thus ? 

Leicester. I plac’d in thought 

You and Maria Stuart, side by side. 

Yefi I I confess, 1 oft have felt a wish. 

If it could be but secretly contriv’d, 

To see you placed beside the Scottish Queen. 
Then would you feel, and not till then, the full 
Enjoyment of your triumph : — she deserves 
To be thus humbled ; she deserves to see, 
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With her ovm. eyes, and envy’s glance is keen, 
Herself surpass’d, to feel herself o'ermatch’d, 

As much by thee in. form and princely grace, 

As in each virtue tli4t adorns the sex. 

Eltz. . In years she has th’ advantage — 

Leicester. Has she so? 

1 never should have thought it. But her grie&, 
Jler sufferings, indeed ! ’tis possible, 

Have brought down age upon her ere her time. 
Yes, and ’twould mortify her more to sec thee 
As briie — she hath already turn’d her back 
On each fair hope of life, and she would see thee 
Advancing tow’rds the open arms of joy — 

See thee as bride of France’s royal son. 

She who hath always plumed herself so high 
fill her connection wdth the House of Franco, 

And still depends upon its mighty aid. 

Elizabeth (with a careless air), 

I’m teaz’d to grant this interview. 

Leicester. She asks it 

As a favour ; grant it as a punishment. 

For though you should conduct her to the block, 
Yet would it less torment her, than to see 
Herself extinguish’d by your beauty’s splendour. 
Thus can you murder her, as she hath wish’d 
To murder you. When she beholds your beauty. 
Guarded by modesty, and beaming bright. 

In the clear glory of unspotted fame, 

(Which she with thoughtless levity discarded,) 
Exalted by the splendour of the crown, 

And blooming now with tender bridal graces — 
Then is the hour of her destruction come. 

Yes — when I now behold you — ^you were never. 
No, never were you so prepar’d to seal 
The triumph of your beauty. As but now 
You enter’d the apartment, I was dazzled 
As by a glorious vision from on high. 

Could you but now, now as you are, appear 
Before her, yon could find no better moment. 

Eliz. . Now ? — no — not now — no Leicester — this must be 
Maturely weigh’d — 1 must with Burleigh — 
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Leicester. Burleigh I 

To him you are but Sov’reign, and as such 
Alone he seeks your welfare ; but your nghts, 

Deriv’d from womanhood, this tender point 
Must be decided by your own tribunal, 

Not by the statesman • — ^yet e’en policy 
Demands that you should see her, and allure, 

By such a gen’rous deed, the public voice. . 

You can hereafter act as it may please yOu, 

To rid you of tlie hateful enemy. 

Eliz . But would it then become me to behold 
My kinswoman in infamy and want? 

Tliey say she is not royally attended ; 

Would not the sight oi’ her distress reproach me ? 
Leic. . You need not cross her threshold — hear my counsel : — 
A fortunate conjunctiire favours it. 

The hunt you mean t > honour with yotir presence 
Is in the lunglibourhood of Fotheringriy ; 

Permission may be giv’n to Ijady Stuart 
To take the air ; you meet her in tlie park, 

As if by nc(‘ident ; it must not seem 

To have been plann’d, and should you not incline, 

You need not hpeak to her 

Elizabeth. If T am foolish, 

Be yours the fault, not mine. I would not care 

To-day to cross your wishes ; for to-day 

I’ve griev'd you more than all my other subjects. 

\Tenderly. 

Let it then be your fancy. Leicester, hence 
You see the free obsequiousness of love, 

Which suffers that which it cannot approve. 

[Leicfsteii prostrates himself before her, and the 
curtain falls. 
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ACT III. 

Sc&ME I. 

In a Park, — In the foreground Trees ; in the hcuskground a 
distant Prospect, 

Mart advances^ running from behind the Trees: Hannah 
. Kennedy follows slowly. 

Ken. Youliasten on as if endow'd with wings— 

I cannot follow you so swiftly — wait. 

Mart. Freedom returns ! O let me enjoy it, — 

Let me be childish, — ^be childish wi^ me ! 

Freedom invites me ! O let me employ it, 

Skimming with winged step light o'er the lea ; 

Have I escaped from this mansion of mourning ? 
Holds me no more the sad dungeon of care ? 

Let me, with joy and with eagerness burning, 

Drink in the free, the celesti^ air ! 

Ken. O, my dear I^ady ! but a very little 

Is your sad gaol extended ; you behold not 
The wall that shuts us in : these plaited tufts 
Of trees hide from your sight the hated object. 

Mary. ? Thanks to these friendly trees, that hide from me 
My prison walls, and flatter my illusion ! 

Happy I now may dream myself, and free ; 

Why wake me from my dream's so sweet confusion ? 
The extended vault of heaven around mr lies. 

Free and unfetter'd range my wandering eyes 
O'er space's vast immeasurable sea ! 

From where yon misty mountains rise on high, 

I can my empire's boundaries explore ; 

And those light clouds which, steering southwards, fly. 
Seek the mild clime of France s genial shore. 

Fast fleeting clouds! ye meteors that fly; 

Could I but with you sail through the sky ! 
Tenderly greet the dear land of my youth V 
Here I am captive ! oppress'd by my foes, 

No other than you may carry my woes, 

Free thro' the ether your pathway is seen. 

Ye own not the power of this tyrant Queen. 
Ken. • Alas I dear Lady ! You're beside yourself. 
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This long-Jost, long-sought freedom makds you rave, 
MabV. . Yonder’s a fisher returning to home ; — 

Poor though it be, would he lend me his wherry, 
Quick to congenial shores would 1 ferry. 

Spare is his trade, and labour ‘s his doom — 

Kich would I freight his vessel with treasure, 

Such a draught should be his as he never had seen. 
Wealth should he find in his nets without measure. 
Would he but rescue a poor captive Quaen. 

Ken. . Fond, fruitless wishes ! See you not from far, 

How we are follow'd by observing spies ? — 

A dismal, barb’rous prohibition scares 
Each sympathetic being from our path. 

Mart. . No, gentle Hannah ! Trust me, not in vain 

My prison gates are open’d. This small grace 
Is harbinger of greater happiness. ' 

No ! 1 mistake not — 'tis the active hand 
Of love to which 1 owe this kind indulgence 
I recognise in this the mighty arm 
Of Leicester. They will by degrees expand 
My pnson ; will accustom me, through small, 

To greater liberty, until at last 
1 shall behold the face of him whose hand 
Will dash my fetters off, and that for ever. 

Ken. . O, my dear Queen ! I cannot reconcile 

These contradictions. Twas but yesterday 
That they announc'd your death, and all at once, 
To-day, you have such liberty. Their chains 
Are also loos’d, as 1 have oft been told, 

Whom everlasting liberty awaits. 

[Hunthiff horns at a distance. 
Mary. . Heav’st thou the bugle, so blithely resounding? 

Hear’st thou its echoes through w ood and through plain ? 
Ob, might 1 now, on my nimble steed bounding. 

Join with the jocund, the frolicsome train! 

[Hunting horns again heard. 
Again ! 0 this sad and this pleasing remembrance ! 
These are the sounds, which, so sprightly and clear, 
Oft, when with music the hound&and the horn. 

So cheerfully welcom'd the break of the morn. 

On the heaths of the Hicrhlands delighted my ear. 
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Scene II. 

Enter Paulbt, 

Paul. . Well ! haye I acted right at last, my Lady ? 

Do 1 for once, at least, deserve your thanks ? 

Mary. . How ! Do I owe this favour, Sir, to you ? 

Paul. . Why not to me ? I visited the Court, 

And gave the Queen your letter. 

Mary. Did you give it ? 

Tn very truth did you deliver it ? 

And is this freedom which I now enjoy, 

The happy consequence? 

Paulet (significantly). Nor that alone ; 

Prepare yourself to see a greater still. 

Mart. . A greater still ! What do you mean by that ? 

Paul. . You. heard the bugle-homs? 

Mary (starting hack with foreboding apprehension). 

You frighten me — 

Paul. . The Queen is hunting in the neighbourhood — 
Mart. What ! 

Paul. . In a few moments shell appear before you. 

Kennedy (hastening towards Mart, and about to fall). 

How fare you, dearest Lady ? — you grow pale. 

Paul. . IJow ? Is’t not well ? Was it not then your pray r ? 
*Tis granted now, before it was expected ; 

You who had ever such a ready speech. 

Now summon all your powers of eloquence, 

The important time to use them now js come. 

Mary. . O, why was 1 not told of this before ? 

Now I am not prepar’d for it — ^iiot now — 

What, as the greatest favour, I besought, 

Seems to me now most fearful : — Haimab, come, 
Lead me into the house, till I collect 
My spirits. 

Paulet. Stay ; — ^you must await her here. 

Yes ! — T believe you may be well alarm’d 
To stand before your judge. 

Scene III. 

Enter the Earl of Shrewsbury. 

Mary. Tis not for that, 

0 God ! Far other thoughts possess me now. 
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O, worthy Shrewsbury ! You come, as though 
You were an angel sent to me from heav n. 

I cannot, will not see her. Save me, save me 
From the detested sight ! 

Shrewsbury. Your Majesty, 

Command yourself, and summon all your courage , 
'Tis the decisive moment of your fate. 

Mary. . For years I’ve waited, and prepared myself. 

For this I've studied, weigh’d, and written down 
Each word within the tablet of my mem’ry. 

That was to touch, and move her to compassion. 
Forgotten suddenly, effac’d is all, 

And nothing lives within me at this moment, 

But the fierce, burning feeling of my wrongs. 

My heart is turn’d to direst hate against her ; 

All gentle thoughts, all sweet forgivirfg words 
Are gone, aud round me stand with grisly mien. 
The fiends of hell, and shake their snaky locks ! 
Shrew. Command your wild, rebellious blood ; — constrain 
The bittcnic'^s which fills your heart. No good 
Ensues, when hatred is oppos’d to liate. 

How much soe’er the inward struggle cost, 

You must submit to stem necessity, 

I’hc pow’r is in her hand, be therefore humble. 
Mary. . To her ^ 1 never can. 

Shrewsbury. But pray, submit. 

Speak with respect, with calmness ! Strive to move 
Her magnanimity ; insist not, now, 

Upon your rights, not now — tis not the season. 
Mary, r Ah ! wo is me I I’ve pray’d for my destruction, 
And, as a curse to mo, my prayer is heard. 

We never should have seen each other — ^ne'ver!— 
O, this can never, never come to good. 

Rather in love could fire and water meet, 

The timid lamb embrace the roaring tiger ! — 

I have been hurt too grievously ; she hath 
Too grievously oppress’d mo ; — no atonement 
Can make us friends ! 

Shrewsbury. First see her, face to face : 

Did T not see how she was mov’d at reading 
Your letter *? How her eyes were drown’d in tears ? 
No — she is not unfeeling ; only place 
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More confidence iin her. It wasldl* this 
That I came on before her, to entreat you, 

To be collected — ^to admonish you — 

Mabt {^isdng his hand). 

Oh, Talbot * you have ever been my friend. 

Had 1 but stay'd beneath your kindly care ! 

They have, indeed, misused me, Shrewsbuiy. 

Shbew. Let all be now forgot, and only think 

How to receive her with submissiveness. 

Mabt. . Is Burleigh with her too. my evil genius ? 

Shbew. No one attends her but the Earl of Leicester. 

Mabt. . Lord Leicester ? 

Shbbwsbubt. Fear not him ; it is not be 

Who wishes your destruction ; — ’twas his work, 

That here the Queen hath granted you this meeting. 
Mabt. . Ah ! well I knew it. 

Shewsbubt. What ? 

Paulet, The Queen approaches. 

\They all draw aside ; Mabt alone remains, leaning 
on Kennedt. 

Scene IV. 

The same, Elizabeth, Eabl of Leicebteb, and Retinue, 
Elizabeth {to Leicebteb). 

What seat is that, my Lord ? 

Leicebteb. Tis Fothoringay. 

Elizabeth (to Shbewsbubt). 

My Lord, send back our retinue to London ; 

The people crowd too eager in the roads, 

Well seek a refuge in this quiet park. 

[Talbot sends the train away. She looks stedfasthj 
at Mabt, as she speaks further with Paulet. 
My honest people love me overmuch. 

These signs of joy are quite idolatrous. 

Thus should a God be honour'd, not a mortal 
Mabt (who the whole time had leaned, almost fainting, on 
Kennedy, rises now, and her eyes meet the steady 
piercing look of Elizabeth ; she shudders and 
throws herself again upon Kennedy's bosom). 

O God ! from out these features speaks no heart. 
Eliz. What lady 's that?"— 

[A general, embarrassed silence. 



273 


BO. IV.] MARY STUART. 

Leicester. You are at Fotheringay, 

My Liege ! 

Elizabeth (os if surprised^ casting an angry look at Leicester). 

"Wlio hatJi done this, my Lord of Leicester ? 
Leic. . Tis past, my Queen ; — and now that Heav'n hath led 
Your footsteps hither, be magnanimous ; 

And let sweet pity be triumphant now. 

Shrew. O royal mistress ! yield to our entreaties ; 

0 cast your eyes on this unhappy one, 

Who stands dissolved in anguish. 

[Mary collects Herself and begins to advance to- 
wards Elizabeth, stojfs shuddering at half 
way : — her action expresses the most violent 
internal struggle. 

Elizabeth. How, my Lords ! 

Which of you then announc’d to me a prisoner 
Bow’d down by wo ? I see a haughty one, 

By no means humbled by calamity. 

Mary. . Well be it so :--to this will I submit. 

Farewell high thought, and pride of noble mind ! 

1 will forget my dignity, and all 

My sufferings ; 1 will fall before her feet, 

Who hath reduced me to this wretchedness. 

[She turns towards the Queer. 
The voice of Heav n decides for you, my sister. 

Your happy brows are now with triumph crown’d, 

1 bless the Power Divine, which thus hath rais’d you. 

[She kneels. 

But in your turn be mercifhl, my sister ; 

Let me not lie before you thus disgraced ; 

Stretch forth your hand, your royal hand, to raise 
Your sister from the depths of her distress. 
Elizabe'HI {stepping hack). 

You are where it becomes you. Lady Stuart ; 

And thankfully I prize my God’s protection. 

Who hath not suffer’d me to kneel a suppliant 
Thus at your feet, as you now kneel at mine 
Mary [yoith increasing energy of feeling). 

Think on all earthly things, vicissitudes. 

Oh ! there are gods who punish haughty pride : 
Respect them, honour them, the dreadful ones 

T 
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Who thus before thy feet have humbled me I 
Before these strangers’ eyes, dishonour not 
Yourself in me : profane not, nor dis^ace 
The royal blood of Tudor. In my veins 
It flows as pure a stream, as in your own. 

O ! for Goa s pity, stand not so estranged 
And inaccessible, like some tall cliff, 

Which the poor shipwreck’d mariner in vain 
Struggles to seize, and labours to embrace. 

My all, my life, my fortune now depends 
Upon the influence of my words and tears; 

That 1 may touch your heart, 0 ! set mine free. 

]f you regard me with those icy looks. 

My shudd'riiig heart contracts itself, the stream 
Of tears is dried, and frigid horror chains 
The words of supplication in my bosom ! 

Elizabeth {cold and severe). 

What would you say to me, my Lady Stuart ? 

You wish'd to speak with me ; and I, forgetting 
The Queen, and all the wrongs 1 have sustain’d, 
Fulfil the pious duty of the sister, 

And grant the boon you wished for of my presence. 
Yet 1, in yielding to the genVous feelings 
Of magnanimity, expose myself 
To rightful censure, that 1 stoop so low. 

For well you know, you would have had me murder’d. 
MABY.'yt) ! how shall 1 begin ? O, how shall I 
So artfully arrange my cautious words, 

That they may touch, yet not offend your heart ? — 
Strengthen niy words, O Heav’n ! and take from them 
Whate’er might wound. Alas ! I cannot speak 
In my own cause, without impeaching you, 

And that most heavily, I wish not so ; 

You have not, as you ought, behav'd to me ; 

1 am a Queen, like you, yet you have held me 
Confin’d in prison. As a suppliant 
I came to you, yet you in me insulted 
The pious use of hospitality ; 

Sligluing in me the holy law of nations. 

Immur'd me in a dungeon — tore from me 
My friends and servants ; to unseemly want 
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1 was exposed, and hurried to the bar 
Of a disgraceful, insolent tribunal. 

No more of this ; — in everlasting silence 
Be buried all the cruelties 1 suffer'd ! 

See — I will throw the blame of all on fate, 

Twas not your fault, no more than it was mine. 

An evil spirit rose from the abyss, 

To kindle in our hearts the flames of hate, 

By which our tender youth had been divided. 

It grew with us, and bad designing men 
Fann'd with their ready breath the fatal fire : 
Frantics, enthusiasts, with sword and dagger 
Arm'd the uncall'd-for baud ! This is the curse 
Of kings, that they, divided, tear the world 
In pieces with their hatred, and let loose 
The raging furies of all hellish strife ! 

No foreign tongue is now between us, sister, 

[Aj^roaching lier confidently ^ and with a flattering 
tone. 

Now stand we face to face ; now, sister, speak ; 

Name but my crime, 111 fully satisfy you,— 

Alas I had you vouclisaf d to hear me then, 

When 1 so earnest sought to meet your eye, 

It never would have come to this, nor would. 

Here in this mournful place, have happen'd now 
This so distressful, this so mournful meeting. 

Eliz. . My better stars preserv’d me. I was warn’d, 

And laid not to my breast the pois'nous adder ! 
Accuse not fate ! your own deceitful heart 
It was, the wild ambition of your house : 

As yet no enmities had pass’d between us, 

When your imperious uncle, the proud priest. 

Whose shameless hand grasps at all crowns, attack'd 
me 

With unprovok’d hostility, and taught 
You, but too docile, to assume my arms, 

To vest yourself with my imperil title, 

And meet me in the lists in mortal strife ; 

What arms employ’d he not to storm my throne ? 
The curses of the priests, the people's sword. 

The dreadful weapons of religious frenzy ; — 

T a 
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Ev’ii here in my own kingdom’s peaceful haunts, 
lie fann’d the flames of civil insurrection ; — 

But God is with me, and the haughty priest 
Has not maintain'd the fleld. The blow was aim’d 
Full at my head, but yours it is which falls ! 

Mary. . I’m in the hand of Hcav’n. You never will 
Exert so cruelly the pow’r it gives you. 

Eliz. . Who slial] prevent me ? Say, did not your uncle 
Set all the kings of Europe the example, 

How to conclude a peace with those they hate. 
lie mine the school of Saint Bartholomew; 

What ’s kindred then to me, or nations’ laws ? 

The church can break the bands of ev’ry duty ; 

It consecrates the regicide, the traitor ; 

I only practise what your priests have taught ! 

Say then, what surety can be offer’d me, 

Should 1 magnanimously loose your bonds ? 

Say, with what lock can I secure your faith. 

Which by St. Peter’s keys cannot be open’d? 

Force is my only surety ; no alliance 
Can be concluded with a race of vipers. 

Mary. . O ! this is but your wretched, dark suspicion I 
For you have constantly regarded me 
But as a stranger, and an enemy. 

Had you declar’d me heir to your dominions. 

As is my right, then gratitude and love 
In me had iix’d, for you, a faithful friend 
And kinswoman. 

Elizabeth. Your friendship is abroad, 

^ Your house is Papacy, the monk your brother. 
Name you my successor ! The treach’rous snare ! 
That in my life you might seduce my people ; 

And, like a sly Armida, in your net 
Entangle all our noble English youth ; 

That fldl might turn to the new rising sun, 

Andl — 

Mary. O sister, rule your realm in peace : 

I give up ev’ry claim to these domains — 

Alas^! the pinions of my soul are lam’d ; 

Greatness entices me no more : your point 
Is gain’d ; 1 am but Mary’s shadow now—* 
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My noble spirit is at last broke down 
By long captivity : — ^you’ve done your worst 
On me ; you have destroy'd me in my bloom ! 

Now, end your work, my sister ; — speak at length 
The word, which to pronounce has brought you liiiher ; 
For I will ne’er believe, that you are come, 

To mock unfeelingly 3 'our hapless victim. 

Pronounce this word ; — say, “ Maiy, you are free: 
You have already felt my pow’r, — learn now 
To honour too my generosity.” 

Say this, and 1 will take my life, will take 
My freedom, as a present from your hands. 

One word makes all undone ; — I wait for it ; — 

O let it not be needlessly delay’d. 

Wo to you, if you end not with this word ! 

For should you not, like some divinity, 

Dispensing noble blessings, quit me now, 

Thon, sister, not for all this island’s wealth, 

For all the realms encircled by the deep. 

Would I exchange ray present lot for yours, 

Euz. . And you confess at last, that you are conquer’d : 

Are all your schemes run out ? No more assassins 
Now on the road? Will no adventurer 
Attempt again, for you, the sad achievement? 

Yes, madam, it is over : — ^You’ll seduce 
No mortal more. The world has other cares ; — 
None is ambitious of the dang’rous honour 
Of being your fourth husband : — You destroy 
Your wooers like your husbands. 

Mart [starting angrily). Sister, sister ! — 

Grant me forbearance, all ye powr’s of heav’n I 
FiLIZABeth {regards her long, with a look of proud contempt). 
Those then, my Lord of Leicester, are the charms » 
Which DO man with impunity can view. 

Near which no woman dare attempt to stand? 

In sooth, this honour has been cheaply gain’d ; 

She who to all is common, may with ease 
Become the common object of applause 
Mary. . This is too much ! 

Elizabeth [laughing insultingly). 

You show us now, indeed, 
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Your real face ; till now ’twas but the mask. 

Mary {fuming with ragcy yet dignified and nohle). 

My bins were human, and the faults of youth ; 
Superior force misled me. I have never 
Denied or sought to hide it : I despis'd, 

All false appearance as became a Queen. 

The worst of me is known, and I can say. 

That 1 am better than the fame 1 bear. 

Wo to you ! when, in time to come, the world 
Shall draw the robe of honour from your deeds, 

With which thy arch-hypocrisy has veil’d 
Tlie raging flames of lawless secret lust. 

Virtue was not your portion from your mother ; 

Well know we what it was which brought the head 
Of Anna Boleyn to the fatal block. 

Shrewsbury (stepping between both Queens). 

O ! Ilcav’n ! Alas, and must it come to this ! 

Is this the moderation, the submission, 

My Lady ? — 

Mary. Moderation ! IVe supported 

What human nature can support : farewell. 
Lamb-hearted resignation, passive patience, 

Fly to thy native heaven ; burst at length 
Thy bonds, come forward from thy dreary cave, 

In all thy fury, long-suppressed rancour ! 

And thou, who to the anger’d basilisk 

Impart ’st the murd'rous glance, 0, arm my tongue 

With poison’d darts ! 

Shrewsbury. She is beside herself ! 

Exasperated, mad ! My Liege, forgive her. 

[Elizabeth, speechless with anger ^ casts enraged 
looks at Mary. 

Leicester (m the most violent agitation; he seeks to lead 
Euzabeiii aua}j\ 

Attend not to her rage ! Away, away, 

From this disastrous place ! 

Mary (raising her voice). A bastard soils, 

Profanes the English throne ! The gen’rous Britons 
Arc cl\eated by a juggler, whose whole figure 
Is false and painted, heart as well as iace ! 

If right prevail’d, you now would in the dust 
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Before me lie, for I’m your rightful monarch ! 

[Elizabeth hastily quits the stage; the Lords 
follow her in the greatest consternation. 

Scene V. 

Maby, Kennedy: 

Ken. . . What have you done ? She lias gone hence in wrath. 

All hope is over now ! 

Maby (stiU quite beside herself). 

Gone hence in wrath ! 

She carries death within her heart ! 1 know it. 

[Falling on Kennedy’s bosom. 
Now I am happy, Hannah ! and, at last, 
lAfter whole years of sorrow and abasement, 
jOiic moment of victorious revenge ! 

A weight falls off my heart, a weight of mountains ; 

T plung’d the steel in my oppressor’s breast ! 

Ken. . . Unhappy Lady ! Frenzy overcomes you. 

Yes, you have wounded your invet’rale foe ; 

*Tis she who wields the light’ning, she is Queen, 

You have insulted her before her minion. 

Maby. . I have abas’d her before Leicester’s eyes ; 

He saw it, he was witness of my triumph. 

How did I hurl her from her haughty height. 

He saw it, and his presence strengthen’d me. 

Scene VI. 

Enter Mobtimer. 

Ken. . . 0 Sir ! What an occurrence ! 

Mortimer. I heard all — 

[Clives the nurse a sign to repair to her post, and 
draws nearer; his irhole appearance cxpi'esses 
the utmost violence of passion. 

Thine is the palm ; — thou trod’st her to the dust !— 
Thou wast the Queen, she was the malefactor 
I am transported with thy noble courage ; — 

Yes ! I adore thee ; like a Deity, 

My sense is dazzled by thy heav’nly beams. 

Maby {tdth vivacity and expectation). 

You spoke with Leicester, gave my letter to him. — 
My present too? — O speak, Sir. 
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Mortkmxr {Jteholding her with glowing looks). 

How thy noble, 

Thy royal indignation shone, and cast 
A glory round thy beauty ; yes, by Heavens, 

Thou art the fairest woman upon earth 1 
Mart. . Sir, satisfy, 1 beg you, my impatience ; 

What says his Lordship ? Say, Sir, may I hope ? 
Mort. . Who ? — he ? — he is a wretch, a very coward, 

Hope nought from him ; despise him, and forget him ! 
Mary. . What say you ? 

Mortimer. He deliver, and possess you ! 

Why let him dare it : — he I — ^he must with me 
In mortal contest first deserve the prnse ! 

Mary., You gave him not my letter ? Then, indeed, 

My hopes are lost 1 

Mortimer. The coward loves his life. 

Whoe’er would rescue you, and call you his, 

Must boldly dare affront e'en death itself! 

Mary. . Will he do nothing for me ? 

Mortimer. Speak not of him. 

What can he do ? What need have we of him ? 

I will release you ; I alone. 

Mary. Alas ! 

What pow’r have you? 

Mortimer. Deceive yourself no more ; 

Think not your case is now as formerly ; 

The moment that the Queen thus quitted you, 

And that your interview had ta’en this turn, 

All hope was lost, each way of mercy shut. 

Now deeds must speak, now boldness must decide ; 
To compass all must all be hazarded ; 

You must be free before the morning break. 

Mary. . What say you. Sir — to-night ? — ^impossible ! 

Mort. . Hear what has been resolv’d : — I led my friends 
Into a private chapel, where a priest 
Heard our confession, and, for ev’ry sin 
We had committed, gave us absolution ; 

He gave us absolution too, beforehand, 

For ev’iy crime we might commit in future ; 

He gave us too the final sacrament. 

And we are ready for the final journey. 
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■Mary. . 0 ! v^bat an awfal, dreadful prepasation ! 

Mort. . We scale, this veiy night, the castle's walls ; 

The keys are in nSy pow'r ; the guards we murder I 
Then from thy chamber bear thee forcibly. 

Each living soul must die beneath our hands, 

That none remain who might disclose the deed. 
Mary. . And Drury, Paulet, my two keepers, they 

Would sooner spill their dearest drop of blood. 

Mort. , They fall the very first beneath my steel. 

Mary. • What, Sir ! Your uncle ? How ! Your second father I 
Mort. . Must perish by my hand — I murder him ! 

Mary. 0, bloody outrage ! 

Mortimer. We have been absolv’d 

Beforehand ; I may perpetrate the worst ; — 

I can, I will do so ! 

O dreadful, dreadful ! 

And should 1 be oblig'd to kill the Queen, 

I’ve sworn upon the host, it must be done ! 

No, Mortimer ; ere so much blood for me. — 

What is the life of all, compil’d to thee, 

And to my love ? The bond which holds the world 
Together may be loos’d, a second deluge 
Come rolling on, and swallow all creation ! 
Henceforth I value nothing ; ere I quit 
My hold on thee, may earth and time be ended ! 
Mary {retiring), 

Heav’ns ! Sir, what language, and what looks ! They 
scare. 

They frighten me ! 

Mortimer {mth unsteady looks, expressive of quiet madness). 

Life 's but a moment — death 
Is but a moment too. Why ! let them drag me 
To Tyburn, let them tear me limb from limb, 

With red-hot pmcors — 

[Viole^itly approaching her with extended arms. 
If I clasp but thee 

Within my arms, thou fervently belov’d ! 

Mary. . Madman, avaunt ! 

Mortimer. To rest upon this bosom. 

To press upon this passion-breathing mouth-— 

Mary. . Leave me, for Gods sake. Sir; let me go in— 
Mort. . He is a madman who neglects to clasp 


Mary. 
Mort. . 

Mary. . 
Mort. • 
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His bliss in folds«that never may be loosed, 

When Heav'n has kindly giv n it to his arms. 

1 'will deliver you, and though it cost 
A thousand lives, I do it : but 1 swear. 

As God ’s in Heav'n, 1 will possess you too ! 

Mabt. 0 1 Will no God, no angel shelter me ? 

' Dread destiny I thou throw’st me, in thy wrath, 

• From one tremendous terror to the other ! 

Was I then bom to waken nought but frenzy ? 

Do hate and love conspire alike to fright me ? 

Mout. . Yes, glowing as tlieir hatred is my love ; 

They would behead thee, they would wound this neck, 
So dazzling white, with the disgraceful axe ! 

O ! offer to the living god of joy 
What thou must sacrihee to bloody hate ! 

Inspire thy happy lover with those charms 
Which are no more thine own. Those golden locks 
Are forfeit to the dismal pow’rs of death, 

O ! use them to entwine thy slave for ever ! 

Mabt. . Alas ! alas ! what language must 1 hear I 

My wo, my suffrings should be sacred to you, 
Although my royal brows are so no more. 

Mobt. . The crown is fallen from thy brows, thou hast 
No more of earthly majesty. Make trial, 

Eaise thy imperial voice, sec if a friend, 

If a deliverer will rise to save you. 

Thy moving form alone remains, the high. 

The godlike influence of thy heav’nly beauty ; 

This bids me venture all, this arms my hand 
With might, and drives me tow rds the headsman's aate t 
Maby. . O ! Who ■will save me from his raging madness 
Mobt. • Service that's bold, demands a bold reward. 

Why shed tbeir blood the daring? Is not life 
Life's highest good ? And he a madman, who 
Casts life away ? First -will I take my rest, 

Upon the breast that glows with love's own fire I 

[He preeaee 7ien violently to Ms bosom. 
Maby. . Oh, must I call for help against the man 
Who would deliver me 1 

Mobtimek. Thou'rt not unfeeling, 

The world ne'er censur'd thee for frigid rigour ; 

The fervent pray'r of love can touch thy heart 
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Thou mad*8t the minstrel %izzio blest, and gayest 
Thyself a willing prey to Bothwell's arms. 

Mahy. . Presumptuous man ! 

Mobtimeb. He was indeed thy tyrant, 

Thou tremhled'st at his rudeness, whilst thou loy'd'st 
him; 

Well then — if only terror can obtain thee — 

By the infernal gods ! 

IVIaby. Away — ^you’re mad ! 

Mobt. . T’ll teach thee then before me too to tremble — 
Kennedy (entering suddenly). 

They’re coming— -they approach — the Park is fill’d 
With men in arms. 

Mobtimeb (starting, and catching at his sword). 

I will defend you — I — 

Maby. . O Hannah ! save me, save me from his hands. 

Where shall I find, poor suff rer, an asylum ? 

O ! to what saint bhall f address my pray’rs ? 

Here force assails me, and ^vithin is murder I 

[She flies towards the house, Kennedy follows her. 
Scene VTT. 

Mobtimeb, Paulet, and Dutjhy rmh in in the greatest 
consternation. — Attendants hasten over the Stage. 

Paul. . Shut all ihc portals — draw the bridges up — 

Mobt. . What is the matter, uncle ? 

Paulet. Whore is the murd’ress? 

Down with her, down into the darkest dungeon I 
Mobt. . What is the matter? What has pass’d? 

Paulet. The Queen? 

Accursed hand ! Infernal machination ! 

Mobt. . The Queen! What Queen? 

Paul. What Queen ! 

The Queen of England ; — 
She has been murder'd on the road to London. 

[Haetens into the house. 

Scene VIII. 

Mobtimeb, soon after, O’Eellt. 

Mobtimeb (after a pause). 

Am I then mad ? Oamo not one nmnmg by 
But now, and cried aloud, The Queen is murder'd! 
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No, no ! I did bu^dream. A fev’risli fancy 
Paints that upon tiiy mind as true and real, 

Wliich but existed in my frantic thoughts. 

Who’s there ? It is O’Kelly. So dismay’d ! 
O’Kelly (rmhinq in). 

Flee, Mortimer, O ! flee — for all is lost ! 

Mort. . What then is lost ? 

O’Kelly. Stand not on question. Tliink 

On speedy flight. 

Mortimer. What has ocouiTod ? 

O’Kelly. Sauvage, 

That madman, struck tlie blow. 

Mortimer. It is then true ! 

O’Kel. True, trufe — 0 ! save yourself. 

Mortimer {exvltinghj). 

The Queen is murder’d — 
And Mary shall ascend the English throne ! 

O’Kel. Is murder’d ! Who said that? 

Mortimer. Yourself. 

O’Kelly. She lives, 

And I, and you, and all of us are lost. 

Mort. . She lives! 

O’Kelly. The blow was badly aim’d, her cloak 

Receiv’d it. Shrewsbury disarm’d the murd’rer. 
Mort. . She lives ! 

O’Kelly. She lives to wlielm us all in ruin; 

Gome, they surround the park already ; come — 
Mort. . Who did this frantic deed ? 

O’Kelly. It was the monk 

From Toulon, whom you saw immers’d in thought, 
As in the chapel the Pope’s bull was read, 

Which pour’d anathemas upon the Queen. 

He wish’d to take tlie nearest, shortest way. 

To free, with one bold stroke, the church of God, 
And gain the crown of martrydom : — ^he trusted 
His purpose only to the piiest, and struck 
The fated blow upon the road to London. 

{after a long silence). 

Alas ! a fierce destructive fate pursues thee. 
Unhappy one ! Yes — now thy death is fix’d ; 

Thy very angel has prepar’d thy fall ! 
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O’Kbl. Say, whither will you tak# your flight? I go 
To hide me in the forests of the north. 

Mort. . Fly thither, and may God attend your flight ; 

I will remain, and still attempt to save 

My love ; if not, my bed shall be upon her grave. 

[Exeunt at different sides, 

ACT IV. 

Scene I. — Antechamber, 

Count Aubespine, the Earls of Kent and Leicester. 

Aub. . How fares her Majesty ? My Lords, you see me 
Still stunned, and quite beside myself for terror ? 
How happen'd it ? How was it possible 
That, in the midst of this most loyal people— , 
Leic. . The deed was not attempted by the people. 

The assassin was a subject of your king, 

A Frenchman. 

Aubespine. Sure p lunatic. 

Leic, A Papist, 

Count Aubespine! 

Scene II. 

Enter Burleigh in conversation with Davison. 

Burleigh. Sir ; let the death-warrant 

Be instantly made out, and pass the seal ; 

Then let it be presented to the Queen ; 

Her Majesty must sign it. Hasten, Sir, 

We have no time to lose. 

Davison. It shall be done. [Exit. 

Aub. . My Lord High Treasurer, my faithful heart 
Shares in the just rejoicings of the realm. 

Prais'd be almighty Heaven, who hath averted 
Assassination from our much-lov'd Queen ! 

Bur. . Prais'd be his name, who thus hath turn'd to scorn 
The malice of our foes ! 

Aubespine. May Heav'n confound 

The perpetrator of this cursed deed 1 
Bur. . Its perpetrator and its base contriver ! 

Aub. . Please you, my Lord, to bring me to the Queen, 
That I may lay the warm congratulations 
Of my imperial master at her feet. 
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Bub. There is no need of this. 

Aubespibe {officiously), Mj Lord of Burleigh, 

1 know my duty. 

Bubleigh. Sir, your duty is 

To quit, and that without delay, this kingdom; 
Aubebpibe {stepping hack with surpiise). 

"What ! How is this ? 

Bubleigit. The sacred character 

Of an Ambassador to-day protects you, 

But not to-morrow. 

Aubespine. What*s my crime ? 

Bubleigh. Should I 

Once name it, there were then no pardon for it. 

Aub. . I hope, my Lord, my charge’s privilege — 

Bub. . Screens not a traitor. 

Lejcesteb and Kent. Traitor ! How ? 

Aubespine. My Lord, 

Consider well — 

Bubleigh. Your passport was discover’d 

In the assassin’s pocket. 

Kent. Eighteous Heaven ! 

Aub. . Sir, many passports are subscrib’d by me, 

I cannot know the secret thoughts of men. 

Bub. . He in your house confess’d, and was absolv’d — 

Aub. . My house is open — 

Bubleigh. To our enemies. 

Aub. . I claim a strict inquiry — 

Bubleigh. Tremble at it — 

Aub. . My monarch in my person is insulted, 

He will annul the mamago contract. 

Bubleigh. That 

My royal mistress has annuli ’d already; 

England will not unite herself with France. 

My Lord of Kent, I give to you the charge 
To see Count Aubespine embark’d in safety 
The furious populace has storm’d his palace, 

Where a whole arsenal of arms was found ; 

Should he be found, they 11 tear him limb from 
liiqb, 

Conceal him till their fuiy is abated, — 

You answer for his life. 
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Atjbespine. I go— I leave 

This kingdom, where they sport with public treaties. 
And trample on the laws of nations. Yet 
My monarch, be assur'd, will vent his rage 
In direst vengeance ! 

Burleigh. Let him seek it here. 

\Exetint Kent and Aubespine. 

Scene III ^ 

Leicester, Burleigh. 

And thus you loose, yourself, the knot of union 
Which you officiously, uncall'd for, bound ! 

You have deserv’d but little of your country. 

My Lord ; this trouble was superfluous. , 

My aim was good, though fate declared against it ; 
Happy is he who has so fair a conscience ! 

Well know we the mysterious mion of Burleigh, 
When he is on the hunt for deeds of treason. 

Now you are in your element, my Lord ; 

A monstrous outrage has been just committed, 

And darkness veils, as yet, its perpetrators : — 

Now will a court of inquisition rise ; 

Each word, each look be weigh'd ; men’s very thoughts 
Be summon’d to the bar. You are, my Lord, 

The mighty man, the Atlas of the state, 

All England’s weight lies upon your shoulders. 

In you, my Lord, I recognise my master ; 

For such a victory as your eloquence 
Has gain’d I cannot boost. 

IjRTCESTER. What moans your lordship ? 

Bur. . You were the man who knew, behind my back. 

To lure the Queen to Fotheringay castle. 

Leic. . Behind your bick! When did I fear to act 
Before your face ? 

Burleigh. You led her Majesty ? 

O, no — you led her not — it was the Queen 
'V^o was so gracious as to lead you thither. 

Leic. . What do you mean, my Lord, by that? 

Burleigh. The noble part 

You forc’d the Queen to jday! The glorious triumph 
Which you prepar'd for her ! Too gracious princess 1 
So shamelessly, so wantonly to mock 


Leic. . 

Bur. . 
Leic. . 


Bur. . 
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Tby unsuspecting goodness, to betray thee 
So pitiless to thy exulting foe ! 

This, then, is tho magnanimity, the grace 
'Which suddenly possess'd you in the council ! 

The Stuart is for this so despicable, 

So w^eak an enemy, that it 'would scarce 
Be worth the pains to stain us with her blood. 

A specious plan ! and sharply pointed too ; 

’Tis only pity this sharp point is broken. 

Leic. Unworthy wretch l—this instant follow me, 

And answer at the throne this inso^ncc. 

Bub. Youll find me there, my Lord ; and look you well. 

That there your eloquence desert you not. \Exit. 

Scene IV. 

Leicester, alone; then Mortimer. 

Leic. 1 am detected ! All my plot 's disclos'd ! 

How has my evil genius track'd my steps ! 

Alas ! if he has proofs, if she should learn 
That I have held a secret correspondence 
With her worst enemy ; how criminal 
Shall 1 appear to her ! How false will then 
My counsel seem, and all the fatal pains 
I took to lure the Queen to Fotheringay ! 

I’ve shamefully betray’d, I have exposed her 
To her detested enemy’s revilings ! 

0 ! never, never can she pardon that. 

All will appear as if premeditated. 

The bitter turn of this sad interview, 

The triumph and the tauntings of her rival ; 

Yes, e'en the murd’rous hand, which had prepar’d 
A bloody, monstrous, unexpected fate ; 

All, all will be ascrib'd to my suggestions 1 

1 see no rescue ! — nowhere — Ha ! Who comes ? 

[Mortimer enters, in the most violent uneasiness, 
and looks with apprehension round him. 

Mort. . Lord Leicester ! Is it you ? Are we alone ? 

Leic. . Ill-fat^d wretch, away! What seek you here? 

Mori. . They are upon our track — upon yours too, 

Be vigilant I 

^ Leicbsi’er Away, away I 
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Mortimer. They know, 

That private conferences have been held 
At Aubespine’s — 

LiacESTER. What’s that to me ? 

Mortimer. They know, too. 

That the assassin — 

Leic]"ster. That is your affair — 

Audacious wretch ! to dare to mix my name 
In your detested outrage : go ; defend 
Your bloody deeds yourself ! 

Mortimer. But only hear me. 

Lek ester {violently enraged). 

Down, down to hell ! Wliy cling you at my heels 
Like an infernal spirit ! I disclaim you — 

1 know you not — f make no common cause 
With murderers ! 

Mortimer. You will not hear me, then ! 

1 came to warn you — too ar<» detected. 

Leic. How! What? 

Mortimv.r. Lord Burleigh went to Fotheringay, 

Just as the luckless deed had been attempted ; 
Search’d with strict scrutiny the Queen's apai’tments. 
And found there — 

Lei cEsi’vm. What ? 

Mortimer. A letter, which the Queen 

Had just addressed to you — 

Leicester. Unhappy woman ! — 

Mort. . In which she calls on you to keep your word, 

Itcnews the promise of her hand, and mentions 
The picture whith she sent you. 

Leicester. Death and hell I 

Mort. . Lord Burleigh has the letter — 

Leicester. I am lost ! 

[During the following speech of Mortimer, 
Leicester goes up and down, as in despair. 

Mort.. Improve the moment; be beforehand with him, 

And save yourself — ^save her ! An oath can clear 

Your fame ; contrive excuses to avert 

The worst. I am disarm’d, can do no more ; 

My comrades are dispers’d — to pieces full’n 
Our whole confed’racy. For Scotland 1, 

a 
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To rally such new friends as there I may. 

*Tis now your turn, my Lord — try what your weight, 
What bold assurance can effect. 

Leicester {stops suddenly^ as if resolved). I will— 

[Goes to the door, opens it, and calls. 
Who waits without? Guards! seize this wretched 
traitor ! 

[To the Officer, who comes in with soldiers. 
And guard him closely ! A most dreadful plot 
1 s brought to light — 111 to her Majesty. 

Mortimer {stands far a time petrified with wonder ; collects 
himself soon, and follows Leicester with his 
looks expressive of the most sovereign contempt). 
Infamous wretch ! — But I deserve it all. 

Who told me then to trust this practis’d villain ? 

"Now o’er iny head he strides, and on my fall 
He builds the bridge of satoty ! — ^be it so, 

Go, save thyself — my lips arc scal’d for ever; — 

1 will not join e’en thoe in my destruction — 

1 would not own thee, no, not e’en in death ; 

Life is the faithless villain’s only good ! 

[To the Officer of the Guard, who steps forward to 
seize him. 

What wilt thou, slave of tyranny, with me? 

I laugh to ‘•corn thy thrcariiings — I am free. 

[Drau'ing a J \jjer. 

Oi nr. lie’s arm’d ; — ru'»h in, and wrt'st his w capon from him. 

[They rush vpon him, he defends himself, 
Moriimer (raising his voice). 

And in this latest moment, ^hall ray heart 
Expand itself in freedom, and my longue 
Shall break this long constraint. Curse and destruc- 
tion 

Light on you all, who have betray’d your faith. 

Your God, and your true Sov ’reign ! Who, aliko 
’To earthly Mary false as to the heav’nly, 
llovo sold your duties to this bastard (iuoen ! 

Ofitc. Hoar you these blasphemies? Kush forward — seize 
hinf! 

Mort. . Beloved Queen ! I could not set thee free ; 


Yet take a lesson from me how to die. 
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Maiy, thou holy one, O I pray for me ! 

And take me to thy heav’nly home oii high ! 

[Stabs himself^ and falls into the arms of the Guard. 

Scene V. 

The Apartment of the Quern, 

Elizabeth, vaith a letter in her hand, BuRiiEToii. 

Eliz. . To lure me thither ! trifle with me thus ! 

The traitor ! Thus to lead me, as in triumph. 

Into tho presence of his paramour ! 

O, Burleigh ! ne’er was woman so deceiv’d. 

Bdr. . I cannot yet conceive what ])oteiit means, 

What magic bo exeited, to surprise 
My Queen’s accustom’d prudence. 

Elizabeth. O, I dio 

For shame ! II ow must he laugh to scorn my \\cak* 
ness ! 

T lliouj>ht to luunhlo ha , and was myself 
Tlio object of Jier bitter scorn. 

BujiLEian. My this 

You see how faithfully I comiseU’d j'oii. 

Eliz. . O, I am sorely punish’d, that 1 turn'd 

My (Mir from your wis<' counsels : y(*l I thought 
I might coulide in him. Who I’ould sus])ecl, 
Beneath the vows of faithful lest dcvolioii, 

A deadly snare ? In whom can I coutidc, 

When he deceives mo .* IJc, whom I have made 
The greatest of the great, and ever set 
Tlio nearest to my heart, and in this court 
Allow'd to play mo master and the king. 

Bull. . Yet in tliiit very moment ho betray’d yon, 

Betray'd you to this wily (}ue<'n of Scots. 

Eliz. . O, slu* sludl ])ay me for it with her lih^ ! 

Is the death- warnu it ready? 

Buelftgii. ’’ris prepar’d 

As you commanded. 

Elizabeth. She shall surely dio — 

He shall holiold her fall, and fall himself ! 

I’ve driven him from my heart. No longer love, 
Bevenge alone is there : and high os once 
He stood, so low and shameful be his fall ! 

u 2 
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A monument of my severity, 

As once the proud example of my weakness. 

Conduct him to the Tower ; let a commission 
Of peers be nam'd to try him. He shall feel 
In its full weight the rigour of the law. 

Bur. . But he will seek thy presence ; he will clear — 

Eliz. . How can he clear himself? Does not the letter 
Convict him ? O, his crimes are manifest ! 

Bur. . But thou art mild and gracious ! His appearance, 

His pow’rful presence — ^ 

Elizabeth. 1 will never see him ; 

No never, never more. Are orders giv’n, 

Not to admit him, should he come ? 

Burleigh. Tis done. 

Page (entering). 

The Earl of Leicester ! 

Elizabeth. The presumptuous man ! 

1 will not see him. Tell him that 1 will not. 

Page. . I am afraid to bring my Lord this message, 

Nor would he credit it. 

Elizabeth. And I have raised him 

So high, that my own servants tremble more 
At him than me ! 

Burleigh (to the Page). The Queen forbids his presence. 

[The Page retires sljuiy. 

Elizabeth (after a pause). 

Yet, if it still were possible ? If he 

Could clear himself ? Might it not be a snare 

Laid by the cunning one, to sever me 

From my best friend — the ever treacherous harlot ! 

She might have writ the letter, but to raise 

Poishous suspicion in iiiy heart, to min 

The man she hates. 

Burleigh. Yet, gracious Queen, consider— 

Scene VI. 

Leicester (bursts open the door with violence, and enters with 
an imperious air). 

Leic. . Fain would I see the shameless man, who dares 
Forbid me the apartments of my Queen ! — 
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Elizabeth {avoiding hU nghty 
Audacious slave ! 

Leicesteb. To turn me from the door ! 

If for a Burleigh she be visible, 

She must be so to me ! 

Bubleioh. My Lord, you are 

Too bold, without permission to intrude — 

Leic. . My Lord, you are too arrogant, to take 

The lead in these apartments. What ! Permission ! 
1 know of none, who stands so high at court 
As to permit my doings, or refuse them. 

[Humbly approaching Elizabeth. 
Tis from my Sov’reigu’s lips sdone that I — 
Elizabeth {without looking at him). 

Out of my sight, deceitful, worthless traitor ! 

JjEIC. . ’Tis not my giBcious Queen I hear, but Burleigh, 

My enemy, in these ungentle words. 

To my imperial mistress I appeal ; 

Thou hast lent him tliine ear ; I ask the like. 

Eliz. . Speak, shameless wretch I Increase your crime — 
deny it — 

Leic. . Dismiss this troublesome intruder first. 

Withdraw, my Lord ; it is not of your office 
To play the third man here : between the Queen 
And me there is no need of witnesses. 

Retire — 

Elizabeth (to Bdbleigh) 

Remain, my Lord ; ’tis my command. 

Leic. . What has a third to do ’twixt thee and me ? 

I have to clear myself before my Queen, 

My worshipp’d Queen ; I will maintain the rights 
Which thou hast given me: these rights are sacred, 
And 1 insist upon it, that my Lord 
Retire. 

Elizabeth. This haughty tone befits you well. 

Leic. . It well befits me ; am not I the man. 

The hapi)y man, to whom thy gracious favour 
Has givii the highest station ? this exalts me 
Above this Burleigh, and above them all. 

Thy heart imparted me this rank, and what 
Thy favour gave, by Heav’ns I will maintain 
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At my life’s hazard ! Let him go, it needs 
Two moments only to exculpate me. 

EiJZ. . Think not, with cunning words, to liide the truth. 
Leio. . That fear from him, so voluble of speech : 

But wliat T say, is to the lieait address’d ; 

And I will justify what I have dar’d 
To do, confiding in thy gen’rous favour. 

Before thy heart alone. 1 recognise 
No other jurisdiction. 

Elizaueth. Base deceiver ! 

Tis this, e’en this, which above all condemns you. 
My Lord, produce the letter. [To Burleigh. 

Burleigh. Here it is. 

LEiCEbTER [running over the letter without losing his presence 
of mind). 

’Tis Maiy Stuart’s hand — 

Elizabeth. Brad, and be dumb ! 

Leicester [having read it quiethj). 

Appearance is against me ; yet I hope 
I shall nut by appearance^ be judg'd. 

Eliz. . Can you deny your secret correspondence 

With Mary ? — that she sent, ana you receiv’d 
Her picture, that you gave her hopes of rescue ? 
Leic. . It were an easy matter, if 1 felt 

That I were guilty of a crime, to challcngo 
The testimony of my enemy : 

Yet bold is my good conscience. 1 confess 
That she hath said the truth. 

Elizabeth. Well then, thou wretch ^ 

Bur. . His own w^ords sentence him — 

Eltzabet iL Out of my sight ! 

Away ! Condui t the irjiitor to the tour ! 

Leic. . 1 am no traitoi ; it whs wrong, 1 own, 

I’o make a secret of this bttp to thee; — 

Vet ]jui-c was my intention, il was done 
’J’o search into her plots and to confound them 
Eliz. . Vain bubterfugc ! 

Bur. . And do you think, my Lord — 

Line. . I’vo pbiy’d a dang’rous game, T know it well. 

And IK mo but Leicester dai*c be bold enough 
To risk it at this court. TJie world must know 
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How I detest this Stuart, and the rank 
Which here I hold, mj monarch’s confidence, 

With which she honours me, must sure suffice 
To overturn all doubt of my intentions. 

Well may the man thy favour above all 
Distinguishes, pursue a daring course 
To do his duty ! 

Burleigh. If the course was good, 

Wherefore conceal it? 

LEicEsraR. You are us’d, my Lord, 

To prate before you act — ^thc very chime 
Of your own deeds. This is your manner. Lord. 

But mine, is first to act, and then to speak 
Bur. . Yes ; now you speak, because you must. 
iiEicESTER (ineasurin/f him i^ondhj and disdavnfaJhj iPith 
his ry('s). 


And you 

Boast of a wonderful, a mighty action. 

That you have sav’d the Queen, have snatch’d away 
The mask fi'om treach’ry : — all is known to you ; 

You think, forsooth, that nothing can e^cape 
Your penetrating eyes, l^oor, idle boaster ! 

In spite of all your cunuing, Mary Stuart 
Was free to day, liad I not hinder’d it. 

Bur. . How? you/ 

Leicester. Yes J, iny Lord : the Queen confided 

In Mortimer ; slie open’d to the youth 
Her inmost soul ! Yes, she went fartlier still ; 

She gave him too a secret bloody charge. 

Which Paulet had before refus’d w ith horror. 

Say, is it so, or not 

I'Jlie (JurEN and JUnii.UGn lool; at one another 
with astonishment, 

Buin.EiGiT. Whence know you this? 

Leic . !Nay, is it nol a fact ? Now answer me ! 

And where, niy Lord, wiiere wen' your thousand eyes. 
Not to discovc'r iMortimer was false? 

That lie, the Guise’s tool, and Mary’s creature, 

A raging Pa^nst, daring fanatic, 

Was come to free the Stuart and to murder 
The (hieen of Ihigland ! 
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Elizabeth {with the utmost astonishment^ 

How ! This Mortimer ? 

Leic. . ’Twas he through whom our correspondence pass’d ; 
This plot it was which introduc’d me to him. 

This very day she was to have been tom 
From her confinement ; he, this very moment, 
Disclos'd his plan to me : I took him pris’ner, 

And gave him to the guard, when in despair 
To see his work o’ertum’d, himself unmask’d, 

He slew himself ! 

Elizabeth. O, I indeed have been 

Deceiv’d beyond examjjle, Mortimer ! 

Bur. . . This happen’d then but now ? Since last we parted ? 

Leic. . For my own sake, I must lament the deed — 

That he was thus cut off. His testimony, 

Were he alive, had fully clear'd my fame, 

And freed me from suspicion : — ’twas for this 
That T surrender’d him to open justice. 

1 thought to choose the most impartial course 
To verify and fix my innocence 
Before the world. 

Burleigh. He kill'd himself, you say ! 

Is’t so ? Or did you kill him? 

Leicester. Vile suspicion ! 

Hear but the guard who seiz’d him. 

[He goes to the door, and < 'ihs. 

Ho! Who waits? 

[Enter the Offiver of the guard. 
Sir, tell the Queen how Mortimer expir’d. 

Offic. . I was on duty in the palace porch. 

When suddenly my Lord threw wide the door. 

And order’d me to lake the knight in charge. 
Denouncing him a traitor : upon this 
He grew enrag'd, and with most bitter curses 
Against our sov’reign, and our holy faith. 

He drew a dagger, and before the guards 
Could hinder bus intention, plung’d the steel 
Into his heart, and fell a lifeless corpse. 

Leio. . 'Tis well ; you may withdraw. Her Majesty 
Has heard enough. 


[The Officer withdraws. 
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Elizabeth. O ! what a deep abyss 

Of monstrous deeds ! 

Leicester. Who was it then, my Queen, 

Who sav’d you ? Was it Burleigh ? Did he know 
The dangers which surrounded you ? Did he 
Avert them from your head ? Your faithful Leicester 
Was your good angel. 

Burleigh. This same Mortimer 

Died most conveniently for you, my Lord. 

Eliz. . What I should say 1 know not. I believe you, 

And I believe you not 1 think you guilty, 

And yet I think you not. A curse on her 
Who caus’d me ail this anguish ! 

Leicester. She must die— r 

I now myself consent uRto her death. 

1 formerly advis’d you to suspend 

The sentence, till some arm should rise anew 

On her hehalf ; the case has happen’d now, 

And 1 demand her instant execution. 

Bub. • . You give this counsel ? 1 ? 

Leicester. Howe’er it wnuiid 

My feelings to be forc’d to this extreme, 

Yet now I see most clearly, now 1 feel 

That the Queen’s welfai’e asks this bloody victim. 

’Tis my proposal, therefore, that the writ 
Be drawn at once, to fix the execution. 

Bubleigh {to the Queen). 

Since then his lordship shows such earnest zeal, 
Such loyalty, ’twere well, were he appointed 
To see the execution of the sentence. 

Llic. . Who? I? 

Burleigh. Yes, you ; you surely ne’er could find 

A better means to shake off the suspicion 
Which rests upon you still, than to command 
Her, whom ’tis said you love, to be beheaded. 

Elizabeth {looking stedfastly at Leicester). 

My Lord advises well. So be it then ! 

Leic. . It were but fit that my exalted rank 

Should free mo from bo mournful a commission, 
Which would indeed, in ev ry sense, become 
A Burleigh better than the Earl of Leicester. 

The man who stands so near tlio ro} al person 
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Should havo iio knovslcdgo of such fatal scenes : 

But yet, to prove my zeal, to satisfy 
My Queen, I wave my charge’s privilege, 

And take upon myself this hateful duly. 

Eliz. . Lord Burleigh shall partake this duty with you. 

\To Buni.KiGii. 

So he the arrant instantly i>repar'd. 

[Burleigh withdraws ; a tumult luaid without. 


Scene VII. 

The Queen, the Earl of Ki ni. 

Eliz. . TTow now, my Lord of Kent ? What u])ionr s thi'o, 

I hear without ? 

Kent. . My (hicc n, it is thy pt ople, 

Who, round the palace rang'd, impatiently 
Demand to see their bov ’ reign. 

Elizaretit. What s tlioii wish ? 

Kent. . A panic terror has already spread 

Through London, that thy life lias been attempted ; 
That murderers commission’d from the Pope 
Beset thee ; that the Catholics have swoni 
To rescue from her prison Mary Stuart, 

And to proclaim her CJueon. Thy loyal people 
Believe it, and are mad — her head alone 
Cvn quiet them — this day must be her last. 

Eliz. . How ! Will they force luo then? 

Kln r. . They are resolv'd — 


sciNi: vm. 

Enter Burleigh aud Davison, ivith a ]}ui)er 
Eliz. . Well, Davison 
Dav. . (approochcb earnestly) 

Your orders are obey’d. 

My Queen — 

Elizatjeth. What orders. Sir? 

she is about to take the paper, she shudders, 
and starts bach. 


O God !— 


Burleigh. ^ Obey 

'J’hy people’s voice ; it is the voice of God. 
Elizabeth (irresolute, as if in contest ivith herself). 

O my good Ijord, who will assure me now’ 
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That what I heai- is my whole people’s voice, 

The voice of all the world ! Ah ! much I fear, 

That, if I now should listen to the wish 
Of the wild multitude, a diifrent voice 
Might soon be heard ; — and that the very men, 

Who now by force oblige me to this step, 

May, when ’tis taken, heavily condemn me ! 

Scene IX. 

Enter the Earl of Shrewsbury {yciho enters with great emotion). 
Hold fast, my Queen, they wish to hurry tliec ; 

[Seebuf Davison with the paper. 
Be firm — Or is it then decided ? — is it 
Indeed decided ? 1 behold a paper 
Of ominous appearance in his baud ; 
liOt it not at this moment meet thy eyes. 

My Queen ! — 

Good Shrewsbury! I am constrain’d — 
Who can constrain thoc? Thou art Queen of England, 
Here must thy Majesty assert its rights : 

Command those savage voices to be silent, 

Who take upon themselves to put constraint 
Upon thy royal will, to rule thy judgment. 

Fear only, blind conjecture, moves thy people ; 

Thou art thyself beside thyself; thy wTath 
Is grievously provok’d ; thou art but mortal, 

And const not thus ascend the judgment scat. 
Judgment has long been past. It is not now 
The time to speak, but execute the sentence. 

Kent {who, on Shrewsbury’s entry, had ret tied, comes hack). 
The tumult gains apace : there arc no means 
To moderate the peojdo 

Elizabeth {to Shrewsbury). See, my Lord, 

How they press on. 

Shrewsbury. T only ask a respite ; 

A single word trac’d by thy hand decides 
The peace, the happiness of all thy life ! 

Thou hast for years consider’d, let not then 
A moment rul’d by passion hurry thee — 

But a short respite — recollect thyself ! 

Wait for a moment of tranquillity. 


Eliz. . 
Shrew. 


Bur. , 



MARY STUART. 


[act IY. 


800 

Burleigh {violently). 

Wait for it — ^pause — delay — ^till flames of firo 
Consume the realm ; until the fifth attempt 
Of murder be successful ! God, indeed, 

Hath thrice deliver'd thee ; thy late escape 
Was marvellous, and to expect again 
A miracle, would be to tempt thy God ! 

Shrew. That God, whose potent hand hath thrice preserv'd 
thee, 

Who lent my aged feeble arm the strength 
To overcome the madman : — ^he deserves 
Thy confidence. I will not raise the voice 
Of justice now, for now is not the time ; 

Thou canst not hear it in this storm of passion. 

Yet listen but to this! Thou tremblest now 
Before tliis living Mary — tremble rather 
Before the murder’d, the beheaded Majy. 

She will arise, and quit her grave, will range 
A fiend of discord, an avenging ghost 
Around thy realm, and turn thy people s hearts 
From their allegiance. For as yet the Britons 
Hate her, because they fear her ; but most surely 
Will they avenge her, when she is no more. 

They will no more behold the enemy 
Of their belief, they will but see in her 
The much-lamented issue of their kings 
A sacrifice to jealousy and hate. 

Then quickly shalt thou see the sudden change 
When thou hast done tlie bloody deed ; then go 
Through London, seek thy people, which till now 
Around thee swarm'd delighted ; thou shalt see 
Another England, and another people; 
b’or then no more the godlike dignity 
Of justice, which subdued thy subjects’ hearts. 

Will beam around thee. Fear, the dread ally 
Of tyranny, will shudd’ring march before thee. 

And make a wilderness in ev’ry street — 

The last, cxti'emest crime thou hast committed. 
AYhat head is safe, if the anointed fall? 

Euz. . Ah! Shrewsbury, you sav’d my life, you tunid 
The murd'rous steel aside ; why let you not 
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The dagger take its course ? then all these broils 
Would have been ended ; then, releas'd from doubt, 
And free from blame, 1 should be now at rest 
In my still peaceful grave. In very sooth, 

I’m weary of my life, and of my crown. 

If Heav’n decree that one of us two Queens 
Must perish, to secure the other s life — 

And sure it must be so — why should not I 
Be she who yields ? My people must decide ; 

I give them back the Sovereignty they gave. 

God is my witness, that I have not liv’d 
For my own sake, but for my people’s welfare. 

If they expect from this false, fawning Stuart, 

The younger sovereign, more happy days, 

I will descend with pleasure from the throne. 

Again repair to Woodstock’s quiet bowers, 

Where once I spent my unambitious youth ; 

Where far remov’d from all the vanities 
Of earthly power, I found within myself* 

True Majesty. I am not made to rule — 

A ruler should be made of btemer stuff : 

My heart is soft and tender. J have govern’d 
These many years, this kingdom hapxhly, 

But then 1 only needed to make hap])y ; 

Now, comes my first important regal duty, 

And now I feel how weaJi a thing 1 am. 

Bur. • Now by mine honour, when T hear my Queen, 

My royal liege, speak such unroyal words, 

I should betniy my office, should betray 
My country, were 1 longer to be silent. 

You say you love your jieople ’hove yourself, 

Noav pro\e it. Choose not peace for your own heart, 
And leave your kingdom to the storms of discord. 
Think on the church. Shall, with this Papist Queen, 
The ancient superstition he renew’d ? 

The monk resume his sway, the Ptoman legate 
In pomp march hither ; lock our churches up. 
Dethrone our monarchs ? I demand of you 
The souls of all your subjects — as you now 
Shall act, they all ore sav’d, or all are lost ! 

Here is no time for mercy ; — to promote 
Your people’s welfare is your highest duty. 
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If Shrewsbury bos sav’d your life, then I 
Will save both you, and England — that is more ! 
Eliz. . 1 would be left alono. No consolation, 

No counsel, can bo drawn from human aid 
In this conjuncture : — I will lay my doubts 
Before the Judge of all: — T am resolv’d 
To act as lie shall teach. Withdraw, my Lords. 

[To Davison, tcho lays the paper on the table. 
You, Sir, remain in waiting — close at hand. 

[The Lords withdraw ; SirnEWSBURY alone stands 
for a few moments before the Queen, regards 
her significantly, then withdraws slowly, and 
with an expression of the deepest anguish. 

Scene X. 

Elizabeth alone. 

0 ! servitude of popularity ! 

Disgraceful slavery! How weary am 1 
Of tlattcring this idol, which my soul 
Despises in its inmost deptli ! O ! when 
Sliall I once more be free upon tins throne ? 

1 must respect the peo]>le’B voice, uiid strive 
To win the favour of the multitude'. 

And please the fancies of a mob, wliom nought 
But jugglers’ tricks delight. O call not him 
A king, who needs must plcas^ the world : 'tis hi 
Alone, wdio in lii'i actions docs not heed 
The tickle approbation of mankind. 

Have J then ja'actis’d justice, all my life 
Shunn’d each despotic deed ; ha\e I dono this, 

Only to bind my hands against thi first. 

This necessary act of ^ iolcncc 

My own example now condemns iii \ >c*lf ! 

IJad I but been a tyrant, like my •‘isier, 

My predecessor, I could fearJc'^s then 
Ha\e shed tins royal blood : — but am I now 
Just by my own fiee choice ? No — L was forc’d 
By stem necessity to use this virtue; 

Necessity, which binds e’en monarchs* Virills. 
Surrounded by my foes, my people’s love 
Alone supports me on my envied throne. 

All Europe’s pow’rs confederate to destroy me ; 
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Tho Pope’s inveterate decree declares tue 
Accurst and excommunicated. France 
Betrays me with a kiss, and Spain prepares 
At sea a fierce exterminating war ; 

Thus stand I, in contention with the world, 

A poor defenceless woman : I must seek 
To veil the spot in my imperial birth. 

By w’hich my father cast disgrace upon me : 

In vain with princely virtues would i hide it ; 

Tho envious hatred of my enemies 
Uncovers it, and places Mary Stuart 
A threat’ning fiend before me evermore ! 

[Walkinfj up and doim^ ivith quick and aqitated strns, 

0 no ! this fear miisl end. IJer head must fall !' 

1 will have peace. She is the very fury 
Of my existence ; a tormenting demon, 

Which destiny has fasten’d on my soul. 

Wherever 1 had planted me a comfurt, 

A tlaUVing hope, my way was ever cross’d 

By this infernal viper! Shf has torn 

My fav rite, and my destin^Ml l^ridcgroom from me. 

The hated name of ev’ry ill 1 feel 

Is Mary Sniavt — were but she no more 

On earth, I should bo free as mountain air. 

\St(4nding sHlU 

With what disdain did she look down on mo. 

As if her eye should blast me like thelit»htniug ! 

Poor feeble wretch I 1 bear far other arms, 

Their touch is mortal, and thou art no more. 

[Advancing to the table haatibj, ami taking the pen. 
I am a bastard am I ? Hapless wretch, 

[ am hilt so tlic while ihou liv’st and breath’s t. 

Thy death will make my birth logitiinatc.] 

The moment 1 destroy thee, is the doulu 
Destroy'd, whicli hangs o er my iiujicrial right. 

As soon as England has no other choice. 

My mother’s honour and my birthright triumjdis ! 
[She signs with resolution; lets her pen thenfalU and 
steps hack with an eoepression of terror, — After 
a pause she rings. 
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Scene XI. 

Elieabetit, Davison. 

Eltz. . Where are their Lordslups? ^ 

Davison. They are gone to quell 

The tumult of the people. The alarm 
Was instantly appeas’d, vhen they beheld 
The Earl of Shrewsbury. That ’s he ! exclaim’d 
A hundred voices — that ’s the man — he sav’d 
The Queen; hedithim — the bravest man in England! 
And now began the gallant Talbot, blam’d 
In gentl6 words the people’s ^dolence, 

And used such strong, persuasive eloquence. 

That all were pacified, and silently 
They slunk away. 

Elizabeth. The fickle multitude ! 

Which turns with ev‘ry wind. Unhappy he 
Who leans upon this reed ! ’Tis well, »Sir William ; 
You may retire again — 

[A$ he is going towards the door. 
And, Sir, this paper, 

Receive it back; I place it in your hands. 

Davison (casts a look upon the paper^ and starts back). 

My gracious (^ueen — thy name 1 — ’tis then decided. 
Euz. . 1 had but to su\»scribe it — I have done so — 

A paper sure cannot decide — a name 
Kills not — 

Davison. Thy name, my Queen, beneath this paper, 

Is most decisive— kills — ’tis like the lightning. 

Which blasteth as it Hies ! This fatal scroll 
Commands the Sheriff and Commissioners 
To take departure straight for Folheringay, 

And to the Queen of Scots announce her death, 
Which must at dawn be put in execution. 

There is no respite, no discretion, here — 

As soon as I have parted with this WTit, 

Her race is run — 

Elizabeth. ^ Yes, Sir, the Lord has plac’d 

This weighty business in your feeble hands ; 

Seek him in pray’r, to light you with his wisdom; 

1 go— and leave you, Sir, to do your duty. [Going, 
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Day. . . No ; leave me not, my Queen, till I have heard 
Your 'Will. The only ^dsdom that 1 need 
Is, word for word, to follow your commands. 

Say, have you plac'd this warrant in my hands, 

To see that it be speedily enforced? 

Etjz. . That you must do, as your own prudence dictates. 

Davison (interrupting hef quickly ^ and aSarmed). 

Not mine — O God forbid! Obedience is 
My only prudence here. No point must now 
Be left to bo decided by your servant. 

A small mistake would here be regicide, 

A monstrous crime, from which my soul recoils I 
Permit me, in this weighty art, to be 
Your passive instrument, without a will ; — 

Tell me in plain undoubted terms your pleasure, 
Wliai with the bloody mandate I should do. 

Eltz. . Its name declares its meaning. 

Davison. Do you, then. 

My liege, command its instant execution ? 

Eltz. . I said not that ; 1 tremble but to think it. 

Dav. . . Sliall I retain it, then, ’till further orders ? 

Eliz. . At your own risk ; you answer the event. 

Dav... I! — gracious Heavens I — O speak, my Queen, your 
pleasure ! 

Eliz. . My pleasure is, that this unhappy bus’ness 
Be no more mention'd to me ; that at last 
I may be freed from it, and that for ever. 

Dav. . . It costs you but a word — determine then ; 

What shall 1 do "with this mysterious scroll ? 

Eliz. . I have declar’d it, plague me, Sir, no longer. 

Dav. . . You have declar’d it ? say you ? O, my Queen, 

You have said nothing. Please my gracious mistress 
But to remember — 

Elizabeth (stamps on the ground). 

Insupportable ! 

DA^ ... O, be indulgent to me ! 1 have enter'd 

Unwittingly, not many mouths ago, 

Upon this office ; I know not the language 
Of courts and kings. I ever have been rear’d 
In simple, open wise, a plain blunt man. 

Be patient with me ; nor deny your servant 


X 
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A light to lead him clearly to his duty. 

[He approaches her m a supplicating posture ^ she 
turns her hack on him; he stands in despair; 
then speaks with a tone of resolution. 

Take, take again this paper — take it hack ! 

Within my hands, it is a glowing lire. 

Select not me, my Queen ; select not me 
To serve you, in this terrible conjuncture. 
lOiJZ. . Go, Sir ; — ^fulfil the duty of your ollicc ! 

Scene XII. 

Davison, then Duiili.igii. 

Dav'. . . She gocsl She leaves me doubting, and perplex’d 
With this dread paper! JIow to act 1 know not; 
Should 1 retain it, should I h'rword it ? 

{To BuiiLEioii, who enters. 
Oh ! I am glad that you arc couie, my Lord, 

’Tis you who have j)referr’d me to this charge ; 

Now free me from^it, for I undertook it. 

Unknowing how responsible it made me. 

Let me then seek again th’ obscurity 
Jn which you found me; this is not ray place. 

Bur. . . ilownow? Takecourage, Sir ! Whoreis the warrant ? 
The Queen w^as with you, 

Davison. She has quitted me 

In hitter auger. O advise me, help me. 

Save me from this fell agony of doubt I 
My Lord, here is the warrant : it is sign'd ! 

Bur. . . Indeed ? O give it, give it me ! 

Davison. 1 may not. 

Bur. . . How ! 

Dav. . . She has not yet explain'd her final will. 

Bur. . . Explain’d ! She has subscribd it ; — give it me. 
Dav. . . I am to execute it, and J am not. 

Great Heavens ! 1 know not what I am to do ! 
Burleigh (urging more violently). 

It must bo now, this moment, executed — 

The warrant, Sir. You’re lost if you delay. 

Dav. . . So am I also, if 1 act too rashly. 

Bur. . . What strange infatuation. Give it me. 

[Snatches the paper from him^ and, exit with it. 



ACT V., SC. 1 j AlAllY STUAllT. 807 

Day. . . What would you ? Hold ! You will be my destruc- 
tion! 

ACT V. 

Scene I. 

The Scene the same as in the First Act, 

ITannah Kennedy in deep ntommhtfi, her eyes still ri\i Jr<vn 
weepinfj in (jreat hit quiet anyuish, is employed in s, filimj 
l^•ttcr^s and parcch. Her sorrow often intonipts her onnyn- 
tioiu and she is seen at such intervals to pray in silence. 
Padlet and Djiuiiy, also in nwnrninff, enter, followt d by 
many servants, who hear golden and silver vessels, min’n},\ 
paintings, and other valuables, and Jill the hack part of (la> 
stage vith them: Pauia/i deliveis to the Nurse a h(,i of 
jewels and a 2ia per, and seems to inform her by signs, tloil if. 
contains the inventory of the lifects the (^ueiin had brought 
with her. At the sight of ihenc liehes, the anguish of the. 
Nurse is renewed ; she sinks into a deep, gloomy melani holy, 
during which DiiuiiY, Paviei, fuid the Servants, sJiully 
retire, 

Mkiafl enti is . 

Kl’^'^J<l)Y (screams aloud, as soon an she observes him), 

Molvil! Is'l you? llcliold T you again? 

Mix. , Yes. Inithful Kcmiedy, meet ouct* nioro. 

Kr.N. . After this long, long, p.dnful squiratioii I 
. A most unhappy, biiter meeting, this 1 
ivr.N. . You come — 

Melvil. To take an evcrlosling leave 

Of my dear Queen — to bid a last farewell 1 
Ken. . And now at length, now on the fatal morn 

Which brings her death, they grant our royal Ji.idy 
T’hc presence of h(‘r friends. O, worthy Sir, 

T \^iU not question jou, lion you have Iji-'d, 

Kor tell you all llio siiirViugs ne'vo endured. 

Since you were lorn aw'ay from us : — alas ! 

There will be time enough for that hereafter. 

O, Melvil, Melvil, why was it our fate 
To SCO the dawn of this unhappy day 1 
Mel. . Let us not molt each other with our grief. 

Throughout my whole remaining life, as long 
As ever it may be, I’ll sit and weep ; 
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A smile shall never more light up these cheeks, 

Ne’er 'will I lay this sable garb aside, 

But lead henceforth a life of endless mourning. 

Yet on this last sad day, I will be firm ; 

Pledge me your word to moderate your grief ; 

And when the rest, of comfort all bereft, 

Abandon'd to despair, wail round her, we 
Will lead her with heroic resolution, 

And be her staff upon the road to death ! 

Ken. . Melvil ! You are deceiv’d, if you suppose 

The Queen has need of our support to meet 
Her death with firmness. She it is, my friend. 

Who will exhibit the undaunted heart, 

O ! trust me. Maty Stuart will expire 
As best becomes a Heroine and Queen ! 

Mel. . Receiv’d she tinnly, then, the sad decree 

Of death? — ’tis said, that she was not prepar’d. 

Ken. . She was not ; yet they were far other terrors 

Which made our Lady shudder : ’twas not death, 

But her deliverer, which made her tremble. 

Freedom was promis’d us ; this very night 
Hod Mortimer engag’d to bear us hence : 

And thus the Queen, perplex'd ’twixt hope and fear. 
And doubting still if she should trust her honour 
And royal person to th’ advent ’rous youth, 

Sat waiting for the morning. On a sudden 
We hear a boist’rous tumult in the castle ; 

Our ears are startled by repeated blows 
Of many hammers, and we think we hear 
The approach of our deliv’rcre: — hope salutes us, 

I And suddenly and unresisted, wakes 
•' The sweet desire of life And now at once 
The portals are thrown open — it is Paulet, 

Who comes to tell us — that — the carpenters 
Erect beneath our feet the murd’rous scaffold ! 

[iS'As turns CLside, overpowered by excessive anguish, 
Mel. . 0 God in Heav’n ! 0 tell me then, how boro 
The Queen this terrible vicissitude ? 

Kennedy {after a pause, in which she has somewhat collected 
herself). 

Not by degrees can we relinquish life; 
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Quick, sudden, in the twinkling of an eye 
The separation must be made, the change 
From temporal, to eternal life ; — and God 
Imparted to our mistress at this moment 
His grace, to cast away each earthly hope. 

And firm and full of faith to mount the skies. 

No sign of pallid fear dishonour’d her ; 

No word of mourning, ’till she heard the tidings 
Of Leicester’s shameful treach’ry, the sad fate 
Of the deserving youth, who sacrificed 
TIimself for her : the deep, the bitter anguibh 
Of that old knight, who lost, through her, his last. 
His only hope ; till then she shed no tear, — 

’Twas then her tears began to llow% ’twas not 
Her own, but others’ wo which wrung them from her. 

Mel. Where is she now ? Can you not lead me to her? 

Ken. She spent the last remainder of the night 

In pray’r, and from her dearest friends she took 
Her last farewell in writing: — then she wrote 
Her will '*' with Ikt own hand. She now enjoys 
A moment of rejiose, the latest slumber 
Hefreshes her weak spirits. 

jMelvil Who attends her ^ 

Ken. . None but lier women and physician Burgoyn : 

You seem to look around you with surprise ; 

Your eyes appear to ask me what should mean 
This show of splendour in the house of death. 

O, Sir, while yet we lived we suffer’d want ; 

But at our death plenty returns to us. 

Scene II 

Enter Margaret Curl. 

Ken. . How, Madam, fares the Queen ? Is she awake ? 

Curl {drying her tears). 

She is already dressed — she asks for you . 

Ken. . I go ; — 

\To Melvil, who seems to wish to accompany her» 
But follow not, until the Queen 
Has been prepar’d to see you. [Exit, 

Curl. Melvil, sure. 

The ancient steward ? 


* The document is now in the Britiili Museum. 
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Melvil. Yes, the same. 

OuiiL. O, Sir, 

This is a house which needs no steward now ! 

Mcdvil, you come from London; can you ghe 
No tidings of my husband ? 

Mllvil. It is said 

lie Avill be sc< at liberty, a*- soon — 

CuEL. • As soon as our dear (^ueeii shall be no more. 

(), the unworthy, the disgraceliil traitor! 

Jlc is our Lady’s iaurder(*r — ..aid 
It was Ins testimony which condemn’d her. 

Ml L. ’Tis true. 

Cl iin. 0, curse upon liini I — be his soul 

Condemn’d for e\cr! — In* b.is borne false witness — 
Mel. Think, Madam, what }ou sa} . 

CujjL. . T will maintain it 

With cv ry sacred oath, before tlio court, 

I will rejieat it in Ins ACiy face ; 

TLc world shall bear of iiotliing else. I say 
Tliat she dies innocent! 

kl i:ta il. G od grant it true ! 

Scr^E Ilf. 

Enter IlA^^AII Kennedy . 

Kl NNI DY' {to ( .uin ). 

Go, Madam, and refpire a cup of wine— 

’Tis for our Lady. 

MriAiL. Is the Qiiccu then sick? 

Kj n. . She thinks that she is strong; she is deceiv’d 
By her heroic courage ; she believes 
She has no need of nouribhmciil ; yet still 
A hard and painful task ’h allotted Jicr. 

Ifer enemies shall not enjoy the tiiumph ; 

They shall not say that fear hath blanch’d her cheeks. 
When her fatigues have conijucr’d human weakness. 
Mn . . May I approach her? 

Kl NNEDY She w’ill come herself. 

Scene IV. 

Entn Buegovn; iKo women of the rhamher follow him ftiwepiiuj, 
and in diep moinuinrf. 


Bueg. . O, M chill 
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Melvil. O, Burgoyn ! \!fhey embrace silently, 

Fiest WoMA^^ {to the NueseV She chose to be 
Alone : — sho wishes, at this awful moment, 

For tlio last time, to commune with her God. 

Scene V. 

Enter Maroaeet Curl, bearing a golden cup of wine ; she 
jdaees it hastily upon the table ^ and leans, pale and trem- 
bling, against a chair. 

MEii. . TIow, Madam ! What has frighten’d you ? 

Kennedy. O (iod! 

Buim. . Speak, Madam. 

CmiL. What, alas ! have 1 bolicld ! 

Mel. . Conic to yourself, and say wliat you liave seen ! 

Curl. . As 1 went down tlio staircase which conducts 
’J’o the groat hall below, a door sti)od open ; 

1 look’d into the chamber, and I saw — 

0 Ilcav’n ! 

MEiVTii. What saw you 

Cl liL. All the w^alls wore hung 

With black ; a spacious scaffold too o'erspread 
With sable cloth, was rais’d above the floor, 

And ill the middle of the scaffold stood 
A dreadful siible block! upon it lay 
A naked, polish’d a\e : — the hall was full 
Of criK'l j)eo]»le, crowding round llio scafl'old ; 

Who, with a horrid thirst for human blood, 

Seem’d wfiitiug for the victim ! 

The Women. Gracious Ileav’n 

Protect our Queen ! 

Melvil. Be calm; the Queen approaches. 

Scene VJ. 

Enter IMary in white and smnp^lnomly array(d, as for a 
festival: she wears hanging from her neck, on a row of small 
heads an Agnus Dei; a rosary hangs from her girdle; she 
hears a erneifix in her hand, and a diadem of precious stones 
hinds her halt ; .her large black veil is thrown hack. On 
her entrance, all pteseni fall hack on both sides with the most 
violent expressions of aiguish. falls incohintarUy 

upon his knees. 
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Maby [with quiet majenty^ looking round the whole circle). 

Why these complaints ? Why weep ye ? Ye should 
rather 

Rejoice with me, that now at length the end 
Of my long wo approaches ; that my shackles 
Fall off, my prison oj)ens, and my soul 
Delighted mounts on seraph’s wings, and seeks 
The land of everlasting liberty. 

When I was offer’d up to the oppression 
Of my proud enemy, was forc’d to suffer 
Ignoble taunts, and insults most unfitting 
A free and sov’reign Queen, then was the time 
To weep for me ; but, as an earnest friend. 
Beneficent and healing Death approacdios. 

All the indignities which I have suffer’d 
On earth, arc cover'd by his sable wings. 

The most degraded criminal ’s ennobled 
By his last suft”rings, by his final exit ; 

I feel again the crown upon my brows. 

And dignity possess my swelling soul ! 

[Advancing a Jew steps. 
How! Melvil here! My worthy Sir, not so ; 

Arise ; you rather come in time to see 
The triumph of your mistress, tlian her death 
One comfort, which 1 never had expected, 

Is granted me , that, after death, my name 
Will not be quite abandon’d to my foes ; 

One friend at least, one partner of my faith, 

Will be my witness in the hour of death. 

Say, honest Melvil, how you far’d the while 
In this inhospitable, hostile land '? 

For since the time they tore you from my side, 

My fears for you have ofi depress’d my soul. 

M EL. No other evil gall'd me, but my grief 

For thee, and that I wanted pow’r to servo thee. 
Mab) . How fares my chamberlain, old Didier? 

But sure the faithful servant long has slept 
The sleep of death, for he was full of years. 

Mel. . God ha^h not granted him as yet this grace ; 

He lives to see the grave o'erwhelm thy youth. 
Maby. . O ! Could I but have felt before my death, 
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The happiness of pressing one descendant 
Of the dear blood of Stuart to my bosom. 

But I must suffer in a foreign land, 

None but my servants to bewail my fate I 
Sir ; to your loyal bosom 1 commit 
My latest wishes. Bear then, Sir, my blessing 
To the most Christian king, my royal brother. 

And the whole royal family of France. 

I bless the cardinal, my honour'd uncle, 

And also Henry Guise, my noble cousin. 

1 bless the holy Father, the vicegerent 
Of Christ on earth, who will, 1 trust, bless me. 

I bless the King of Spain, who nobly offer'd 
Himself as my deliv’rer, my avenger. 

They are remember’d in my will : I hope 

That they will not despise, how poor soo'er 

They be, the presents of a heart which loves them. 

[Turning to her servants, 
I have bequeath’d you to my royal brother 
Of France ; ho will protect you, he will give you 
Another country, and a bettor home ; 

And if my last desire have any weight. 

Stay not in England ; let no haughty Briton 
Glut his proud heart with your calamities. 

Nor see those in the dust, who once were mine. 
Swear by this image of our sufTring Lord, 

To leave this fatal land, when I'm no more. 

Met.vil {touching the cnicifiai), 

1 swear obedience, in the name of all. 

Makv. . What I, though poor and plunder’d, still possess. 

Of which I am allow’d to malte disposal. 

Shall be amongst you shar’d ; for I have hope 
Tn this at least, my will may be fulfill’d. 

And what I wear upon the way to deatli. 

Is yours — ^nor envy me on this occasion. 

The pomp of earth upon the road to heav’n. 

[To the ladies of her chamher. 
To you, my Alice, Gertrude, Bosamund, 

I leave my pearls, my garments : you are young. 
And ornament may still delight your hearts. 

You, Margaret, possess the nearest claims, 

To you I should be gen'rous; for I leave you 



[act V. 


8U MARY STUABT. 

The most unhappy woman of them all. 

That T have not aveng’d your husband’s fault 
On you, I hope my legacy will prove. 

The worth of gold, my Hannah, charms not lliec ; 
Nor the magnificence of precious stones : 

My inemoiy, I know will be to thee 
The dearest jewel ; take this Jiondkerchief, 

1 work’d it for thee, in the liours of sorrow, 

With my own hands, and my hot scalding tears 
Are woven in tho texture : — you will bind 
My <'yos with this, when it is time : this last 
Rad service T w’ould wdsJi hut from my Hannah. 

Ke>. . O Melvil! I cannot support it. 

Mary. Come, 

Come all, and now receive my last farewell 

[She si retch Ch forth her hands ; the AVome.n n\)- 
lentlif weejnnfj.fnll successively at her feet and 
kiss her oiitsU etched hand. 

Marg’rct fan'well — my Alice, fare thee well ; 

Thanks Burgoyn, for thy honest faithful seiwice — 
Thy lips are hot, my (icrtrudo: — 1 have been 
Much hated, yet have been as much belov’d. 

May a deserving husband bless my (Icrtrude, 

For this warm glowing heart is form’d for love. 
Bertha, thy choice is hi'ttcr, thou hadst rather 
Become tho elniste and pious hrido of hcav’ii ; — 

O! haste llioe to full’d thy vows; — the goods 
Of earth are all deceitful ; — tliou may’st learn 
This lesson from thy Qiu’cn. No more ; farewell, 
Farewell, farewell, my friends, farewell for ever. 

{She turns sudd idy from them: all hut Melytl 
relhe at dij/inui sides. 

Scene Yll. 

Mart, Melvil. 

Mary {after the others are all gone\ 

1 have arrang’d all temporal concerns, 

And hope to leave the world in debt to none ; 

Melvil, one thought alone there is, which binds 
My troubled soul, nor suffers it to fly 
Delighted, and at liberty, to }u‘a\’ii 
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Mel. . Disclose it to me ; ease your bosom, trust 

Your doubts, your sorrows to your faithful friend. 
Mart. . 1 see eternity’s abyss before me ; — 

Soon must I stand before the highest judge 
And have not yet appeas'd the Holy Oiii\ 

A priest of my religion is denied me. 

And I disdain to take the sacrament, 

The holy, heav’nly nourishment, from priests 
Of a false faith ; I die in the belief 
Of my own church, for that alone can save. 

Mel. . Compose your heart; tho fervent pious \>ish 

Is priz’d in heaven as high as the performance. 

Tho might of tyrants ran but bind the hands. 

The heart’s devotion rises free to (lod, 

'J’he word is dead — 'tis faith which brings to life 
Mary. . 'J’he heart is not sufficient of itself; 

Our faith must lia\e soiin* earth! v pledge to ground 
Its claims to tho high blibS of lica\ n. I^^'or tins 
Our God became incarnate, and inclos'd 
Mysteriously his unseen heav’nly grace 
Within the outward ligure of a body. 

Th(’ cluirch it is, the holy one, the high one. 

Which rears for us tho laddt r uj) to hca\’ii: — 

’’Pis call'd the Catholic — apostolic church, — 

For ’tis hut gcn'ral faitli can strcjigl lien faith ; 
AVbero thousands worship and adore, tin' heat 
llreaks out in flame, and boiiie on eagle wing^, 

The soul mounts upw'ards to the heav’u of licav’iis. 
Ah ! happy they, who for the glad communion 
Of pious pray’r, meet iu the house of Gt)d ! 

The altar is adorn’d, the tapers blaze, 

The hell invites, the incense soars on high, 

'J’lio bishop stands enrob'd, hi* takes tho cu]), 

And blessing it dc'clares the solemn ra}&tciy. 

The transformation of the elements; 

And the belic\iiig people fall delighted 
To worship find adore the jiresent Godhead. 

Alas ! I only am deliarr’d from this ; 

The heav’nly heiicdiction pierces not 
My ])rison walls ; its comfort is denied me 
Mel. . Yes ! it can pierce them — ])ul thy trust in Him 
W^ho i» almighty — iu the hand of faith. 
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The wither'd staff can send forth verdant branches ; 
And he who from the rock call'd living water. 

He can prepare an altar in this prison, 

Can change — 

[Seizinf! the cup, which stands ujjon the table. 
The earthly contents of this cup 
Tnto a substance of celestial grace. 

Mary. . Melvil ! O yes, I understand you, Melvil ! 

Here is no priest, no church, no sacrament ; 

But the Redeemer says, “ When two or three 
Are in my name assembled, I am with them.” 

What consecrates the priest ? Say, what ordains him 
To be the Lord’s interpreter? — a heart 
Devoid of guile, and a rcproachless conduct. 

Well, then, though unordain’d, be you my priest; 

To you will I confide my last confession, 

And take my absolution from your lips. 

Mel. . If then thy heart be with such zeal inflam’d, 

1 tell thee, that for thine especial comfort. 

The Lord may work a miracle. Thou say’st 
Here is no priest, no church, no sacrament — 

Thou err’st — ^here is a priest-*— here is a God ; 

A god descends to thee in real presence. 

[At these words he uncot^ers his heady and shoivs 
a host in a golden vessel, 

I am a priest — to hear thy last confession, 

And to announce to thee the peace of God 
Upon thy way to death. I have receiv’d 
Upon my head the seven consecrations. 

I bring thee, from his Holiness, this host. 

Which, for thy use, himself has deign’d to bless. 
Mary. . Is then a heav’nly happiness prepar’d 

To cheer me on the very verge of death ? 

As an immortal one on golden clouds 
Descends, as once the angel from on high, 

Deliver’d tji© Apostle from his fetters : — 
lie scorns all bars, he scams the soldier’s s\vord. 

He steps undaunted through the bolted portals, 
Andifflls the dungeon with his native glory ; 

Thus here the messenger of Heav’n appears, 

When ev’ry earthly champion had^deceiv’d m6. 

And you, my servant once, are now the servant ^ 
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Of the Most High, and his immortal Word ! 

As before we your knees were wont to bend, 

Before you humbled, now 1 kiss the dust. 

[She sinks before him on her knees 
Melvil {making over her the sign of the cross). 

Hear, Mary Queen of Scotland : — ^in the name 
Of God the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Hast thou examin'd carefully thy heart, 

Swear’st thou, art thou prepar’d in thy confession 
To speak the truth before the God of truth ? 

Mary. . Before my God and thee, my heart lies open, 

Mel. . What calls thee to the presence of the Highest ? 
Mary. . I humbly do acknowledge to have err’d 
Most grievously, I tremble to approach, 

Sullied with sin, the God of purity. 

Mel. . Declare the sin which weighs so heavily 

Upon thy conscience, since thy last confession. 
Mary. . My heart was fill'd with thoughts of envious hate. 
And vengeance took possession of my bosom. 

I hope forgiveness of my sins from God, 

Yet could I not forgive my enemy, 

]Mel. . Kepent’st thou of the sin ? Art thou, in sooth, 
Hesolv’d to leave this world at peace with all ? 
Mart. . As surely as I wish the joys of heav’n. 

Mel. . What other sin hath arm’d thy heart against thee? 
Mary. . Ah ! not alone through hate ; through lawless love 
Have I still more abus’d the sov'reigu good. 

My heart was vainly turn’d towards the man. 

Who left me in misfortune, who deceiv’d me. 

Mel. . Bepent’st thou of the sin ? And hast thou turn’d 
Thy heart, from this idolatry, to God ? 

AIary. . It was the hardest trial I have pass’d ; 

This last of earthly bonds is torn asunder. 

Mel. . What other sin disturbs thy guilty conscience ? 
Mary. . A bloody crime, indeed of ancient date. 

And long ago confess'd ; yet with new terrors 
It now attacks me, black and grisly steps 
Across my path, and shuts the gates of heav’n : 

By my connivance fell the king, my husband — 

1 gave my hand and heart to a seducer — 

By rigid'penaiice I have made atonement ; 

Yet in my soul the worm is gnawing stil]. 
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Mel. . lias then thy heart iio other accusation, 

Wliich hath not been confess’d and wash’d away ? 
Maet. . All you have heard, with which my heart is charg’d. 
Mel. . Think on the presence of Oinniscicnco ; 

Think on the punishments, with which the church 
'I’hrcatons iini)erfect, and reserv’d confession! 

This is the sin to everlasting death. 

For lliis is siiniing ’gainst 3 ns Holy Spirit. 

JMaey. . So may (‘ternal grace with victoiy 

Crown my last contest, as I wittingly 
Have nothing hid — 

!Melvil. How? Wilt tliou then conceal 

’Jhi» crime from (Jod, for which thou art condcinn d? 
’I'hou loll ’si me nothing of the shnn' tiiou hudsl 
In I3al)ington, and rarr3"’s bloody treason: 

Thou dicht for this n temporal death ; for lliis 
AVilt thou too die the everlasting death ? 

Mary. . I a m prepar’d to inccFcteniityj^ , 

Within the narrow Imifts of an hour, 

T shall appear before my judge’s throne; 

]>ut, I repeat it, my confession’s ended. 

IMel. - Consider well — the h c^rl^ is a deceiver. 

'J’hoii hast pej-hny^s,*^ iTTi sly equivocation, 

The trorcl avoided, which would make tlicc guilty, 
AUhongh thy will was party to the crime. 

Ih'inembcr, that no juggler’s tricks can blind 
The eye of file whieli darts through ev’iy breast 
Maiit . ’Tis true, that I have call’d ujion all princes 
To free me from unw’ortby chains ; yet ’tis 
As true, that neither by intent or deed, 

IJa\c I attempted U13 oppre-^sor's life. 

]\l 7 1.. AAmr sccreturios then have witness’d falsely. 
lyiAiiY. . Tt is, as I have said ; — what they have witness'd 
I’lic Lord will judge. 

Mej.vil. Thou nionnt’st then, satisfied 

Of thy own innocence, the fatal scaffold ? 

Mary. . ( lod suffers me in mercy to atone, 

By undeserved death, my youtli’s transgressions. 
Melvfl {making over her ihe sign of the cross). 

Go, then, and expiate them all by death; 

Sink a devoted victim on the altar, 

Thus shall thy blood atone the blood thou ’st spilt. 
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deriv^il thy %1ts- 

Free from the weakness of morMity, 

The spotless spirit seeks the blest abodes. 

Now then, by the authority which God 
Hath unto me committed, I absolve thee 
From all thy sins — ^be as thy faith thy welfare ! 

[lie gives her the host. 

Receive the body wliich for thee tvas offer’d — 

[lie takes the cup which stands upon the table, con- 
secrates it with silent prayer, then presents it to 
her : she hesitates to take it, and makes signs to 
hbn to withdraw it. 

Receive the blood, wdiich for thy sins was shed — 
Receive it — 'tis allow’d thee by the Pope, 

To exorcise in death the highest office 
Of kings, the holy ofHce of tli(‘ priesthood. 

\!^ke takes the cup. 

And as thou no\<^ in this i]is oarllily body 
ilast lif'ld with God nij’^stevioiis communion, 

So may’st thou henceforth, in his realm of joy, 
Where sin no more exists, nor tears of tvoe, 

A fair transligur ’d spirit, join thyself 
h’or ('ver with the (Todhead, and for ever. 

\hc sets dovn the cup; hearing a 7 ioise, he covers 
his head, and goes to the doot ; Mary remains in 
silent devotion, on her knees. 

(yetnndng). A painful conflict in store for thee ; 
h^oclst thou within tlioc strength cnouoh to smother 
Each impulse of malignity and hate ? 

Mary. . I fear not a relapse. I have to (xotl 
Devoted both niy hatred, and my Iovcl 
Mel. . Well, then, yircjwiro thee to receive iny Lords 
Of Leicester and of Burleigh. They are here. 

Scene Vlll. 

Enter Burleigh, Leicester, and Pauj.et. 

[Leicester remains in the hack-ground, without 
raising his eyes; Burleigh, who remarks his 
confusinn, steps between him and the Queen. 
Bur. . [ come, my Lady Stuart, to receive 
Your last commands and wishes. 


Mary. 


Thanks, my Lord. 
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Bun. . It is tho pleasure of my royal mistress, 

That nothifig reasonable be denied you. 

Maby. . My "will, my Jjord, declares my last desires ; 

IVe plac’d it in the hand of Sir Amias, 

And humbly beg, that it may be fulfill'd. 

Paul. . You may rely on tliis. 

Mary. I beg that all 

My servants unmolested may return 
To France, or Scotland, os their wishes lead. 

Bur. . It shall be as you wish. 

Mary. And since my body 

Is not to rest in consecrated ground, 

1 pray you suffer this my faithful servant 
To bear my h eart lo^Fmnce, to my relations — 
AtAsTlfwas ever tbere. 

Burleigh. It shall be done. 

What wishes else ? 

Mary. l^nto her Majesty 

Of England bear a sister's salutation ; 

Tell her, that froiji the bottom of my hoftrt 
I pardon herTnj dSJh r flloSfliumluy too 
I crave her to forgive me for the passion 
With which I spoke to her. May God preserve her, 
And bless her with a long and prosp’rous reign ! 

Bun. . Say, do you still adhere to your resolve, 

And still refuse assistance from the Dean? 

Mary. . My Lord, I’ve made my peace with God. 

’ "X^TcTPaulet. Good Sir, 

I have unwittingly caused you much sorrow, — 

Bereft you of your age’s only stay. 

Oh, let me hope you do not hate my name. 

Paulet {giviitfi her his hand). 

The Lord be with you ! go your w^ay in peace. 

Scene IX. 

Hannah Kennedy, and the other women of the Queen crowd 
into the room, with marks of horror. The Sheriff follows 
them, a white staff in his hand; behind are seen, through the 
open doors, men under arms. 

Mary. , What ails thee, Hannah? — ^Yes— my hour is come — 
The Sheriff lead me to my iate, 

And part we must — farewcTn— 
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Kennedy and Curl. We will not leave thee. 

We will not part from Uiee. 

Mary (io Melvil). You, w’orthy Sir, 

And my dear faithful Hannah, shall attend me, 

In my last MoittentS. my Lord 

Will not refuse my heart this consolation. 

Bur. . For this 1 have no warrant. 

Mary. How, my Lord ; 

Can you deny me then this small petition ? 

Respect my sex ; who shall attend me else. 

And yield me the last service ? — sure it never 
Can be my sister s pleasure, that in me 
My sex should be insulted ; that these men 
iWith their rude hands, should touch my royal person. 
Bub. . Tis order’d that no woman shall ascend ' 

The scaffold steps with you — their tear^ and moans — 
Mary. . She shall not weep, my Lord, she shall not moan ; 

I answer for my Hannah’s reboliition. 

Be merciful ; divide me not so soon 
From my true foster-mother, from my friend. 

She bore me on her arms into thi^) life. 

Let her then gently lead me to my death. 

Paulet (to Burleigh). 

Yield to her wishes. 

Burleigh. Be it so. 

Mary. I now 

Have nothing in this world to wish for more. 

[6^^^ takes the crucifix, and kisses it. 
My God ! My Comforter ! My blest Redeemer ! 

As once thy arms were stretch'd upon the cross, 

Let them be now extended to receive me ! 

[She turns round to go, at the same moment her 
eyes fall upon Leicester, who, on her going, 
starts involuntarily and turns his eyes towards 
her: at this sight Mary trembles, her knees fail 
her, she is about to fall, when Leicester catches 
at her, and receives her in his arms ; she regards 
him for some time earnestly, and in silence; he 
cannot support her looks ; at length she speaks. 
You keep your word, my Lord of Leicester : for 
You promised me your arm to lead me forth 
From prison, and you lend it to me now. 


T 
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At length the wish'd for day is come, and what 
Was oft the object of iny fondest dreams 
Is now accomplish'd : and the Earl of Leicester, 

The long expected, the lon^ wish’d for friend, 
Appears at length in Fotheringay Castle. 

I see him standing in my prison ; all 
Is ready for the journey ; all the gates 
I Stand open, iJld at tchgtli I cross tlie tliivsliold, 
Conducted by his hand ; and now I leave 
These dismal walls behind me, and for ever. 

All is fullill'd, and you have sav'd your honour 

[He sUtiuh a.H if aunihilated ; she continue.^, u'ith a 
f/evtle voice. 

Yes, Leicester ;^iot for liberty alone 
1 wish’d to be iim<*l)tcd to your hands. 
jTou s hould have made me bless that liberty. 

|l3S5"by yoiir Land, and hapj)y in your love, 

'I hop’d once more to taste the joys of life. 

'Yes ; now that I'm prepar’d from all the world 
To part, and to become a happy spirit, 

Whom earthly inclinations tempt no more, 

Now, Leicester, I may venture to confess 
Without a blush, the frailty I have conquer’d — 
Farewell, my lord'; and, if you can, be happy ! 

To woo two Queens has been your dariug aim ; 

You have disdain’d a tender, loving heart ; 

, Betray’d it, in the hope to win a proud one : 

^neel at the feet of Queen Elizabeth ! 

^'jViay your reward not prove your punishment. 
Farewell ; I now have nothing more on earth. 

[She jffoes, preceded by the Sheriffs at her side 
Mei.vil and her Nurse, Burleigh and Paulet 
follow, the others wailing, follow her with their 
ekfcs till she disappears; they then retire through 
the other two doors. 

Scene X. 

Leicester {Remaining alone). 

Do I live still ? Can I still boar to live ? 

Will not this roof fall down and bury me ? 

Yawns no abyss, to swallow in its gulph 

The veriest wretch on earth ? What have 1 lost ? 
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Oh, what a pearl have I not cast away I 
^^^haTTiTiss celestial madly (}ash*ll aside ! 

She’s gone, a spirit purged from earthly stain. 

And th e, despair of Jiell remainp for me ! 

Where is the’ purpose* how “ivilTi which I camo, 

To stifle my heart's voice in callous scorn ? 

To see her head de«»cend upon the block 
Witli unaverted and indifferent eyes ? 

How doth her presence wake my slumb’ring shame? 
Must she in death surround me with JiOve’s toils? 
liOSt, wretched man ! No more it suits thee now 
To melt away, in womanly compassion : 

IJO^e’s golden bliss lies not upon thy path. 

Then arfifi thy breast in panoply of sted. 

And henceforth be thy brows of adamant ! 

Wouldst thou not lose the guerdon of thy guilt, 

Thou must uphold, complete it daringly I 
Pity be dumb ; mine eyes be petrified ! 

I’ll see — I will be witness of her fall. 

[He advauccH with resolute steps towards the door^ 
throvfjh n7</c7i Mary jW55(?c/; hut stops suddenli/ 
half wa]f. 

No ! No ! "nic terrors of all JTell possess me. 

1 cannot look upon the dreadful deed ; 

I cannot sec her die ! — Hark ! What \ras that? 

They are already there. Beneath my feet 
The bloody business is preparing. Ifark! 

I hear their voices — Hence! — ^Away — Away — 

From this abode of misery and death I 

[He attempts to escape by another door; finds it 
loclxed, and returns. 

How ! Does some demon chain me to this spot? 

To hear, v/hat I would shudder to behold ? 

That voice — it is the Dean s, exhorting her ; 

She interrupts him. Hark — she prays aloud — 

Her voice is firm — now all is still, quite still ! 

And sobs and women’s moans are all I hear. 

Now, they undress her — ^they remove the stool — 

She kneels upon the cushion — lays her head — 
\IIamng spoken these last words, and paused awhile, 
he is seen with a convulsive motion suddenly to 
shrink, and faint away; a confused hum of 

Y 2 
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voices is heard at the same moment from heluw^ 
and continues for some time. 

Scene XI. 

The second Chamber in the Fourth Act. 
F\AZX^^K’n\ (^terinfj from a side door; her gait and action 
ejrpressive of the most violent uneasiness). 

No message yet arrived ! What ! no one here ! 

AVill evening never come ! Stands the sun still 
In its ethereal course? I can no more 
Kemain upon the rack of expectation ! 

Is it accomplish’d? — Is it not ? — I shudder 
At both events, and do not dare to ask. 

My Lord of Leicester comes not, — Jhirl#»igh too, 
Whom I appointed to fullil the sentence. 

If they have quitted London, then 'tis done, 

'[’he bolt has left its rest— it cuts the air — 

It strikes ; — has struck already: — were my realm 
At stake, I could not now arrest its course. 

Who’s there ? 


Scene XTI. 

Enter a P\aK. 

liTJZABETH. He turn’d alone ? Whore are the Lords ? 

1'aok. . My Lord High Treasurer, and the Earl of Leicester — 
hiT.iz. . Where are they? 

I’aok. They are not in London. 

Eliz. No! 

Where are they then ? 

Page. That no one could infomi me; 

Before the dawn, mysteriously, in haste, 

They quitted Loudon. 

Elizabeth (exultingiy). I am Queen of England ! 

[Walking up and down in the greatest agitation. 
Go — call me — no, remain, boy ! She is dead — 

Now have I room upon the earth at last 

Why do I shake? Whence comes this agueish dread ? 

My fears are cover’d by the grave ; who dares 

To say I did it? — I have tears enough 

In store to weep her fall. — Are you still here ? 

n'n the Page 

Command my secretary Davison 
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To come to me this instant. Let the Earl 
Of Shre^’sbury be summon'd. Here he comes. 

[Exit Page. 

Scene XTII. • 

Filter Shrewsbury. 

Eliz . Welcome, my noble Lord. What tidings — say ? 

It cannot be a trifle which hath led 
Your footsteps hither at so late on hour. 

Shrew. My Liege, the doubts that hung upon my heart, 

And dutiful concern for your fair fame, 

Directed me this moruing to tlie Tower, 

Where Mary h secretaries, Nau and Curl, 

Are now confined as pris ners, for 1 wish’d 
Once more to put their evidence to proof. 

On my arrival the lieutenant seem'd 
Embarras’d and perplex’d ; refus’d to show me 
His pris ’ners ; but my threats obtain’d admittance. 
God ! what a sight was there ! With frantic looks, 
With hair dishevoll’d, on his pallet lay 
The Scot, like one tormented by a fuiy. 

The inibemble man no booner saw mo, 

Then at my feet he fell, and there, with screams. 
Clasping my knees, and wiithing like n worm, 
Implored, conjured me to acquaint him with 
His sov’reign’s destiny, for vague reports 
Had soinehoAv reach’d the dungeons of the tow’r, 
That she had been condemn’d to suffer death. 

When I confirm’d these tidings, adding too, 

That on his evidence she had been doom'd, — 

ITe started wildly up, — caught by the throat 
His fellow pris’ner ; with the giant strength 
Of.madness tore him to the ground, and tried 
To strangle him. No sooner had we sav’d 
The wretch from his fierce grapple, tlian at once 
He turn'd his rage against himself, and bent 
His breast with savage fists ; then curs’d himself 
Aud his companions to the depths of hell ! 

His evidence was false.; the fatal letters 
To Babington, which he had sworn were true, 

He now denounc’d as forgeries— for he 

Had set down words the Queen had never spoken. 

The traitor Nau had led him to this treason. 
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Then ran he to the casement, threw it wide 
With frantic force, and cried into the street 
So loud, that all the people gather’d round. 

I am til e mani Queen Mary’s secretary, 

The tmitor, who accus'd his mistress falsely; 

I bore false witness, and am cursed for ever ! 

Eliz. . You said yourself, that he had lost his wits ; 

A madman’s words prove nothing. 

Shrews nuRY. Yet this madness 

Serves in itself to swell the proof. My Liege, 

Let me conjure thee ; be not over ha«<ty ; 

Pri’thee, give order for a new inquiry ! 

Eliz. . I will, my Lord, because it is your wish, 

Not that I can believe my noble peers 

Have ill this case pronounced a hasty judgment. 

To set your mind at rest, the inquiry shall 
He straight renew’d. Well, that ’tis not too late ! — 
ITpon the honour of our royal name 
No, not the shadow of a doubt shall rest. 

SCKNE XIV. 

Enter Davison. 

Ei.iz. . The sentence. Sir, w^bich 1 but late entrusted 
Unto your keeping ; — where is it ? 

Davison (in the utmost astonishment). The sentence ! 

Elizabeth (more urgent). 

Which yesterday I gave into your charge. 

Dav. . Into my charge, my Liege ! 

Eijzabeth, . The people urged 

And baited me to sign it. I perforce 
Was driven to yield obedience to their will. 

I did so ; did so, on extreme constraint, 

And ill your hands deposited the paper. 

To gain time was my purpose ; you remember, 

What then I told you. Now', the paper, Sir ! 

Shrew. Restore it, Sir, affairs have changed since then, 

The inquiry must be set on foot anew. 

Dav. . Anew ! Eternal mercy ! 

Elizabeth. ♦ Why this pause. 

This hesitation? Wherd, Sir, is the paper? 

Dav. . I am undone! Undone! My fate is sealed ■ 
Elizabeth {interrupting him violently). 

Let me not fancy. Sir — 
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Davison. O, I am lost ! 

I have it not. 

ELizAniiTii. How ? What ? 

Shrhwsijurt. O, God in heaven I 

Dav. . It is in Burleigh’s hands — since yesterday. 

Eliz. . Wretch ! la it thus you have obeyed my orders? 

Did I not lay my strict injunction on you 
To keep it carefully ? 

Davison. No such, injunction 

Was laid on me, my Liege. 

Elizabeth. Give me the lie ? 

Opprobrious wretch ! When did I order you 
To give the pnper into Burleigh’s bands ? 

Dav. . Never expressly in so many words. — 

Eltz . And, paltering villain ! dcfre you then presume/ 

To construe, as you list, my words — and lay 
Your bloody meaning on them? Wo betide you. 

If evil come of this officious deed I 
Your life shall answer ^^he event to mo. 

Earl Shrewsbury, you see how’ my good name 
Has been abused ! 

Shrewsbury. I see ! 0, God in heav'n ! 

1'Iliz. . What say you ? 

Shrewsbury. If the Knight has dar’d to act 

In this, upon his own authority, 

Without the knowledge of your majesty, 
lie must be cited to the Court of Peers 
To answer there for subjecting thy name 
To the abhorrence of all after time 

Scene XV. 

Enter Burleigh. 

Burleigh {bowing his knee before the Queen). 

Long life and glory to my royal mistress, 

And may all enemies of her dominions 
End like this Stuart. 

[SiiRi'iWbBURY hides his face. — Davison wrings 
his hands in despair. 

Elizabeth. Speak, my Lord ; did you 

From me receive the warrant ? 

Burleigh. No, my Queen ; 

From Davison. 
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Elizabeth. And did he in my name 

Deliver it? 

Bubleigh. No, that I cannot say. 

Eliz. . And dar'd you tlic ii to execute the writ 

Thus hastily, nor wait to know my pleasure ? 

Just was the sentence — we are free from blame 
Before the world ; yet it behoved thee not 
To intercept our natural clemency. 

For this, my Lord, I banish you my presence ; 

And as this forward will was yours alone 
Bear you alone the curse of the misdeed ! [To Dav". 
For, you. Sir ; who have traitorously o'erstepp’d 
'riic bounds of 3 ’^our commission, and betray’d 
A sacred pledge entrusted to 3 ’^our care, 

A more severe tribunal is prepar’d : 

Let him be straight conducted to the Tow’r» 

And capital arraignments iil d against him. 

My honest Talbot, you alone have prov’d, 

’Mongst all my counsellors, an upright man : 

You shall henceforward be my guide— my friend. 
Shbew. O ! banish not the truest of your friends ; 

Nor cast those into prison, who for you 
Have acted; who for yon are silent now. 

But suffer me, great Queen, to give the seal, 

Which, these twelve years. I’ve borne unworthily, 
Back to your royal hands, and take my leave. 
^lAZABWsatdaurprised ) . 

IHiIBbrewsbury ; you surely would not now 
IM^rt me ? No ; not now. 

Pardon, 1 am 

F^old, and this right hand is grown too stiff 
HI set the seal upon your later deeds. 

. Will he forsake me, who has sav’d my life? 

Shbew. Tis little 1 have done ; — I could not save 
Your nobler part. Live — govern happily ! 

Your rival’s dead. Henceforth you’ve nothing more 
To fear, — henceforth, to nothing pay regard. [Exit. 
Elizabeth (to the Earl of Kekt^ic/io enters). 

Send for the Earl of Le^ester. 

Kekt. He desires 

To be excused — he is embark’d for France. 

' The Curtain 
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DRAMATIS 

Charles the Seyeeth, Kimg of 
Franc€, 

Queen IsabeLi Am lioiker . 

Agnes Sorel. 

Philii* the Good, Luke of Bur- 
gvndy, 

Earl Dunois, Bastard of Orleans, 

La Hire, Dugiiatel, French Qfficei's. 
Arohdibhop of Rheiks. 

Ghatillon, a Burgundian Knight, 
Raoul, a Lotharimgian Knight, 
Talbot, the English Oeneral. 
Lionel, Fastolfe, English Officers, 
Hontgohert, a Welshman, 
Councillors of Orleans. 


PERSONiB. 

An Enolish Herald. 

Thibaut D’Abo, a rseaXihy Comdry- 
man, 

Margot, Louison, Johanna, his 
daughters, 

Etienne, Claude Marie, Raimond, 
thdr Euitors, 

Bertrand, another Counirywhun,, 

Apparition qf a hlack Knight. 

ClIAIlCOAlrBURNER AND HiS WlFE. 

Soldiers and People. Officers qf the 
Crown. Bishops f MonkSf Marshals, 
MagistraJtes, Courtiers, and other 
mate pa’sons in the Cownation 
Procession, 


PROLOGUE. 

A rural District, To the right, a Chapel with an Image of the 
Virgin ; to the left, an ancient Oak, 

Scene I. 

Thibaut D’Aho. His three Daughters, Tboee young 
Shepherds, their Suitors, 

Thib. . Ay, ray good neighbours ! we at least to-day 
Are Frenchmen still, free citizens and lords 
Of tho old soil, which our forefathers till'd. 

Who knows whom we to-morrow must obey ? 

For England her triumphal banner waves 
From every wall ; ^the blooming fields of France 
Are trampled down beneath her chargers' hoofs ; 
Par«^ hath yielded to her conquering arms, 
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And ^th the ancient crown of Dogobert 
Adorns the scion of a foreign race. 

Our king's descendant^ disinherited, 

Must steal in secret through his own domain ; 

While his iiffit peer and nearest relative 
Contends a^ust him in the hostile ranks ; 

Ay, his unnatural mother leads them on. 

Around us towns and peaceful hamlets burn. 

Near and more near the devastating fire 
Kolls toward these vales, which yet repose in peace. 
— Therefore, good neighbours, 1 have now resolved. 
While God still grants us safety, to provide 
For my three daughters ; for ’midst war’s alanns 
Women require protection, and true love 
Hath power to render lighter every load. 

\To the first Shepherd. 

Come, Etienne ! You seek my Margot’s hand. 
Fields lying side by side and loving hearts 
Promise a hapjpy union ! [To the second. 

Claude ! You’re silent. 
And my Louison looks upon the ground? 

How% shall I separate two loving hearts 
Because you have no wealth to offer me ? 

Who now has 'wealth ? Our barns and homes afford 
Spoil to the foe, and fuel to their fires. 

In times like these, a husband’s faithful breast 
Affords the only shelter from the storm. 

Louis. My father ! 

Claude Marie. My Louison I 

Louison (embracing Johanna). My dear sister ! 

Thib. . I give to each a yard, a stall and herd. 

And also thirty acres ; and as God 
Gave me his blessing, so I give you mine ! 

Margot (embracing Johanna). 

Gladden our father— follow our example ! 

Let this day see three unions ratified ! 

Thib. . Now go ; make all things ready ; for the mom 
Shall see the wedding. .Let our village friends 
Be all assembled for the festival. 

[The two couple retire arm-in-arm 
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Scene II. 

Thibaut, Kaimond, Joihkna. 

Thib. . Thy sisters, Joan, will soon be Appj brides; 

I sec thorn gladly, they rejoice Hif age ; 

But thou, my youngest, giv'st me gnef and pain. 
PiAiAi. . What is the matter? Why upbraid thy child ? 
Tiiib. . Here is this noble youth, the flower and prido 
Of all our village ; he hath fix'd on thee 
His fond affections, and for throe long years 
Has woo’d thee with respectful tenderness ; 

But thou dost thrust him back, with cold reserve^ 
Nor is there e^e ’mong all our shepherd youths 
Who 0 er can win a gracuous smile from thee. ' . 
—I see thee blooming in thy youthful prime ; 

Thy spring it is, the joyous time of hope ; 

Thy person, like a tender flower, hath now 
Disclos’d ils beauty, but I vainly wait 
For love’s sweet blossom ‘genially to blow. 

And ripen joyously to golden fruit ! 

Oh that must ever grieve me, and betrays 
Some sad deficiency in nature’s work ! 

The heart I like not, which, severe and cold, 
Expands not in the genial years of youth. 

Bat?!. . Forbear, good father ! Cease to urge her thus I 
A noble tender fruit of heavenly growth 
Is ray Johanna’s love, and time alone 
Bringeth the costly to maturity ! 

Still she delights to range among the hills, 

And fears descending from the wild free heath. 

To tariy ’neath the lowly roofs of men. 

Where dwell the narrow cares of humble life. 
From the deep vale, with silent wonder, oft 
I mark her, when, upon a lofty hill 
Surrounded by her flock, erect she stands, 

With noble port, and bends her earnest gazo 
Down on the small domains of earth. To me 
She looketh tlien, as if from other times 
She came, foreboding thiil|s of import high. 
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This. . Tis that precisely which displeases me !• 

She shuns her sisters’ gay companionship ; 

Seeks out the desert mountains, leaves her couch 
Before tlie crowing of the morning cock, 

And in the dreaded hour, when men are wont 
Confidingly to seek their fellow-men, 

She, like the solitary bird, creeps forth, 

And in the fearful spirit-realm of night, 

To yon cross way repairs, and there alone 
Holds secret commune with the mountain wind. 
Wherefore this place precisely doth she choose ? 
Why hither always doth she drive her flock ? 

For hours together I have seen her sit 
In dreamy musing neath the Druid tree. 

Which every happy creature shuns with awe. 

For ’tis not holy there ; an evil spirit 
Hath since the fearful pagan days of old 
Beneath its branches fix’d his dread abode. 

The old(»st of our villagers relate 
Strange tales of horror of the Druid tree ; 
Mysterious voices of unearthly sound 
From its unhallow'd shade oft meet the ear. 

Myself, 'when in the gloomy twilight hour 
My path once chanc’d to lead me near this tree, 
Beheld a spectral figure sitting there, 

Which slowly from its long and ample robe 
Stretch’d forth its wither’d hand, and beckon'd me , 
But ou I went with speed, nor look’d behind, 

And to the care of God consign’d ray soul. 

Baimond {pointing to the image of the Virgin), 

Yon holy image of the Virgin blest. 

Whose presence heavenly peace difi'useth round, 
Not Satan’s work, leaded thy daughter here. 

Thid. • No ! not in vain hath it in fearful dreams 
And apparitions strange reveal'd itself. 

For three successive nights I have beheld 
^Johanna sitting on tlie throne at Kheims, 

A sparkling diadem of seven stars 
Upon her brow, the sceptre in her hand, 

From which thr^ lilies sprang, and I, her siro, 



8c. n.] 


THE HAIB OF 0BLEAK3. 


338 


With her two sistera, and the noble peers. 

The eai'ls, archbishops, and the King himself, 
Bow'd down before her. In humble home, 
How could this splendour enter my poor brain ? 
Oh, 'tis the prelude to some fearful fall ! 

This warning dream, in pictur'd show, reveals 
The vain and sinful longing of her heart. 

She looks with shame upon her lowly birth. 
Because with richer beuaty God hath grac'd 
Her form, and dower’d her with wondrous gifts 
Above the otlicr maidens of this vale, 

She in her heart indulges sinful pride. 

And pride it is, through which the angels fell, 

By whicli the liciid of Hell seduces man. 

Haim. . Who cherishes a purer, humbler mind 

Than doth thy pious daughter? Does she not 
With cheerful spirit work her sisters’ will? 
rthe is more liighly gifted far than they, 

Y(;t, like a sei vaut maiden, it is she 
Who silently perforins the humblest tasks. 

Belli atli her guiding hands prosperity 
Atttendetli still tby harvests and thy flocks; 

And around all she does there ceaseless flow's 
A blessing, rare and uiiacconntablc. 

This. . Ay truly! Unaccountable indeed ! 

Sail horror at this blessing seizes me I 
— But now no more ; henceforth I will be silent. 
Shall I accuse my owm beloved child ? 

1 can do nought but w’am and pray for her. 

Yet warn 1 must. — O shun the Dniid tree! 

Stay not alone, and in the midnight hour 
Break not the ground for roots, no drinks prepare, 
No characters inscribe upon the sand ! 

Tis easy to unlock the realm of spirits ; 

Listening each sound, beneath a film of earth 
They lie in wait, ready to lush aloft. 
vStay not alone, for in the wilderness 
The prince of darkness tempted e'en our Lord. 
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Scene III. 

Thiraut, lUiMOND, Johanna. 

Bertrand enters, a helmet in his limnL 
Haim. . Hush ! here is Bertrand coming back from town, 
What hears ho in his hand ? 

Bertrand. You look at me 

With wondering gaze : no doubt 3DU are surjjrised 
To see this martial helm ! 

Thibaut. We arc indeed ! 

Come, tell us how you came by it liy bring 
This fearful omen to our peaceful vale? 

[Johanna, «7io has remained indifferent during tlu 
two previous scenes, becomes attentive, and sUps 
nearer. 

Bert. • I scarce can toll you how I came by it. 

1 had procur’d some tools at Vaucoulcurs ; 

A crowd was gather’d in tho market-place, 

For fugitives were just arriv’d in haste 
From Orleans, bringing most disastrous news. 

In tumult all the tORu together flock’d. 

And as I forc’d a passage through the crowds, 

A brown Bohemian wDman, with this helm. 
Approach’d me, eyed me narrowly, and said : 

“ Fellow, you seek a holm ; I know it well. 

Take this one ! For a trifle it is youi*s.” 

“ Go >rith it to the soldiers,” I replied, 

“ I am a husbandman, and want no helm.” 

She would not cease, however, and went on : 

** None knoweth if he may not want a helm. 

A roof of metal for the head just now 
Is of more value than a house of stone.” 

Thus she pursued me closely through the streets. 
Still oflering the helm, which I refused. 

I mark’d it well, and saw that it was bright, 

And fair and worthy of a knightly head; 

And when in doubt 1 weigh’d it in my hand, 

The strangeness of the incident revolving, 

The w6man disappear’d, for suddenly 
The rushing crowd had carried her away, 
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And I was left the helmet in my hand. 

Johanna (attempting eagerly to seize it). 

Give me the helmet ! 

Bertkand. Why, what boots it you? 

It is not suited to a maideu s head. 

Johanna (seizing it from kirn). 

Mine is the helmet — it belongs to me ! 

Thib. . What whim is this ? 

Kaimond. Nay, let her have her way ! 

This warlike ornament becomes her well, • 

For in her bosom beats a manly heart. 

Hemember how she once subdued the wolf, 

The savage monster which destroyed our herds, 

And fill’d the neighb’ring bhopherds with dismay 
She all alone — the lion-hearted maid — 

Fought witli the wolf, and from him snatch’d the 
lamb, 

Wliich he was bearing in his bloody jaws. 

How brave soe’er the head this helm adorn’d, 

It cannot grace a worthier one than hers ! 

Thibaut (to Bertrand). 

Belate what new disasters have occurred. 

What tidings brought the fugitives ? 

Bertrand. May God 

Have pity on our laud, and save the King 1 
In two great battles we have lost the day ; 

Our foes are station’d in the heart of France, 

Far as the river Loire our lands arc theirs — 

Now their whole force they have combined, and lay 
Close siege to Orleans. 

Thibaut. God protect the King ! 

Bert. . Artillery is brought from every side, 

And as the dusky squadrons of the bees 
Swarm round the hive upon a summer day. 

As clouds of locusts from the sultry air 
Descend and shroud the country round for miles. 

So doth the cloud of war, o’er Orleans’ fields, 

Pour forth its many-nationed multitudes. 

Whose varied speech, in wild confusion blent. 

With strange and hollow murmurs fills the air. 

For Burgundy, the mighty potentate. 
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Conducts his motley host ; the Hennegarogos, 

The men of Liege and of Luxemburg, 

The people of Numur, and those who dwell 
In lair Brabant; the wealthy men of Ghent, 

Who boast their velvets, and their costly silks; 

The Zealanders, whose cleanly towns appear 
Emerging from tlie ocean ; Hollanders 
Who milk the lowing herds ; men from Utrecht, 
And even from West Friesland’s distant realm, 

Who look towards the ice-pole — ^oll combine, 

Beneath the banner of the powerful duke, 

Together to accomplish Orleans’ fall. 

This. . Oh the unblcst, the lamentable strife. 

Which turns the arms of France against itself! 

Bert. . E’en she, the Mother-Queen, proud Isabel — 
Bavaria’s haughty princess — ^may be seen, 

Array’d in armour, riding through the camp ; 

With poisonous words of irony she fires 
The hostile troops to fury ’gainst her son, 

Whom she hath clasp'd to her maternal breast 

Thib, . A curse upon her, and may God prepare 
For her a death like haughty Jezebel’s ! 

Bert. . The fearful Sal’sbuiy conducts the siege, 

The town-destroyer ; with him Lionel, 

The brother of the lion ; Talbot, too, 

Who, with his murd’rous weapon, moweth down 
The people in the battle : they have sworn, 

With ruthless insolence, to doom to shame 
The hapless maidens, and to sacriBce 
All who the sword have wielded, with the sword. 
Four lofty watch-towers, to o’ertop the town. 

They have uprear’d; Earl Sal'sbuiy from on high 
Gasteth abroad his cruel, murd’rous glance. 

And marks the rapid wanderers in the streets. 
Thousands of cannon balls, of pond’rous weight. 

Are hurl’d into the city. Churches lie 
In ruin’d heaps, and Notre Dame’s royal tower 
Begins at length to bow its lofty head. 

They also have form’d powder-vaults below. 

And thus, above a subterranean hell, 

The timid city every hour expects, 
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'Midst crashing thunder, to break forth in flames. 
^Johanna listens with close attention^ and places the 
helmet on her head. 

This. ^ But where were then our lieroes? Where the swords 
Of Saintrailles, and La Hire, and brave Duiiois, 

Of France the bulwark, that the haughty foe 
With such impetuous force thus onward rushed ? 
Where is the King ? Can he supinely see 
His kingdom s peril, and his cities' fall ? 

Beet. . The King at Chinon holds his court ; he lac:ks 
Soldiers to keep the field. Of what avail 
The leader s courage, and the hero's arm, 

When pallid fear doth paralyze the host? 

A sudden panic, as if sent from God, 

Unnerves the courage of the bravest men. 

In vain the summons of the King resounds 
As when the howling of the wolf is heard, 

The sheop in terror gather side by side. 

So Frenchmen, careless of their ancient fame. 

Seek only now the shelter of the towns. 

One knight alone, I have been told, has brought 
A feeble company, and joins the King 
With sixteen banners. 

Johanna (quickly). What’s the hero’s name ? 

Beht. . Tis Baudricour. But much I fear the knight 
Will not be able to elude the foe, 

Who track him closely with two numerous hosts. 
Johan. . Where halts the knight? Pray tell me, if you know 
Bert. . About a one day’s march from Vaucouleurs. 

Tuibaut (to Johanna). 

Why, what is that to thee ? Thou dost inquire 
Concerning matters which become thee not. 

Bebt. . The foe being now so strong, and from the King 
No safety to be hoped, at Vaucouleurs 
They have with unanimity resolved 
To yield them to the Duke of Burgundy. 

Thus we avoid a foreign yoke, and still 
Continue by our ancient royal line; 

Ay, to the ancient crown we may fall back 
Should France and Burgundy be reconcil’d* 

z 



[PBOL, 


33S Tlir. MAID OF ORLEANS. 

Johanna {as if ivsjfired). 

Speak not of treaty ! Speak not of surrender ! 

The Saviour comes, he arms him for the fight. 
The fortunes of the foe before the walls 
Of Ork*ans sluill be wreck’d ! His hour is come, 
He now is ready for the reapers hand, 

And >\itlj her sickle will the maid appear, 

And mow to earth the haiwest of his pride. 

She fi*om the heavens will tear his glory down, 
Wliich he had hung aloft, among the stars ; 
Despair not ! Fly not ! for ere yoiuh‘r corn 
Assumes its golden hue, or ere the moon 
Displays her perfect orb, no Fnglish ho^'se 
Shall drink the rolling waters of the Loire. 

Dert. . Alas! no miracle will happen now! 

Johan. Yes, there shall yet be one— a snow-white do\e 
Shall fly, and with the eagle s boldness, tear 
The birds of prey, which rend her Fatherland. 

She shall o erthrow this haughty Burgundy, 
Betrayer of the kingdom ; Tdbot, too, 

The hundred-handed, heaven-defying scourge ; 

This Sal sbuiy, who violates our fanes. 

And all these island robbers shall she drive 
Before her like n flock of timid lambs. 

The Lord will he with her, the God of battle ; 

A weak and trembling creature he will choose, 

And through a tender maid proclaim his power, 
For he is the Almighty ! 

TiiJiiAUT. What strange power 

Hath seized the maiden? 

Baimond. Doubtless ’tis the helm 

Which doth inspire her with such martial thoughts 
Look at your daughter. Mark her flashing eye. 
Her glowing cheek, which kindles as with fire ! 
Johan This realm shall fall ! This ancient land of fame, 
The fairest that, in his majestic course, 

Th’ eternal sun surveys — this paradise, 

Which, as the apple of his eye, God loves— 
Endure die fetters of a foreign yoke? 

— Here were the heathen scatter’d, and the cross 
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And holy image first were planted here ; 

Here rest Saint Louis’ ashes, and from hence 
The troops went forth, who set Jerusalem free. 
Berteand {in astonishment). 

Hark liow she speaks! Why, whence can she obtain 
This glorious revelation ? — Father Arc ! 

A wond’rous daughter God hath gi\en you ! 

JoiiAN. We shall no longer serve a iiative prince ! 

The King, who never dies, shall pass away — 

'J’he guardian of the sacked plough, who fills 
The earth with ph'nty, who protects our herds, 

Who Irc'ca the bondmen from captivity. 

Who gathers all his cities round his throne — 

Who aids the helpless, and appals the base. 

Who envies no one, for ho reigns supreme; 

Will) is a inorlal, yet an angel too, 

I)ispt*iising merc> on the liostilc earth. 

For the King’s throne, which glitters o'er with gold. 
Affords a shelter for the destitulc ; — 

Power and compassion meet togethi r there, 

The guilty tremble, but the just draw near, 

And with the guardian lion fearless sport! 

The stranger king, who i*omoth from afar, 

Whose fathers* sacred ashes do not he 
Interr’d among us ; can lie love our laud ? 

Who was not young among our youth, whose heart 
llespoiideth not to our familiar words. 

Can he he as a father to our sons ? 

Thib. . God save the King and France I We’re peaceful folk. 
Who neither wield the sw’ord, nor rein the steed. 

— Let us await the King whom \ictory crowns; 

The fiite of battle is the voice of God. 

He is our Lord who crowns himself at Kheims, 

And on his head receives the holy oil. 

— Come, now to work! come! and let every one 
Think only of the duty of the hour ! 

Let the earth’s groat ones for the earth contend. 
Untroubled we may view the desolation. 

For Rtedfast stand the acres which wo till. 

The flames consume our villages, our com 
Is trampled ’neath the tread of warlike sb’eds ; 

z 
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With the new spring new harvests re-appear, 

And our light huts arc quickly rear’d again ! 

[They all retire, concept the Maiden, 

Scene IV. 

Johanna (alone). 

Farewell, ye mountains, ya beloved glades, 

Y(‘ lone 1111(1 peaceful valleys, faro ye well ! 

'I’hrougli }'ou Johanna never more may stray ! 

For aye Johanna bids j’ou now farewell. 

Ye meads which I have water'd, and ye trees 
Wliieh I have i>lanted, still in beauty bloom ! 
Farewell ye grottos, and ye crystal springs I 
Sweet echo, vocal spirit of the vale. 

Who saug'st responsive to my simple strain, 

Johanna goes, and ne’er returns again. 

Ye scenes where all my tranquil joys 1 knew. 

For ever now I leave you far behind ! 

Poor foldless lambs, no shepherd now have you ! 

O’er the wide heath stray henceforth unconfin’d ! 

S'or 1 totfknger's field, of crimson hue, 

Am summon'd hence, another Hock to find. 

Such is to me the Spirit s high behest ; 

No earthly vain ambition fires my breast. 

For w^ho in glory did on Horeb’s height 
Descend to Moses in the bush of fiame. 

And, bade him go and stand in Pharaoh’s sight — 
Who once to Israel’s pious shepherd came, 

And sent him forth, his champion in the fight, — 
Who aye hath loved the lowly shepherd train, — 

He, from these leafy boughs, thus spake to me, 

“ Go forth ! Thou shalt on earth my witness be. 

“ Thou in rude armour must thy limbs invest, 

A' plate of steel upon thy bosom wear; 

Vain earthly love may never stir thy breast, 

Nor passion’s sinful glow be kindled there. 

Ne’er with the bride-wreath shall thy locks be dress’d, 
Nor on thy bosom bloom an infant fair ; 
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But war’s triumpliant glory shall be thine ; 

Thy martial fame all women’s shall outshine. 

“ For when in fight the stoutest hearts despair, 
When direful ruin threatens France, forlorn. 

Then thou aloft my oriflamme shall bear. 

And swiftly as the reaper mows the corn, 

Thou shall lay low the haughty conqueror ; 

His fortune’s wheel thou rapidly shall turn, 

To Gaul s heroic sons deliv'rance bring, 

Believe beleaguer’d Bheims, and crown thy king!” 

The heavenly Spirit promised me a sign ; 

He sends the helmet, it hath come from him. 

Its iron filleth me with strength divine, 

1 feel t^e courage of the cherubim ; 

As with the rushing of a mighty wind 
It drives me forth to join the battle’s din ; 

The clanging trumpets sound, the chargors rear, 

And the loud war-cry thunders in mine car. 

goes out. 


ACT I. 

Scene I. 

The royal Residence at Chinan. 

Dunois and Du Chatel. 

Dunois. No longer 111 endure it. T renounce 

This recreant Monarch who forsakes himself. 

My valiant heart doth bleed, and I could rain 
Hot tear-drops from mine eyes, that robbor-swords 
Partition tlius the royal realm of France ; 

That cities, ancient as the monarchy. 

Deliver to the foe the rusty keys. 

While here in idle and inglorious ease 
We lose th^ precious season of redemption. 

— Tidings of Orleans’ peril reach mine ear, 

Sither I sped from distant Normandy, 

Thinking, arrayed in panoply of war. 

To find the Monarch with hm marshall’d hosts ; 
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And find him — here ! begirt with troubadours, 

And juggling knaves, engaged in solving riddles, 
And planning festivals in Sorel’s honour, 

As brooded o’er the land profoundest peace ! 

— The Constable hath gone, be will not brook 
Longer the spectacle of slianie.— I too 
Dejiart. and leave him to iiis evil fate. 

Lucii. . Here comes the King. 

Scene II. 

King Ctiaules. The same. 

Chas. . The Constable hatli sent us back his sword 

And doth renounce our service. Now, by Heaven! 

e tlius liath rid us of a churlish man. 

Who insolently souglit to lord it o’er us. 

Dunois. a man is precious in such perilous times ; 

I would not deal thus lightly with his loss. 

CiiAS. . Thou speakest thus from love of opposition ; 

While he was hero, thou never wert his friend. 
Dunois. He was a tiresome, proud, vexatious fool, 

Who never could resolve. — For once, however, 
lie hath resolved. Betimes he goetli hence, 

Where honour can no longer bo achieved. 

CiTAS. . Thou’rt in a pleasant humour; undisturb’d 

I'll leave tlico to enjoy it. — Hark, Du Chatel I 
Ambassadors are hero from old king Kene, 

Of tuneful song tho master, far renowmed. 

—Let them as honour’d guests be entertain’d, 

And unto each present a chain of gold. 

\To the bastard. 

Why smilest thou Dunois ? 

Dunois. That from thy mouth 

Thou shakest golden chains. 

Duchatel. Alas ! my King ! 

No gold existeth in thy treasury. 

Chas. . Then gold must be procured.— It must not he 
Tliat bards unhonour’d from our court depart. 

’Tis they^who make our barren sceptre bloom, 

’Tis they who WTeath around our fimtless crown 
Life's joyous branch, of never-fading green. 
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Ecigning, they justly rank themselves ns kings, 

Of gentle wishes they erect their throne, 

Their harmless realm existetli not in space ; 

Hence should the bard accompany the king. 

Life’s higher sphere Uie heritage of both ! 

Duen. . My royal Liege ! 1 sought to spare thine ear 

8o long as aid and counsel could be found ; 

No\w dire necessity doth loose my tongue. 

— Nought hast thou now in presents to bestow. 
Thou hast not whei'owithal to live to-mcrrow ! 

The spring-tide of tliy fortune is run out. 

And lowest ebb is in thy treasury ! 

Tlie soldiers, disappointed of their pay, 

With sullen muruiurs, threaten to retire. 

My counsel faileth, not uiih royal splendour 
But mcagerly, to furnish out thy household. 

CiiAs. . My ro 3 'al customs plcdjjo, mid borrow gold 
From the Loinhaidians. 

Duchatel Sire, thy revenues. 

Thy royal customs, are for three years p](‘dg’d. 
Dunois. And pledge meanwhile and kingdom both ai’c lost. 
OiiAS. . Still many rich and beauteous lands are ours. 
Dunois. So long as Ood and Talbots sword j)ornut ! 

When Orloaii'^ faileth into IhiglK^h hands 
Then with King Kene thou may'st tend thy sheep ! 
CiiAS. . Still at this King thou lov st to point th} jest ; 

Yet ’tis lliis lackland Monarch, who to-day 
Hath with a princely crown invested me. 

DrxoTS. Not, in the name of heaven, with that of Naples, 
Which is for sale, 1 hear, since he kept sheep. 
CiiAs. . It is a sportive festhal, a jest. 

Wherein he giveth to his fancy play, 

To found a world all innocent and pure 
In this barbaric, nide rcalil}'. 

Yet noble — ay, right ro 3 "al is his aim ! 

ITo will again restore the golden age, 

When gentle manners reigned, when faithful love 
The heroic hearts of valiant knights inspired. 

And noble women, whose accomplished taste 
Diifuseth grace around, in judgment sat^ 

The old man dwelleth in those bygone times, 
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And in our workday world would realize 
The dreams of ant-ient bards, wlio picture life 
’Mid bowers celestial, thron’d on golden clou{ls. — 
He hath established lienee a court of love, 

Where valiant knights may dwell, and liomage yield 
To noble women, who are there enthroned. 

And where pure love and true may find a home. 

Me he hath chosen as the pnnoc of Love. 

Dunois. I am not such a base degenerate churl, 

As Love’s dominion rudely to assail. 

1 am her son, from her denve my name, 

And in her kingdom lies my heritage'. 

The prince of ()rleans was my sire, and while 
No woman’s heart w^as proof against his love. 

No hostile fortress could withstand his shod ! 

Wilt thou, indeed, with honour nam(j thyself 
The prince of Love — be br.ivest of the bi’avc ! 

As 1 have read in those old <*hronides, 

Love aye went coupled witJi heroic deeds, 

And valiant heroes, not inglorious bhej)herd8. 

So legends tell us, graced king Arthin s board 
The man whose valour is not beauty’s shield, 

Is all unworthy of her golden prize. 

Here the arena!— combat for the crown. 

Thy royal heritage ! — with knightly sword 
Thy lady’s honour and thy realm defend — 

And hast thou with hot valour snatch'd the crown 
From streams of hostile blood, — then is the time, 
And it would well become thee as a prince, “ 

Love’s myrtle chiiplet round thy brows to wTcathe. 
Charles (?o a Page, who enters). 

What is the matter? 

Page. Senators from Orleans 

Entreat an audience, Sire. 

Charles. Conduct them hither ! 

[Page retires. 

Doubtless they succour need ; what can 1 do, 

Myself 4all -succourless I 
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Scene III. 

The same. Three Senatobs. 

CiiAs. . Welcome, my trusty citizens of Orleans ! 

What tidings bring ye from my faithful town ? 

Doth she continue with her wonted zeal 
Sdll bravely to withstand the leaguering foe ? 

Senat. . Ah, Sire ! the city’s peril is ex^tremc ; 

And giant ruin, waxing hour by hour. 

Still onward strides. The bulwarks are destroyed- - 
The foe, at each assault, advantage gains ; 

Bare of defenders are the city walls. 

For with rash valour forth our soldiers rush, 

While few, alas ! return to view their homes. 

And famine’s scourge impendeth o'er the town. 

In this extremity, the noble Count 
Of llochepierre, coniinauder of the town. 

Hath made a compact with the enemy, 

According to old custom, to yield up. 

On the twelfth day, the city to the foe, 

Unless, meanwhile, before the town appear 
A host of magnitude to rai>)e the siege. 

[Dunois manifests the strongest indignation. 
Chas. . The interval is brief. 

Senator We hither come, 

Attended by a hostile retinue. 

To implore thee. Sire, to pity thy poor town. 

And to send succour ere the appointed day. 

When, if still unrelieved, she must surrender. 
Dunois. And could Saintrailles consent to give his voice 
To such a shameful com])act ? 

Senator. Never, Sir! 

Long as the hero liv’d, none dared to breathe 
A single \vord of treaty, or surrender. 

Dunois. He then is dead ? 

Senator. The noble hero fell, 

His Monarch’s cause defending, on our walls. 

Chas. . What ! Saintrailles dead ! Oh, in that single man 
A host is founder’d ! 

[A Knight enters and speaks apart with Dunois, 
who starts with suprrise. 
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Dunots. That too ! 

Charles. Well ! What is it? 

Dunois. Count Douglas sendeth here. The Scottish troops 
Revolt, and threaten to retire at once. 

Unless their full arrears are pjiid to-day. 

Chas. . Du Chatel ! 

Du Chatel (shrugs his shoulders). 

Sire ! 1 know not what to counsel. 
Ciias. . Pledge, promise alk even unto half my realm. — 
Chat. . ’Tis vain ! They have been fed witli hope too often ! 
CiTAS. . They are the finest troops of all uiv host ! 

They must not now, not now abandon me ! 

Senator [throwing himself at the Kinci's/cc/). 

Oh, Kiug, assist us ! Think of our distress ! 

Charles (in despair). 

How! Can 1 summon armies from the earth? 

Or grow a cornfield on my open palm ? 

Rend me in pieces 1 — Pluck my bleeding heart 
Forth from my breast, and coin it ’stead of gold ! 

IVe blood for you, but neither coin, nor troops. 

[He sees Sokel approach^ and hastens towards 
her u'ith outstretched arms. 

Serxj: IV. 

The same. Agnes Soret., n rasJcct in her hand 

Chas. . My Agnes I Oh, my love I my dearest life ! 

Thou coniest here to snatch me from despair 1 
Refuge I take within thy loving arms ; 

Possessing thee, 1 feel that nought is lost. 

SoREL. . My King, beloved ! 

[Lookbig around with an anjriuns, inquiring gaze. 

Dunois ! Say, is it true, 

Du Chatel? 

Du CiTATF.L. Tis alas ! 

SoREL. So great the need ? 

No treasure left? The soldiers will disband? 

Ghat. . Alas ! it is too true ! 

SoREL (giinng liirq, the casket). Here — here is gold. 

Here too are jewels 1 Melt my silver down ! 

Sell, pledge my cattles— on my fair domains 
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In Provence, treasure raise — turn all to gold, 
Appease the troops ! No time is to be lost ! 

[She urges him to depart, 

Chas. . Well now, Dunois ! Du Chatel ! Do ye still 
Account me poor, when I possess the crown 
Of womankind ? — She*s nobly born os I ; 

The royal blood of Valois not more pure ; 

The most exalted throne she would udoni — 

Yet she rejects it with disdain, and claims 
No other title than to be ray love. 

No gift more costly will she e’er receive 
Than early flower in winter, or rare fruit! 

No sacrifice, on my part, she permits. 

Yet sacrificeth all she hath to me ! 

With generous spirit she doth venture all 
Her wealth and fortune in my sinking bark. 

Dunois. Ay, she is mad indeed, my King, as tliou ; 

She throws her all into a burning house, 

And draweth water in the leaky vessel 
Of the Danaules. Thee she will not save, 

And ill thy min but involve herself. — 

SoiiFTi. . Believe him not ! Full many a tiuic he luith 
Perill’d his life for thee, and now forsooth, 

Chafelh, hi'cause I risk my worthless gold! 

How? Have I freely sacrificed to thee 
What is esteemed far more than gold and pearls. 
And shall 1 now hold back the gifts of fortune ? 

Oh, come ! JjCt my examjdc challenge thee 
To noble self-denial! Let ’s at once 
Cast off the needless ornaments of life I 
Thy courtiers iiietamoriihose into soldiers ; 

Thy gold transmute to iron ; all thou hast, 

With resolute daring, venture for thy crown ! 

Peril and want wc will participate 1 

Let us bestride the war-horse, and expose 

Our tender person to the fiery glow 

Of the hot sun, take for our canopy 

The clouds above, and make the stones our pillow. 

The rudest warrior, when he sees his King 

Bear hardship and privation like the meanest, 

Will patiently endure his own hard lot! 
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Charles (laugliing\ 

Ay ! now is realized an ancient word 
Of prophecy, once uttered by a nun 
Of Clairmont, in prophetic mood, who said, 

That through a woman s aid I o'er my foes 
Should triumph, and achieve my father's crown. 

Far oif I sought her in the English camp; 

I strove to reconcile a mother’s heart ; 

Here stands the heroine— my guide to Rheims ! 

My Agnes ! I shall triumph through thy love ! 

SoREL. Thou’l t triumph through the valiant swords of friends. 
CiiAS. . And from my foes' dissensions much I hope — 

For sure intelligence hath reach'd mine ear. 

That 'twixt these English lords and Burgundy 
Things do not stand precisely as they did ; — 

Hence to the duke I have despatch’d La Hire, 

To try if he can lead my angry vassal 
Back to his ancient loyalty and faith : — 

Each moment now 1 look for his return. 

Du Chatel (at the mndou\ 

A knight e'en now dismounteth in the coui*t. 

CiiAS. . A welcome messenger! We soon bhall learn 
Whether we’re doomed to conquer or to yield. 

Scene V. 

The same. La Hire. 

Charles (meeting him). 

Hope bringest thou, or not ? Bo brief, La Hire ! 

Out with thy tidings I What mupt we expect ? 
Expect nought, Sire, save from thine own good 
sword. 

The haughty duke will not be reconciled ! 

Speak ! How did he receive my embassy ? 

His first and unconditional demand. 

Ere he consent to listen to thine errand. 

Is that Du Chatel be deliver’d up. 

Whom he doth name the murderer of his Sire. 

This base condition we reject with scorn ! 

Then be the league dissolved ere it commence ! 

Hast thou thereon, as I commanded thee, 


Hire. . 
Chas. . 
Hire. . 

Chas. . 
Hire. . 
Chas. . 
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Challenged the duke to meet me in fair fight 
On Montereau's bridge, thereon his father fell ? 
Hibe. . Before him on the ground 1 flung thy glove, 

And said : — ** Thou wouldst forget thy m^yesty, 

And like a knight do battle for thy realm.'* 

He scornfully rejoined — •* He needed not 
To fight for that which he possess'd already. 

But if thou wert so eager for the fhty, 

Before the walls of Orleans thou wouldst find him, 
Whitlier he purposed going on the morrow 
Thereon he laughing turn'd his back upon me. 
Chas. . Say, did not justice raise her sacred voice. 

Within the precincts of my Parliament? 

Hike. . The rage of party, Sire, hath silenc'd her. 

An edict of the Parliament declares 
Thee, and thy race, excluded fmm the throne 
Dunois. These upstart burghers * haughty insolence ! 

Chas. . Hast thou attempted with my mother aught? 

Hire. . With her? 

Charles. Ay ! How did sho demean herself? 

La Hire {after a few momenta* reflection). 

I chanced to step within Ht. Denis* walls 
Precisely at the royal coronation. 

The crowds were dress'd as for a festival ; 
Triumphal arches rose in every street 
Through which the hlnglish monarch was to pass. 
The way was strewed with flowers, and with huzzas. 
As France some brilliant conquest had achieved. 

The people thronged around the royal car. 

SoBEL. They couU huzza— huzza, while trampling thus 
Upon a gnu^ious sovereign’s loving heart ! 

Hire. . I saw young Horry Lancaster — the boy — 

On good St. Lewis' regal chair enthroned ; 

On either side his haughty uncles stood, 

Bedford and Gloucester, and before him kneeled. 

To render homage for his lands, Duke Philip, 

Chas. . 0 peer dishonour’d I O unworthy cousin ! 

Hire. . The child was timid, and liis footing lost 

As up the steps he mounted towards the throne. 

An evil omen ! murmured forth the crowd, 

And scornful laughter burst on every side. 
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Then forward stepped Queen Isabel— thj mother, 
And — but it angers me to utter it ! 

Charles. Say on. 

Hire. . Within her arms she clasped the boy. 

And herself placed him on thy ffther’s throne. 

Chas. . Oh, mother ! mother ! 

La Hire. E’en the murderous bands 

Of the Burgundians, at this spectacle, 

Evinced some tokens of indignant shame. 

The Queen perceived it, and addressed the crowds, 
Exclaiming with loud voice : “Be grateful, French- 
men, 

That I engraft upon a sickly stock 
A healthy scion, and redeem you from 
The misbegotten son of a mad Sire ! ” 

[The Kino hides his face ; Agnes hastens towards 
him and clasps him in her arms ; all the by- 
standers express aversion and horror. 

Dtjnois. She-wolf of Franco ! Ilago-breathing Megara ! 
Charles {after a pause to the senators). 

Yourselves have heard the posture of affairs. 

Delay no longer, back return to Orleans, 

And bear this message to my faithful town • 

I do absolve my subjects from their oath. 

Their own best interests let them now consult, 

And yield them to tlio Duke of Burgundy ; 

Tclept the Good, he needs must prove humane. 
Dttnots. What say st thou, Sire ? Thou wilt abandon Orleans 1 
Senator {JmeeJs down). 

My King ! Abandon not thy faithful town ! 

Consign her not to England’s harsh control. 

She is a precious jewel in thy crown, 

And i^e hath more inviolate faith maintain’d 
Towara the kings, thy royal ancestors. 

Dunois. Have we been routed? Is it lawful, Sire, 

To leave the English masters of the field, 

Without a single stroke to save the town ? 

And thinkest thou, with careless breath, forsooth. 
Ere blood hath flowed, rashly to give away 
The fairest city from the heart of France? 

Chas, . Blood hath been poured forth freely, and in vain ! 
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The hand of Heaven is visibly against me ; 

111 every battle is my host o’erthrown, 

1 am reflected of my parliament. 

My capital, my people, hail my foe, 

Those of my blood, — my nearest relatives, — 
Vomake me and betray — and my own mother 
Doth nurture at her breast the hostile brood. 

— Beyond the Loire we will retire, and yield 
To the o ermasteriug hand of destiny 
Which sidetli with the English. 

SoKLL. God forbid 

That we in weak despair should quit this realm ! 
This utt(U'ancc came not from thy heart, my King, 
Thy noble heart, which hath been sorely riven 
By the fell deed of thy unnatural mother ! 

Thou'lt be thyself again, right valiantly 
Thou’lt battle with tliino adverse destiny. 

Which doth oppose thee with relonlless ire. 

Charles {lost in gloomy thought). 

Is it not true ? A dark and ominous doom 
Inipendeth o’er the hoaven-abandon’d house 
Of Valois — there preside the avenging powers. 

To whom a mother s crimes uiibarr’d the way. 

For thirty years my sire in madness rav’d ; 

Already have three elder brothers been 
Mow’d down by death ; 'tis the decree of Heaven, 
The house of the Sixth Charles is doom'd to fall. 
Soin:r.. In thee ’twill rise with renovated life ! 

Oh, in thyself have faith ! — Believe me, King, 

Not vainly hath a gracious destiny 
Iledeem’d theo from the ruin of thy house. 

And by thy brethren’s death exalted thee, 

The youngest born, to an unlook’d for tlurone. 
Heavi'ii in tliy goulle spirit hath prepatM 
1’he leech to remedy the thousand ills 
By party rage inflicted on the land. 

The flames of civil discord thou wilt quench. 

And my heart tells me, thou’lt establish peace. 

And found anew the monarchy of France. 

Cbas. . Not T I The rude and storm-vexed times require 
A pilot formed by nature to command. 

A peaceful nation 1 could render happy. 
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A wild rebellious people not subdue. 

I never with the sword could open hearts 
Against me closed in hatred 's cold reserve. 

SoBEL. The people’s eye is dimm’d, an error blinds them. 
But this delusion will not long endure ; 

The day is not far distant, when the love, 

Deep rooted in the bosom of the French, 

Towards their native monarch will revive. 

Together with the ancient jealousy, 

"Which forms a barrier ’twixt the hostile nations. 
The haughty foe precipitates his doom. 

Hence, with rash haste abandon not the field, 

With dauntless front contest each foot of ground. 
As thin<‘ own heart defend the town of Orleans ! 
Let every boat be sunk beneath the wave. 

Each bridge be burned, sooner than carry thee 
Across the Loire, the bound’iy' of thy realm, 

The Stygian flood, o’er which then’s no return. 
Ghas. . What could be done 1 have done^ 1 have offer'd, 
In single fight, to combat for my crown. — 

I was refused. In vain my people bleed. 

In vain my towns are levell’d with the dust. 

Shall I, like that unnatural mother, see 
* My child in pieces severed witli the sword? 

Ko ; I forego my claim, that it may live. 

Dunois. How, Sire ! Is this fit language for a king ? 

Is a crown thus renounced ? Thy meanest subject. 
For his opinion s sake, his hate and love, 

Sets property and life upon a cast ; 

When civil war hangs out her bloody flag 
Each private end is drowned in party zeal. 

The husbandman forsakes his plough, the wife 
Neglects her distaff; children, and old men, 

Don the rude garb of war ; the citizen 
Consigns his town to the devouring flames. 

The peasant bums the produce of his fields ; 

And all to injure or advantage thee. 

And to achieve the purpose of his heart 
Men show no mercy, and they wish for none. 

When they at honour’s call maintain the fight, 

Or for their idols or their gods contend. 

A truce to such effeminate pity, then. 
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Which is not suited to a monarch’s breast. 

— Thou didst nor heedlessly provoke the war ; 

As it commenced, so let it spend its fury. 

It is the law of destiny that nations 

Should for their monarch s immolate themselves, 

Wc h'renchmen roeognise this sacred law, 

Nor would annul it. Jlase, indec'd, the nation. 

That for its honour ventures not its all. 

CiiAUiLs {in the Renatojis). 

You’ve h(*ard my last resolve— evpect no other. 

May (lod protect you! 1 can do no more. 

1)1 ^ols. As thou dost turn thy haidv upon thy lealni. 

So may the God of battle nyo aAcrt 

His \isage from thee 'Fhou fortsakst thyself. 

So 1 forsake thei . Not the pouer combined 
Of Kngland and vehelhons Ihirgund v 
Thy onn mean spnit huib lliee Irom the throne. 
Horn her^s (*N<‘r wen' tlu kmg>> ol I ’ranee; 

Thon wert a cra^en c\en from thy birth. 

[7b the Senators. 

Tho King abandon^ you. IJut 1 will throw 
Myself into your town — my luthers town — 

And ’neath its ruins tiud a soldierb graNe. 

[Tie IS about todepuit — A(.^Fs Soul hdelaiu^hlm, 
Sn. 1/1 //ic Kino). 

Oh let him not (le])iirt in angf'r from tlioc* ! 

Harsh words his lips have utter'd, but lll^ hen it 
Is true ns gold. ’Tis he, himself, my King, 

Who loves thee, and hath often bled for tln'C. 
Dunois! confess, the heat of noble wrath 
Made thee forget thyself — and oh, do thou 
Forgive a faithful friend’s o erliasty sjieech ! 

Come ! let me quickly reconcile your hearts, 

Kre anger hnrsteth forth in quenchh'ss flame ! 

[Ddnois loolcH fixedly at the Kinc;, avd ajyiears to 
await an answer, 

Chas. . Our way lies over tlic Loire. Pu Chiitol ! 

See all our equipage embarked. 

Dunois {quickly to Sorel). Farewell ! 

[He turns quickly round, and goes out. — The Sena 
TORS foijiotv. 


A 1 
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SoBEL {yoringinff her lia}ids in despair). 

O, if he goes, we are lorhaken quite ! 

— Follow, La Hire I () seek to soften him ! 

[La Hire goes out, 

SdKE VI. 

ClfABLES, SOREL, Du CUATEL. 

Chas. . Is, then, the sceptre such a peerless treasure? 

Js it so hard to loose it from our grasp? 

]^elicve me, ’tis more galling to endure 
The domineering rule of these proud vassals. 

To be dependent on their will and pleasure 
Ts, to a noble heart, more bitter far 
Than to submit to fate. 

\To Dr CiiATEL, who stilt Ungers. 
Du Chatel, go, 

And do what I commanded ! 

Du OiiATEL iyluows himself at the King s feet). 

Oh, my King ! 

Chas. . No more ! Thou st heard my absolute resolve I 
Chatel. Sire ! with the Duke of Burgundy make peace ! 

Tis the sole outlet from destruction loft ! 

Cii.vs. . Thou giv at this counsel, and thy blood alone 
Can ratify this peace ? 

Du Chaill Here is my head. 

3 oft have risked it for tliee in the fight, 

And with a joyful sjiiiit 1, for thee, 

Would lay it down ujion the block of death. 
Conciliate the Duke ! Deliver me 
To the full measure of his wrath, and let 
JVly flowing blood appease iho ancient hate ! 

Charles {Jooks at him Jor some time in silence^ and with dejp 
€7notion). 

Can it bo true ? Am I, then, sunk so low. 

That even friends, who read my inmost heart. 

Point out, for my escape, the path of shamo? 

Yes, now I recognise my abject fall. 

My honour is no more confided in. 

Chaiel. 1 leflect— 

Charles. Be silent, and incense me not I 

Had I ten realms, on which to turn my back, 
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With my friend’s life I would not purchase Uiem. 

— Do >Niiat I have commanded. Hence, and see 
My cquii)agc embarked. 

Dt7 C hated. Twill speedily 

Jic done. 

\J[e standa vp and retires . — Agkes Soeel weeps 
passionately. 

Scene VII. 

llie Royal Valaee at Cltimn. 

Cjiakles, Agnes Souel. 

CiiAiiT.ES (sciiiny the hand of Agnes). 

JMy Agnes, be not sorrowful ! 

I5( yoiid the Loire we still shall lind a France; 

We are d< ‘parting to a happier bind, 

Winni e laughs a milder, an unclouded skj", 

And gales more genial blow; we there shall meet 
More gentle manners ; song abideth there, 

And lo\o and life in richer beauty bloom. 

SoEEL. Oil, niubt I contemplate this day of wo ! 

Tli(‘ King must roam in baiushnient ! the son 
Depart, an CAilc from his fathers house, 

And turn his back upon his childhood's home ! 

O jdeasaiit, happy land, that we forsake, 

Kc'cr shall we tread thee joyously again! 

Scene VIII. 

JjA Hire returns. Chaiu^es, Sorel. 

SoRi L. You come alone ? You do not bring him back? 

[Observing him more closely. 
La Hire! Whatnew's? What does that look annomice? 
Some new calamity? 

La Hire. Calamity 

Hath spent itself; sunshine is now return’d. 

Sored. What is it ? 1 implore you. 

La Hire (to the Kino). Summon back 

The delegates from Orleans ! 

Chardes. Why? What is it? 

Hire. . Summon them back ! Thy fortune is reversed. 

A battle has been fought, and thou hast conquer’d* 

A A 
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SoREL. Conquer’d ! 0 licavoiily music of that word ! 
Chas. . La Hire ! A fabulous report deceives thee : 

Conquer’d ! — In conquest I believe no more 
Hire. . Still greater wondei*s tliou wilt soon believe. 

— Here comcth the Archbishop. To thine arms 
He leadeth back Dunois. — 

SoiiEL. O beauteous flower 

Of victoiy, which doth the heavenly fruits 
Of peace and reconcilement bear at once ! 


Scene IX. 

The same, Archbishoi* ofIIhetms, Dunois, Du Coatet, xdth 
IiAOUL, a Knight in armour. 

Archbishob {leading Dunois to the Kino, and joining their 
hands). 

Drinces, oinbracc ! Let rage and discord cease. 

Since Heaven itself hath for our cause declareil. 

[Dunois embraecs the King. 
Chas. . Relieve my wonder and perplexity. 

What may this solemn earnestness portend 
Whence this unlook’d for change of fortune ? 
Archbishop the Knight fonvard, and jirescnts him to 

the Kino). Speak ! 

Raoul. We had assembled sixteen regim(‘nts 

Of Lothai’ingian troo])s, to Join your host ; 

And Baudricourt, a Knight of \’aucf)uleurs, 

Was our commander. JIaving gain’d the heights 
By Vermanton, we wound our downward way 
Into the valley water’d by the Yonne ; 

There, in the plain before us, lay the foe, 

And when we turn’d, arms glitter'd in our rear. 

We saw ourselves surromided by two hosts, 

And could not hope for conquest or for flight 
Then sank the bravest heai’t, and in despair 
We all prepared to lay our weajKuis down. 

The leaders with each other anxiously 

Sought counsel and found none, — when to our eyes 

A spectacle of wonder show’d itself ! 

For suddenly from forth the thickets’ depths 
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A maiden, on her head a polish’d helm, 

Like a Avar-goddoss, issued ; terrible 
Yet lovely was her aspect, and her hair 
In dusky ringlets round her shoulders fell. 

A heavenly radiance shone around the height; 

When she upraised her voi(*e and thus address'd us : 
“ Why be dismay’d, brave Frenchmen? On the foe! 
W ere they more numerous than the ocean sands, 
(rod and the holy Maiden lead you on !” 

Then quickly from the standard-bearer’s hand 
yhe snatch’d the banner, and before our troop 
With valiant bearing strode the wondrous maid. 
Silent with avse, scarce knowing what we did, / . 
The banner and the Maiden wo pursue. 

And tired with ardour, rush upon the foe, 

Who, much amazed, stand mofiouless and view 
The miracle with fix'd and wondering gaze. — 

Then, as if seized hy terror sent from (jod, 

’Fhey sinldeiily betake themselves to flight, 

And casting arms and armour to the ground, 
DisjAcrse in wild disorder oer the field. 

No leader's call, no signal now avails ; 

Senseless from terror, without looking back. 

Horses and men jdungc headlong in the stream, 
Where they without resistance are despatch’d. 

1 1 was a slaughter rather than a fight ! 

Two thousand of the foe bestrew’d the field, 

Not reckoning numbers swallow’d by the flood, 

AVhilo of our company not one was slain. 

CiiAS. . 'Tis strange, by Heaven ! most w^oiidcrful and strange! 
fcJouEL. A maiden work’d this miracle, you say? 

Whence did she come ? Who is she ? 

Eaoxjl. Who she is 

She will reveal to no one hut the King! 

She calls herself a seer and ju-ophetess 
Ordain’d by (tod, and promises to raise 
The siege of Orleans ere the moon shall change. 

The people credit her, and thirst for war. 

The host she follows— she'll bo here anon. 

[T/ic rwifmg of hells is heard, together with the 
clang of arms. 
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Hark to the din! The pealing of tlie bells ! 

Tis she ! The people greet God’s messenger. 
ClIAllLES {to Du CllATEI.). 

Conduct her hither. — [To the Abghbishop. 

Wliat should I believe ? 

A maiden brings me conquest even now, 

When nought can save me but a hand divine ! 

This is not in the common course of things. 

And dare I here believe a miracle ^ 

Many Voices {behind the scene). 

Hail to the Maiden!— the deliverer! 

CiiAS, . She comes 1 Dunois, now occu])y my place ! 

We will make trial of this wondrous maid. 

Is she indeed inspired and sent by God. 

She will be able to discern the King. 

[Dunois seats himself ; the King stands at his 
right handy Agnes Sohel near him; the 
Archbishop and the others opposite; so that 
the intermediate space remains vacant 

Scene X. 

The same. *1oha\na, accompanied by the Councillors and 
many Knights, who occupy the background of the scene; she 
advances uith noble bearing, and slovly surveys the cun - 
pany. 

Dunois {after a long and solemn pame). 

Art thou the wond rous Maiden — 

Johanna {interrupts him, regarding him with dignity). 

Dastard of Orleans, thou wilt tempt thy God! 

This place abandon, which becomes thee not ! 

To this more niiglily one the Maid is sent. 

[With a firm step she apjrronches the King, bows 
one knee before him, and, risiivj immediately, 
steps hack. All present ejrjjress their astonish- 
ment, Dunois forsakes his seal, which is occu- 
pied by the King. 

Chas. . Mnidcn, thou neerhast seen my face before. 

Wlieiice hast thou then this knowledge ? 

Johanna. Thee I saw 
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■When none beside, save God in heaven, beheld thee 
fS/be approaches the Kino and spealcs mysteriously. 
Bethink thee, Dauphin, in the bygone night ! 

When all around lay buried in deep sleep, 

Thou from thy couch didst rise and offer up 
An earnest prayer to God. Let these retire 
And I will name the subject of thy prayer. 

Oil AS. . What I to Heaven confided need not be 

From men conceal’d. Disclose to me my prayer, 
And I shall doubt no more that Ood inspires thco 
Johan. Three prayers thou offer ’dst, Dauphin; listen now 
Whether I name them to thee I Thou didst pray 
That if there were appended to this crown 
Unjust possession, or if heavy guilt, 

Not yet atoned for, from thy father a times. 
Occasion’d this most lamentable war, 

God would accept thee as a sacrifice, 

Have mercy on thy pc(jple, and pour forth 
Upon thy head the chalice of his wrath. 

Charles {steps hade with awe). 

Who art thou, mighty ore? Whence coniest thou? 

[AN ejprcHs their astonishment 
Johan. To God thou offeredst this secoucl prayer: 

That if It were ITis will and high decree 
To take away the bcc])trc from thy race. 

And from tlice uo withdraw wliate’er thy sires, 

Tlie monardis of this kingdom, once possess'd. 

He in his mercy would preserve to thee 
Three priceless treasures — a contented heart, 

Thy friend’s affection, and thine xVgnes' love. 

[The King cumeals his face: tfui spectators ex 
press t1i£ir astonishment. — After a pause. 

Thy third petition shall 1 name to tliec ? 

Chas. . Enough — 1 credit thee ! This doth surpass 

Mere human knowledge : thou art sent by God ! 
Abchb. Who art thou, wonderful and holy maid 

What favour’d region hore thee? What blest pair, 
Belov ’d of Heaven, may claim thee as their cliild? 
Johan. Most reverend father, I am nam’d Johanna, 

I am a shcpheid’s lowly daughter, horn 
In Dom llemi, a village of my King. 
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Included in the diocese of Toiil, 

And from a child I kept my father s sheep. 

— And much and frequently 1 heard them tell 
Of tlie stranpfe islandei's, who o’er the sea 
Had come to make us slaves, and on us force 
A foreign lord, who loveth not the people ; 

How the great city, Paris, they had seized, 

And had usurp’d dominion o’er the realm. 

Then earnestly God’s Mother 1 implor’d 
To save us from the shame of foreign chains. 

And to preserve to us our lawful King. 

Not distant from my native village stands 
An ancient image of the Virgin blest. 

To which the pious pilgrims oft repair’d ; 

Hard by a holy oak, of blessed power, 

Standeth, far-fam'd through wonders manifold. 
Beneath the oak’s broad shade I lov’d to sit. 

Tending my flock — my heart still drew me there. 
And if by chance among the desert hills 
A lambkin strayed, ’twas shown me in a dream, 
When in the shadow of this oak 1 slept. 

—And once, when through the night beneath this tree 
In pious adoration I had sat, 

Ptesisting sleep, the Holy One appear'd, 

Bearing a sword and banner, otherwise 
Clad like a shepherdess, and thus she spake: — 

“ ’I’is I ; arise, Johanna ! leave thy flock. 

The Lord appoints thee to another task ! 
lieceive this banner ! Gird thee with this sword ! 
Therewith exterminate my people’s foes ; 

Conduct to llheims thy royal master’s son, 

And crown him with the kingly diadem!” 

And T made an‘^wcr : “ How may I presume 
To undertake such deeds, a tender maid, 

TJnpnu'tis'd in the dreadful art of war!” 

And she replied : “ A maiden pure and chaste 
Achieves what e'er on earth is glorious, 

If she to earthly love ne’er yields her heart. 

Look upoit me ! a virgin, like thyself ; 

I to the Christ, the Lord divine, gave birth. 

And am myself divine !” — Mine eyelids then 
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She touch’d, and when T upward turn’d my gaze, 
Heaven’s wide expanse was fill’d with angel-boys, 
Who bore white lilies in their hands, while tones 
Of sweetest music floated through the air. 

— And thus on three successive nights appear’d 
The Holy One, and cried — “ Arise, Johanna ! 

The Lord appoints thee to another task!” 

And when the third night she reveal’d herself, 
Wrathful she seem’d, and chiding spake these words: 
“ Obedience, woman’s duty here on earth ; 

Severe endurance is her heaAy doom ; 

She must be purified through discipline ; 

Who serveth here, is glorified above !” , 

While thus she spake, she let her shepherd garb 
Fall from her, and as (Jneen of Heaven stood forth. 
Enshrined in radiant light, while golden clouds 
Upbore her slowly to the realms of bliss. 

[AU are woved ; Aonks Sorel weeping^ hides her 
face on the bosom of the King. 

Archbishop (a;fler a long pause). 

Before divine credentials such as these 
Each doubt of earthly prudence must subside. 

Her deeds attest the Imth of what she speaks, 

For (jod alone such 'wonders can achieve. 

Dunois. I credit not her \^onders, but her eyes, 

Whicli beam with innocence and purity. 

Chas*. . Am J, a sinner, worthy of such favour? 

Infallible, All-searching eyij, thou seest 
Mine inmost heart, my deep humility ! 

Johan. Humility shines brightly in the skies ; 

Thou art abased, hence God exalteth thee. 

Chas. . Shall I indeed withstand mine enemies ? 

Johan. France I ^^i]l lay submissive at thy feet! 

Chas. . And (h-lcans, sny’sl thou, 'v\ill not be surrender’d? 
Johan. The Loire shall sooner roll its waters back. 

Chas. . Shall I in triumph enter into llheims? 

Johan. 1 through ten thousHiul foes will lead thee there. 

[The knights make a noise with their lances and 
sh ields, and evince signs of courage, 

Dunois. Appoint the Maiden to command the host ! 
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We follow blindly wheresoe’er she leads ! 

The holy one’s propiietic eye shall guide, 

And this brave sword from danger shall protect her ! 
Hire. . A universe in arms we will not fear, 

If she, the mighty one, precede our troops. 

The God of battle walkcth by her side ; 

Let her conduct us on to victory ! 

\llie Knifjhts dang their anns and press fonvard. 
Chas. . Yes, holy Maiden, do thou lead mine host ; 

My chiefs and warriors shall submit to thc'e. 

This sword of matchless temper, proved in war, 

Scut back in anger by the Constable, 

Hath found a hand more worthy. Prophetess, 

Do thou receive it, and henceforward be — 

Johan. No, noble Dauphin I conquest to my Liege 
Is not accorded through this instrument 
Of earthly might. I know another sword 
Wherewith I am to conquer, which to thee, 

I, as the Spirit taught, will indicate ; 

Let it be hither brought. 

Charles. Name it, Johanna. 

Johan, Send to the ancient town of Fierbois ; 

There in Saint Catherine’s churchyard is a vault 
Where lie in heaps the spoils of bygone war. 

Among them is the sword, which I must use. 

It, by three golden lilies may be known. 

Upon the blade impress’d. Let it be brought. 

For thou, my Liege, shalt conquer through this sword. 
CiiAS . Perform wliat she commands. 

Johanna. And a white banner, 

Edg’d with a purple border, let me bear. 

Upon this banner let the Queen of Heaven 
Be pictur’d, with the beauteous Jesus child. 

Floating in gloiy o’er this earthly ball. 

For 60 the Holy Mother show’d it me. 

Chas. . So bo it as thou sayest. 

Johanna (to the Archrishof). Reverend Bishop: 

Lay on my head thy consecrated hands ! 

Pronounce a blessing. Father, on thy child ! 

[She kneels down* 
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Arch. . Not blessings to receive, but to dispense 

Art thou appointed.-— Go, with power divine ! 

But we are sinners all and most unworthy. 

[She rises : a Page enters* 
Page. . A herald from the English generals. 

Johan. Let him appear, for he is sent by God ! 

[The King motions to the Page, who retires* 

Scene XI. 

The Herald. The same, 

Cttas. . Thy tidings, Herald ? What thy message ? Speak ! 
Her. . Who is it, who for Charles of Valois, 

The Count of Pointhieu, in this presenee speaks^ 
Dunois. Unworthy Herald I base, insulting knave ! 

Host thou presume the Monarch of the French 
Thus in his own dominions to deny ? 

Thou art protected by thine office, else — 

11f r. . One king alone is recognised by France, 

And ho resideth in the Engli'sh camp. 

C H AS . Peace, peace, good cousin ! Speak thy message, Herald ! 
Her. . My noble general himents Ihc blood 

Which hath already flow’d, and still must flow 
Hence, in the scabbard holding back the sword. 
Before by storm the town of Orleans falls, 

He offers thee an amicable treaty. 

CiiAs. . Proceed! 
ffoHANNA {stepping forivard). 

Permit me, Dauphin, in thy stead, 

To parley with this herald. 

Charles. Do so, Maid ! 

Determine thou, for peace, or bloody war. 

Johanna (to the Herald). 

Whospiideth tliee? Who speaketh through thy mouth? 
Her. . The Ikrl of Salisbury ; the British chief. 

Johan. Herald, ’tis false ! The earl speaks not through thee. 

Only the living speak, the dead are silent. 

Her. . The earl is well, and full of lusty strength ; 

He lives to bring down ruin on your heads. 

Johan. When thou didst quit the British camp, he lived. 

This mom, while gazing from Le Tounielle’s tower, 
A ball from Orleans struck him to the ground. 
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— SmlVst thou, that I discern wlint is remote ? 

Not to my words ^ive credence ; but believe 
The ^^itness of tliino eyes! his funeral train 
Thou shall encounter as thou goest hence ! 

Now, Herald, si)oak, and do thine ermnd here. 

Heu. If wliat is hidd<'ii thou can^t thus reveal, 

Thou hnow’st mine tTrand ere I tell it thee. 

Johan. It hoots me not to know it. But do thou 

Give ear unto my words ! This message hear 
In answer to the lords who sent thee here. 

— Monarch of i'higland, and yo haughty dukes, 
Bedford and Gloucester, regents of this realm ! 

To Heaven’s high King ye are accountable 
For all the blood that hath been shed ! llestore 
The keys of all the cities ta'en by force. 

In op])osition to God's holy law ! 

The Maiden eoineth from the King of Heaven 
And offers you or peace, or bloody war. 

Choose ye ! for this I say, that ye may know it : 

To you this beauteous realm is not assign'd 
By Mary’s Sou ; — but God hath given it 
To Charles, my lord and Dauphin, who ere long 
Will enter Paris with a monarch’s pomp, 

Attended by the great ones of his realm. 

— Now, Herald, go, and speedily depart. 

For ere thou canst attain tlic British camp 
And do thine errand, is the Maiden there, 

To plant the sign of victory at Orleans. 

[She retirfs. In the inhht of a general move’ 
ment, the curtain falls, 

ACT II. 

Landscape^ hounded by Rocks. 

Scene I. 

Tat.bot and Lionel, E^igluth Generals. Philif, Duke of 
Burgundy, Fastolfb, and Chatilt^on, mth Soldiers and 
Banners. 

Talbot. Here let us make a halt, beneath these rocks, 

And pitch our camp, in case our scatter’d troops. 
Dispers’d in panic fear, again should rally. 
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Choose trusty sentinels, and guard the heights ! 

Tis true the darkness shields us from pursuit, 

And sure 1 am, unless the foe have wings, 

We need not fear surprifeal. — Still ’tis well 
To practise caution, for we liave to do 
With a bold foe, and have sustain’d defeat. 

[Fastolfe fjon out with the soldiers, 
Lionel. Defeat ! My gencnil, do not speak that word. 

It stings me to the quick to think the French 
To-day have seen the backs of Englishmen. 

— O, Orleans I Orleans! Grave of England’s gipiy! 
Our honour lies upon thy fatal plains. 

Defeat most ignominious and burlesque ! 

Who will in future years believe the tale ! 

The victors of Pob^tiers and Agincourt, 

Oressy’s bold luu’oes, routed by a woman? 
lluRcJ. . T’hat must console us. Not by mortal power, 

But by the devil, Lave wo been o’erLlirowm ! 

Talbot. The devil of our own stupidity ! 

— How, Burgundy? Do j)rinces quake and fear 
Before the phantom which appals the vulgar ? 
Credulity is but a sorry cloak 
For cowardice — Your peojjle first took flight. 

BuiUr None stood their ground. The flight was general. 
Talbot. ’Tis false ! Your wing fled first. You wildly broke 
Into our camp, exclaiming : “ Hell is loose, 

The devil combats on the side of France !” 

And thus you brought confusion ’mong our troops 
Lionel. You can’t deny it. Your wing yielded first. 

Burg. . Because tlie brunt of battle tliere commenced. 
Talbot. The Maiden knew the weakness of our camp ; 

She rightly judged where fear was to be found. 
Burg. . How ? Shall the blame of our disaster rest 
With Burgundy? 

Lionel. By lleav’ii ! were we alone. 

We English, never had we Orleans lost I 
Burg. . No, truly ! — for ye ne’er had Orleans seen ! 

Who opened you a way into this realm. 

And reached you forth a kind and friendly hand, 
When you descended on this hostile coast ? 
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Who was it crowned your Henry at Paris, 

And unto him subdued the people s hearts ? 

Had this Burgundian ainn not guided you 
Into this roalm, by Heaven ye ne’er Kad seen 
The smoke ascending from a single hearth ! 

Lionel. Were conquests with big words effected, Duke, 

You, doubtless, would iiave conquered France alone. 
Bubo. . The loss of Orleans angers you, and now 

You vent your gall on me, your friend and ally. 

AVhat lost us Orleans, but your avarice? 

The city was prepared to yield to me, 

Your envy was the sole impediment. 

Talbot. We did not undertake the siege for you. 

Bubo. . Ilow would it stand with you, if I withdrew 
With all nay host ? 

Lionel. Wc should no! be wor^e oil. 

Than when, at Agincourt, we prov’d a match 
For you, and all the banded ])ow^er of France. 

Burg. . Yet much ye stood in need of our alliance, 

The regent purchased it at heavy cost. 

Talbot. Most dearly, with the forfeit of our honour, 

At Orleans, have wc paid for it to-dny. 

Burg. . Urge me no further, Lords. Ye may repent it! 

Did I forsake tlie banners of my King, 

Draw down upon my head the traitdFs name, 

To be insulted thus by foreigners ? 

Why am 1 here to combat against France? 

If I must needs endure ingratitude. 

Let it come rather from iliy native King ! 

Talbot. You’re in communication with the Dauphin, 

We know it well, but we shall soon find means 
To guard ourselves ’gainst treason. 

Burgundy. Death and Hell ! 

Am T encounter’d thus ? — Chatillon, hark ! 

Let all my troops prepare to quit the camp. 

We will retire into our own domain. 

[Chatillon goeB out 

Lionel. God speed you there ! Never did Britain’s fame 
More brightly shine, than when she stood alone, 
Confiding solely in her own good sword. 
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Let each one fight his battle for himself, 

For 'tis eternal truth, that English blood 
Cannot, v^ith honour, blend with blood of France. 

Scene II. 

The same. Queen Isabel, attended by a Page. 
Isabel What must I hear ? This fatal strife forbear ! 

What brain-bewildering planet o’er your minds 
Sheds dire pei»])lexity ? When unity 
Alone can save you, will you part in hate. 

And, warring ’mong yourselves, prepare your doom? 
— I do entreat you, noble Duke, recall 
Your hasty order. You, renowned Talbot, 

Seek to appease an irritated friend ! 

Come, Lionel, aid me to reconcile 
These haughty spirits, and establish peace. 

Lionel. Not I, Madame., It is all one to me. 

Tis my belief, when things are niisallied, 

Th(i sooner they part company the bettor. 

Isabel. How? Do the arts of hell, which on the field 
Wrought such disastrous ruin, even here 
Bewilder and befool us? Who began 
This fatal quarrel ? Speak! — Ijord (leiierall 
Your own ^vantage did you so forget. 

As to offdbd your worthy friend and ally ? 

Wliat could you do without his powerful arm ? 

Twas he who placed your Monarch on the throne, 
He holds him there, and he can hurl him thence ; 
His army strengthens you — still more his name. 
Were England all her citizens to pour 
Upon our coasts, she never o’er this realm 
Would gain dominion, did she stand alone ; 

No ! France can only be subdued by France ! 
Tat.bot. A faithful friend we honour as we ought ; 

Discretion warns us to beware the false. ' 

Burg. . The liar’s brazen front beseemeth him 

Who would absolve himself from gratitude. 

Isabel. How, noble Duke ? Could you so far renounce 
Your princely honour, and your sense of shame. 

As clasp the hand of him who slew your sire ? 

Are you so mad to entertain the thought 
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Of cordial reconcilement with the Dauphin, 

Whom you, yourself, have hurl’d to ruin’s brink? 
His ovcrtlirow you have well nigh achieved. 

And madly now would you renounce your work? 
Here stand your allies. Your salvation lies 
Jn an indissoluble bond \\ith England. 

Burq. . Far is iny thought from treaty with the Dauphin ; 
But the contempt and insolent demeanour 
Of haughty England 1 will not endure. 

IsADEL. (’ome, noble Duke ! Excuse a hasty w'ord. 

Hea^y the grief which bows the general down, 

And well you know, misfortune makes unjust. 

Come ! come ! embrace ; let me this fatal breach 
liepair at nnee, ere it becomes eternal. 

Talbot. What tliilii you, Burgundy } A noble heart. 

By reason vanquish’d, doth confess its fault. 

A wise and prudent word the Queen hath siioken; 
Come, let ray hand, with friendly pressure, heal 
The wound inflicted by ray angry tongue. 

Burg. . Discreet the counsel offered by the (iuoen ! 

My just wrath yieldeth to necessity. 

Isabel. ’Tis w^ell! Now, with a brotherly embrace, 

Confirm and seal the new -established bond; 

And may tho winds disperse wiiat hath been spok^ n 
[Burgundy and Talbot embr(ut 
Lionel {contemplating the group a^ide). 

Hail to ail union by the Furies planned ! 

Isabel. Fate hath proved adverse, we have lost a battle. 

But do not, therefore, let your courage sink. 

The Dauphin, in despair of heavenly aid. 

Doth make alliance with the powers of Hell ; 

Vainly his soul he forfeits to the Devil, 

For Hell itself cannot deliver him. 

A conquering maiden leads the hostile force ; 

Yours, 1, myself, will lead ; to you I'll stand 
In place of maiden or of prophetess. 

Lionel. Madame, return to Paris ! We desire 

To war with trusty weapons, not with wromen. 
Talbot. Go ! go ! Since your arrival in the camp, 

Fortune hath fled our banners, and our course 
Hath still been retrograde 
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Burgundy. Depart at once ! 

Your presence here doth scandalize the host. 

Isabel (loo1c$ from one to tlie other with mtoniahment). 

Tliis, Burgundy, from you ? Do you take part 
Against me with these thankless English lords ? 
Burg. . Go ! go ! The thought of combating for you 
Unnerves the courage of the bravest men. 

Isabel. I soiree among you have establish'd peace, 

And you already form a league against me ! 

Tai.bot. Go, in God s iiame. Wlien you have left the camp, 
No devil will again appal our troops, 

IsAP.EJi. Say am T not your true confederate? 

Arc we not banded in a common cause ? 

Tat.bot. Thank God ! your cause of quarrel is not ours* 

VVe combat in an honourable strifi^ 

Bi;iiG. . A fathers bloody rAurdor I avenge; 

Stem filial duty consecraU*s my arms. 

Tai.bot. Confess at once ! Your conduct towards the Dauphin 
Is an oiTence alike to God and man. 

] sABEL. Curses blast liim and his posterity ! 

Tlio shameless son who sins against his mother ! 
Burg. . Ay ! to avenge a husband and a father ! 

Isabel. To judge his mother s conduct he presumed ! 

Lionel. That was, indeed, irreverent in a son ! 

IsABEii. And me, forsooth, he banish’d from the realm ! 
Talbot. Urged to the measure by the public voice. 

Isabel. A curse light on him if I e’er forgive him ! 

Bather than see him on his father’s throne — 
Talbot. His mother’s honour you would sacrifice ! 

Isabel. Your feeble natures cannot comprehend 

The vengeance of an outrag’d mother's heart. 

Who pleasures me, I love ; who wrongs, I hate. 

If he who wrongs me chance to be my sou, 

All the more worthy is he of my hate. 

The life I gave, I will again take back 
From him who doth, with ruthless violence. 

The bosom rend which bore and nourish’d him. 

Ye, who do thus make war upon the Dauphin, 

What rightful cause have ye to plunder him ? 

What crime hath he committed against you? 

What insult are you call’d on to avenge ? 


B B 
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Ambition, paltry envy, goad you on ; 

I have a right to hate him — he’s my son. 

Talbot. He feels his mother in her dire revenge ! 

Isabel. Mean hypocrites ! I hate you and despise. 

Together vdth the world, you cheat yourselves ! 

With robber-hands you English seek to clutch 
This realm of France, where you have no just riglit, 
Nor equitable claim, to so much earth 
As could be cover’d by your charger’s hoof. 

— This Duke, too, whom the people style The Good, 
Doth to a foreign lord, his country’s foe. 

For gold betray the birthland of his sires. 

And yet is justice ever on your toiigue. 

—Hypocrisy T scorn. Such as 1 an», 

So let the world behold me ! 

Buegijndy. It is true ! 

Your reputation you have well maintain’d. 

Isabel. I’ve passions and warm blood, and as a queen 
Came to this realm to live, and not to seem. 

Should I have lingered out a joyless life 

Because the curse of adverse destiny 

To a mad consort join’d my blooming youth V . 

More than my life I prize my liberty. 

And who assails me here — But why should I 
Stoop to dispute with you about my rights ? 

Your sluggish blood flows slowly in your veins ♦ 
Strangers to pleasure, ye know only rage ! 

This duke too — who, throughout his whole career, 
Hath waver’d to and fro, ’twixt good and ill — 

Can neither hate nor love with his whole heart. 

— I go to Melun. Let this gentleman, 

[Pointing to Lionel. 

Who doth my fancy please, attend me there, 

To cheer my solitude, and you may work 
Your own good pleasure ! I’ll inquire no more 
Concerning the Burgundians or the English. 

[She beckons to her Page, and is diwut to re- 
tire, 

Lionel. Rely upon us, we will send to Melun 

The fairest youths whom we in battle take. 

[Coming hack. 
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Isabel. Skilful your arm to wield the sword of death, 

The French alone can round the polish’d phrase. 

[She goes out. 

Scene III. 

Talbot, Burgundy, Lionel. 

Talbot. Heavens ! What a woman ! 

Lionej>. Now, bravo generals, 

Your counsel ! Shall we prosecute our flight, 

Or turn, and with a bold and sudden stroke 
Wipe out the foul dishonour of to-day ? 

Burg. . We are too weak, our soldiers are dispersed, 

The recent terror still unnerves the host. 

Talbot Blind terror, sudden impulse of a moment. 

Alone occasioned our disastrous rout. 

This phantom of the terror-stricken brain, 

More closely view’d, will vanish into air. 

My counsel, therefore, is, it break of day, 

To lead the army back, across the stream, 

To meet tho enemy. 

Burgundy. Consider well — 

Lionel. Your pardon ? Here is nothing to consider. 

What we have lost we must at once retrieve. 

Or look to he eternally disgraced. 

Talbot. It is resolved. To-monw mom we fight, 

This dread-inspiring pliaiitom to destroy. 

Which thus doth blind and terrify the host. 

JjCt us in fight encounter this she-devil. 

If she oppose her person to our sword, 

Trust me, she never will molest me more ; 

If she avoid our stroke — and be assured 
She will not stand the hazard of a battle — 

Then is the dire enchantment at an end I 
Lionel. So be it ! And to me, my general, leave 
This easy, bloodless combat, for I hope 
Alive to take this ghost, and in my arms. 

Before the Bastard’s eyes— her paramour — 

To bear her over to the English camp, 

To be the sport and mockery of the host. 

BuR(i. . Make not too sure 

Talbot. If she encounter me, 

B b S 



872 


THE MAID OF ORLEANS. 


[act II 


I shall not give her such a soft embrace. 

Come now, exhausted nature to restore 
Through gentle sleep. At daybreak we set forth. 

[They go out. 

Scene IV. 

Johanna, with her banner, in a helmet and breast-plate, other- 
wise attired as a woman. Dunois, La Hire, Knights, and 
Soldiers, qppear above upon the rocky path, pass silently 
over, and appear immediately after oil the scene. 

Johanna {to the Knights, who surround her, while the proces 
sion continues above). 

The wall is scaled, and we are in the camp ! 

Now fling aside the mantle of still night, 

Which hitherto hath veil’d your silent march, 

And your dread presence to the foe proclaim 
By your loud battle cry — God and tho Maiden ! 

All {exclaim aloud, amidst the loud clang of arms). 

God and the Maiden! [Drums and trumpets. 

Sentinels {behind the scene). The foe ! The foe ! The foe ^ 
Johan. Ho ! torches here ! Hurl fire into the tents ! 

Let the devouring flames augment the horror, 

While threatening death doth compass them around ’ 
[Soldiers hasten on, she is about to follow. 
Dunois (holding her back). , 

Thy part tliou hast accomplish’d now, Johanna! 

Into the camp thou hast conducted us. 

The foe thou hast deliver’d in our hands. 

Now from the rush of w’ar remain apart ! 

The bloody consummation leave to us. 

Hire. . Point out the path of conquest to the host ; 

Before us, in pure hand, the banner bear, 

But wield the fatal weapon not thyself ; 

Tempt not the treacherous god of battle, for 
He rageth blindly, and he spai*eth not. 

Johan. Who dares impede my progress ? Who presume 
Thr Spirit to control, which guideth me ? 

Still must the arrow wing its destin’d flight! 

Where danger is, there must Johanna be ; 

Nor now, nor here, am 1 foredoom’d to fall ; 
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Our Monarcli’s royal brow I fiwt must sco 
Invested with the round of sovereignty. 

No hostile power can rob me of my life, 

Till I’ve accomplish’d tlie commands of God. 

[She goes out. 

Hire. . Come, let us follow after her, Duuois, 

And let our valiant bosoms be her shield ! [Eant. 

Scene V 

English Soldiers hurry over the stage. Aftertvards Talbot 

1 Sol. . The Maiden in the camp ! 

2 Soldier. Impossible ! 

It cannot be ! TIow came she in the camp ? 

3 Sol. . Why through the air ! The devil aided her ! 

1 AND 5 Soldiers. 

Fly ! fly ! We are dead men ! 

Talbot {enters). 

They heed me not ! — They slay not at iny call ! 

The sacred bands of discipline are loosed I 
As Hell had poured her damned legions forth, 

A wild distoctiiig imjailso whirls along. 

In one mad throng, the cowardly and brave. 

I cannot rally e’en the smallest troop 
To form a bulwark ’gainst the hostile flood, 

Whose raging billows press into our camp ! 

— Do I alone retain ray sober senses, 

While all around in wild delirium rave ? 

To fly before tliese weak degenerate Frenchmen 
Whom we in twenty battles have o’erthrown ?— 

Who is she tlien — the irresistible— 

The dread-inspiring goddess, who doth turn 
At once the tide of battle, and transform 
To lions bold, a herd of timid deer ? 

A juggling minx, who plays the well-leaniVl part 
Of heroine, thus to appal the bra\e 
A woman snatch from me all mai*tial fame ? 

Soldier (rushes iu). 

The Maiden comes ! Fly, general ! fly 1 fly ! 

Talbot [strikes him doiru). 

Fly thou, thyself, to Hell ! This sword shall pierce 
Who talks to me of fear, or coward flight ! 

[He goes out. 
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Scene VI. 

The prospect opens. The Enfflish camp is seen in flames. 

Drums, flirfht and pursuit. After a while, Montg omerv enters. 
Montgomery (alone). 

Where shall I flee? Foes all around and death! Lo^ 
here 

The furious general, with threatening sword, 
prevents 

Escape, and drives us hack into the jaws of death. 
The dreadful Maiden there— the terrible — ^who, like 
Devouring flame, destruction spreads ; while all around 
Appears no hush wherein to hide— no sheltering cave • 
Oh, would that o’er the sea 1 never had come here ! 
Me miserable ! Empty dreams deluded me — 

Cheap glory to achieve on Gallia’s martial fields ; 

And J am guided by malignant destiny 
Into this inurd’rous fight. — Oh, were I far, far hence. 
Still in my peaceful home, on Severn s flowery banks, 
Where in my father s house, in sorrow and in tears, 

I left my mother and my fair young bride. 

[Johanna appears in the distance. 
Wo’a me! What do I see! The dreadful form ap- 
peal's ! 

Arrayed in lurid light, she fi'om the raging fire 
Issues, as from the jaws of hell, a midnight ghost. 
Wlicre shall 1 go ? — where flee ? Already from afar 
She seizes on mo with her eye of lire, and flings 
Her fatal and unerring c>oil, whose magic folds 
With ever-tightening pressure bind my feet, and 
make 

Escape impossible ! Howe’er my heart rebels, 

1 am compeird to follow with rny gaze that form 
Of dread ! 

[Johanna advances towards him some steps; and 
again remains standing. 

She comes ! I will not passively await 
Her fuHous onset ! Imploringly 1 11 clasp 
Her knees ! I’ll sue to her for life. She is a woman, 
I may perchance to pity move her by my tears ! 

\While he is on the point of approaching her, she 
draws near. 
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Scene VTI. 

Johanna, Montoomeuy. 

Johan. Prepare to die ! A British mother boro theet 
Monigomeky (falls at her feet ). 

Fall back, terrilit* one ! Forbear to strike 
An unprotected foe ! My sword and shield 
I've aside, supplicating fall 
Defenceless at thy feet. A mnsom take ! 
Fi&tinguisli not the precious light of life ! 

With fair possessions crown’d, iny father dwells 
In Wales’ fair land, w^hero among vex'dant meads 
The winding Severn rolls his silver tide, 

And fifty villages confess his sway. 

With heavy gold he ^vill redeem his son. 

When he shall hear T’ln in the camp of France. 
Johan. Deluded mortal ! to destruction doomed! 

Thou’i't fallen in the Maiden’s haxid, from which 
lledeniption or deliverance there is none. 

Had adverse foiluno given thee a prey 
To the fierce tiger or the crocodile — 

Hadst robbed the lion-moth<u- of her brood — 
Compassion thou mightst hope to find and pity ; 
But to encounter me is certain death. 

For my dread cx)m})act with the spirit realm—- 
The stern, inviolable — ^bindeth me, 

To slay each living thing whom battle’s God, 

Full charged with doom, delivers to my sword. 
Mont. . Thy speech is feaiful, hut thy look is mild ; 

Not dreadful art Uiou to contemplate near ; 

My heart is drawn towards thy lovely form. 

O ! by tlie mildness of thy gentle sex, 

Attend my prayer. Compassionate my youth. 
Johan. Name me not woman ! Speak not of my sex ! 

Like to the bodiless spirits, who know nbught 
Of earth’s humanities, 1 own no sex ; 

Beneath this vest of steel there beats no heart. 
Mont. . O! by Love's sacred all pervading power. 

To whom all hearts yield homage, T conjure thee. 
At home 1 left behind a gentle bride, 

Beauteous as thou, and rich in blooming grace ; 
Weeping she waiteth her betrothed’s return. 
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O ! if^iyself dost ever Lope lo love, 

If in thy love thou hopC‘^»t to l)e ha])py, 

Then ruthless sever not two gentle hcnrts. 

Together linked in loAes most holy bond ! 

Johan. Thou dost appeal to earthly, unknown gods, 

To whom I yield no liomiige. Of LjOVC s bond, 
l^y nhieh thou dost conjure nu*. 1 know nouglit, 

Nor e^er ^^ill 1 know his empty s(‘rvice. 
liefeud thy life, for death doth summon thee. 

Mont. . Take pity on my sorrowing parents, whom 

I left at homo. Doubtless thou, too, hast h'ft 
Parents, who feel disquietinle for thee. 

Johan. Dnhappy man! thou dost remember nif' 

Ilow many mothers, of ihi'^ Ijind, your ujfni' 

JIave rendered childless and di^<*onsolat(‘ ; 

II ow many gentle childnni fatherless; 

How many fair young brides dejected widows I 
TiCt England’s mothers now be taught despair, 

And learn to w’eep the bitter tear, oft shed 
J3y the bereav'd and sorrowing wives of France. 
Mont. . Tis Inu'd, in foreign lands to die unwept. 

Johan. Who call'd you o\er to this foreign land, 

To w’aste the blooming culture of our fields, 

To eha.se the 2 )easant from his hoiisehohl hearth, 

And ill our cities’ peaceful sanctuary 
To hurl the direful ihuiiderholt of war? 

In the delusion of your hearts ye thought 
To plunge in servitude the fveeboni French, 

And to attach their fair and goodly realm. 

Like a small boat to your proud hhiglish hark ! 

Ye fools ! The royal arms of France are hung 
Fast by the throne of God ; and yo as soon 
From the bright wain of heaven might snatch a star. 
As rend a single village from this realm, 

Which shall remain inviolate for ever ! 

— 'J’he day of vengeance is at length arrived ; 

Not living shall ye measure buck the sea, 

Tlie sacred sea — the boundary st't by (rod 
Betwixt out* hostile nations — and the which 
Ye ventur’d impiously to overpass. 

Montgomery {Jets tjo her hands). 

0, 1 must die ! 1 feel tlie grasp of death ! 
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Johan. Die, friend ! Wliy tremble at the approach of death, 
Of mortals the irrevocable doom? 

Look upon me ! I’m bom a shepherd maid ; 

This hand, accustom’d to the peaceful crook, 

Is all unused to T^ield the swoi'd of death, 

Yet, snatch’d away from childhood's peaceful haunts. 
From the fond love of father and of sisters, 

Urged by no idle dream of eailhly glory. 

But Heaven-appointed to achieve your ruin, 

Like a destroying angel 1 must roam. 

Spreading dire havoc round me, and at length 
Myself must fall a sacritice to death ! 

Never again shidl T behold my home! 

Still many of your 2 )cople J must slay, 

Still many widows make, but I at length 
Myself shall perish, and fullil my doom. 

— Now thine fullil. Arise I resume tliy sword, 

And let us light for the s veet pri-^ce of life. 
Montgomeiit {stands uji). 

Now, if thou art a mortal like mys<*lf. 

Can weapons wound thee, it may be assign’d 
To this good arm to end m> country's wo, 

Thee sending, sorceress, to the depths of J 1 ell. 

Ill Cod’s most gracious hands 1 lcav(‘ my fate. 

Accursed one! to thine jissislance call 

The liciidb of Ifell ! Now combat for thy life ! 

[77c seizes his sicord and shield^ and iiisJu'i upon 
het ; DHUliai music ts hratd in the distance. 
— After a short eonjVut MoNTooMLia /a/Zs. 

ScJAU Vlll. 

Johanna (aloiie\ 

To death thy foot did bear tlu' — fare ihce well ! 

\JS he steps an at/ from him and remains absorhed 
in thoiiffht. 

Virgin, tlioii wovkest mightily in me ! 

My feeble arm tliou dost endue with strength, 

And steep '.st my woman's lieart in cruelty. 

Ill pity molts the soid and the hand trembles, 

As it did violate some sacred fane, 

To mar the goodly person of the foe. 
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Once I did shudder at the polish’d sheath, 

But when ’tis needed. I’m possess’d witli strength. 
And as it were itself a thing of life, 

The fatal weapon, in my trembling grasp, 
Self-swayed, inflicteth the unerring stroke. 

Scene IX. 

A Kntoht with closed risor, Johanna. 

Knight. Accursed one ! thy hour of death is come ! 

Long have 1 sought thee on the battle field, 

Fatal delusion ! get thee back to hell, 

Wlienco thou didst issue forth. 

Johanna. Say, who art thou, 

Whom his bad genius sen doth in my way? 
Princely thy port, no Briton dost thou seem. 

For the Burgundian colours stripe thy shield, 
Before the which my sword inclines its point. 
Knight. Vile castaway ! I’hou all unw'orthy art 
To fall beneath a jirince's noble hand. 

The hangman’s axe should thy accursed head 
Cleave from thy trunk, unfit for such vile use 
The royal duke of Burgundy’s brave sw^ord. 

Johan. Art thou indeed that noble duke himself? 

Knight {raises his insor). 

Fm he, vile creature, tremble and despair! 

The arts of hell shall not protect thee more, 

Thou hast till now weak dastards overcome ; 

Now tliou dost meet a man. 

Scene X. 

Dunojh and La llinr. The same. 

Dunois. Hold, Burgundy! 

Turn ! combat now with men, and not with maids. 
Hike. . We will defend tlie holy prophetess ; 

First must thy weapon penetrate Ibis breast. — 
Burg. . I few not this seducing Circe ; no, 

Nor you,, whom she hath changed so shamefully! 
Oh blush, Dunois ! and do thou blush, La Hire I 
I’o stoop iby \alour to these hellish arts — 

To be siiield-bearer to a sorceress ! 
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Come one — come all ! He only who despairs 
Of Heaven’s protection, seeks the aid of Hell. 

[Ihey prepare for combat y Johanna eteps be- 
tween 

Johan. Forbear! 

Bubgundy. Dost tremble for thy lover ? Thus 

Before thine eyes he shall— 

\He makes a thmst at Dunois. 
Johanna. Dunois, forbear ! 

Part them, La Hire ! no blood of France must flow : 
Not hostile weapons must this strife decide. 

Abo\e the stars ’tis otherwise -decreed. 

Fall bock ! I sny — Attend and venerate 
The Spirit, which hath seized, which speaks through 
me ! 

Dunois. Why, Maiden, now hold back my upraised arm? 
Why check the just decision of tlie sword ? 

My weapon pants to deal the fatal blow 
Which shall avenge and heal the woes of France. 
[She places herself in the midst and separates the 
parties. 

Johan. Fall back, Dunois! Stand where thou art. La Hire ! 
Somewhat 1 have to say to Burgundy. 

[When all is quiet. 

What wouldst thou. Burgundy? Who is the foe 
Wliom eagerly thy murderous glances seek ? 

This prince is, like thyself, a son of France, — 

This hero is thy countryman, thy friend ; 

I am a daughter of thy fatherland. 

We all, wliom thou art eager to destroy, 

Are of thy friends ; — our longing arms i>repare 
To clasp, our bending knees to honour thee. — 

Our sword ’gainst thee is pointless, and that face 
E’en in a hostile helm is dear to us, 

For there we trace the features of our king. 

Bubg. . What, syren ! wilt thou with seducing words 
Allure thy victim ? Cunning sorceress. 

Me thou dcludest not. Mine eara are closed 
Against thy treacherous words ; and vainly dart 
Thy fiery glances ’gainst tliis mail of proof. 
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To arms, Dunois ! 

With weapoDs let iis fight, and not with w'ords. 
Dunois. First words, then weapons, Burgundy ! 

With dread inspire tli(*e ’Tis a coward \s fear. 

And the betrayer of an evil cause*. 

Johan. Tis not imperious necessity 

Which tlirows us at thy feet ! We do not como 
As suppliants before tliee. — Look around ! 

The English tents are level with the grf)und, 

And all the field is cover'd with your slain. 

Hark ! the war-trumpets of the French resound : 
God hath decided — ours the victory ! 

Our ncw-cuird laurel garland with our friend 
W'e fain would share. — Come, noble fugitive ! 

Oh come where justice and where victory dwell!! 
Even I, the messenger of Heaven, extend 
A sister’s hand to thee. 1 fain would save 
And draw thee over to our righteous cause ! 

Heaven hath declared for France ! Angc'lic pow’ers, 
Unseen by thee, do battle for our King ; 

With lilies are the holy ones adorn'd. 

Pure as this radiant banner is our cause ; 

Its blessed symbol is the t>uecn of Iloa\en. 

Bukg. , Falsehood’s fallacious words are full of guile, 

But hers are pure and simple as a child's. 

If evil spirits borrow this disguise, 

They copy imioceuce triuuiidiantly. 

I’ll hear no more. To arms, Dunois ! to arras ! 
Mine car, J feel, is weaker than mine arm. 

Johan. You call me an enchantress, and accuse 
Of hellish arts. — Is it Uie woik of Hell 
To heal dissension and to foster peace ? 

Comes holy concord from the depths below ? 

Say, what is holy, innocent, and good. 

If not to combat for our fatherland? 

Since when hath nature been so self-opposed. 

That Heaven forsakes the just and righteous cause, 
While Hell protects it? If my words are true. 
Whence could‘ 1 draw them but from Heaven above ? 
Who ever sought me in my shepherd-walks, 
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To teacli the humble maid affairs of state ? 

I ne’er have stood with princes, to these lips 
Unknown the arts of eloquence. Yet now, 

When I have need of it to touch thy heart, 

Insight and varied knowledge I possess ; 

The fate of empires and the doom of kings 
Lie clearly spread before my childish mind. 

And words of thunder issue from my mouth. 
Burgundy {greatly moved, looks at her with emotion and 
astanishmeniX 

How is it with me ? Dotli some heavenly power 
Thus strangely stir my spirit’s inmost depths *? 

— This pure, this gentle creature cannot lie ! 

No, if enchantment blinds me, 'tis from Heavens 
My spirit tells me she is sent from God. 

Johan. Oli he is mov’d! 1 have not pray’d in vain, 

Wrath's thundercloud dissolves in gentle tears, 

And leaves his brow, while mercy’s golden beams 
Break from his eyes and gently promise peace. 

— Away with arms, now clasp him to your hearts. 

He weeps;— he’s conquer’d he is ours once more ! 
[Her sword aud banner fall; she hastens to him 
with outstretched arms, and embraces him in 
gieat agitation. La Hire and Dunois throw 
down their su'ords, and hasten also to embrace 
him. 


ACT III. 

Ttesidence of the Kino at Chalons on the Marne, 

Scene I. 

Dunois, La Hire. 

Dunois. W'^e have bet n true heart-friends, brothers in arms, 
Still have we battled in a common cause. 

And held logetlier amid toil and death. 

Let not the love of woman rend the bond 
Which hath resisted every stroke of fate. 

Hire. . Hear me, my Prince ! 

Dunois. You love the wondrous maid. 
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And well I know the purpose of your heart. 

You think without delay to seek the lung. 

And to entreat liim to bestow on you 
Her hand in marriage. — Of your braveiy 
The well-eam’d guerdon, he cannot refuse. 

But know, — ere 1 behold her in the arms 
Of any other — 

La IJiBE. Listen to me. Prince ! 

Dunois. Tis not tlie fleeting passion of the eye 

Attracts me to her. My unconquer'd sense 
Had set at nought the flery sliafts of love 
Till I beheld this wondrous maiden, sent 
By a divine appointment to become 
The saviour of this kingdom, and my wife ; 

And on the instant in my heart 1 vow'd 
A sacred oath, to bear her home, my bride. 

For she alone who is endowed with strength 
Can be the strong man s friend. This glowing hear^ 
#Longs to repose upon a kindred breast, 

Which can sustain and comprehend its strength. 
lIiBE. . How dare I venture. Prince, my poor deserts 
To measure with your name’s heroic fame ! 

When Count Dunois appeareth in the lists, 

Each humbler suitor must forsake the field ; 

Still it doth ill become a shepherd maid 
To stand as consort by your princely side. 

The royal current in your veins would scorn 
To mix \\’ith blood of baser quality. 

Dunois. She, like myself, is holy Nature’s child, 

A child divine — hence we by birth are equal. 

She bring dishonour on a prince's hand, 

Who is the holy Angel’s bride, whose head 
Is by a heavenly glory circled round, 

Whose radiance far outshineth e'arthly crowns. 

Who seeth lying far beneath her feet 
All that is greatest, highest, of this earth ; 

For thrones on thrones, ascending to the stars. 

Would fail to reach the height where she abides 
In angel majesty ! 

Hibe. . Our Monarch may decide. 
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Not 60 ! she must 

Decide ! Free hath she made this realm of France, 
And she herself must freely give her heart. 

Hibe . Here comes the King ! 

SCEME 11. 

Charles, Agnes Sobel, Du Chatel, and Chatillon. 
The same, 

Charles (to Chatillon). 

He comes ! My title he will recognise, 

And do me homage as his sovereign Liege ? 

Cttatil. Here, in his royal town of Chalons, Sire, 

The Duke, my master, will fall down before thee. 

— He did command me, as ray lord and king, , 
To give thee greeting. He’ll be ere anon. 

SoREi.. ^9 comes ! Hail beauteous and auspicious day, 

^Vtliich bringeth joy, and peace, and reconcilement ! 
C^'hatil. The Duke, attended by two hundred knights. 

Will hither come ; he at thy feet will kneel 
But he expecteth not that thou to him 
Shouldst yield the cordial greeting of a kinsman. 
Chas ' I long to clasp him to my throbbing heart. 

(’;HATiL. The Duke entreats that at this interview, 

No word be spoken of the ancient strife ! 

CiiAs. . In Letho be t\\e past for ever sunk ! 

The smiling future now invites our gaze. 

CiiA'iir.. All who have combated for Burgundy 
Shall be included in the amnesty. 

Chas. . So shall my realm be doubled in extent ! 

CiiAiiL. (Jueen Isabel, if she consent thereto, 

Shall also be included in the peace. 

Chas. . She maketh war on me, not I on her. 

With her alone it rests to end our quarrel. 

Chatil. Twelve knights shall answer for thy royal word. 
<3has. . My word is sacred. 

(3iiatillon. The Archbishop shall 

Between you break the consecrated host, 

As pledge and seal of cordial reconcilement 
CiiAS. . Let my eternal weal bo forfeited, 

If my hand B friendly grasp belie my heart. 

What other surety doA the Duke require ? 
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Chatillon {^lancing at D’u CHATEii). 

1 see one standing here, whose presence, S^e, 
Perchance might poison the iirst interview. 

[Do Chatel retires in silence, 
Chab. . Depart, Du ChatJII* and re'^in conceaVd 
Until the Duke can bear thee in his sight. 

\He follows him xdth his eye^ then hastens after 
and embraces him. 

True-hearted friend ! Thou wouldst far more than this 
Have done for my repose ! [Exit Du Ciiatel. 

Chatil. This instrument doth name the other points. 
Charles (to the Archbishop). 

Let it be settled. We agree to all. 

We count no price too high to gain a friend. 

Go now, Dunois, and with a hundred knights, 

Give courteous conduct to tlie noble Duke. 

Let the troops, garlanded with verdant boughs, 
Keccive their comrades with a joyous welcome. 

Be the whole town arrayed in festal pomp, 

And let the bells with joyous peal, proclaim 
That France and Burgundy are reconcird. 

[A Page enters. Trumpets sound. 
Hark ! What importeth that loud trumpet’s call ? 
Page. . The Duke of Burgundy hath stayed his march. [Exit 
D^unois. Up ! forth to meet him ! 

[Exit with La Hire and Chatillon. 

Charles (to Sorel). 

My Agnes ! thou dost weep ! Even iny strength 
Doth almost fail me at (his interview. 

How many victims have been doom’d to fall 
Ere we could meet in peace and reconcilement ! 

But every storm at lengtli suspends its rage, 

Day follows on the murkiest night ; and still 
When comes the hour, the latest fruits mature ! 
Archbishop {at the window). 

The thronging crowds impede the Duke’s advance ; 
He scarce can free himself. They lift him now 
From oft* his hoi*se; they kiss his spurs, his mantle. 
Chas. . They’re a good people, in whom love ftames forth 
Ab suddenly as wrath. — In how brief space 
They do forget that ’tis this very Duke 
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Who slew, in fight, their fathers and their sons ; 

The moment swallows up the whole of life ! 

— Be tranquil, Sorel ! E’en thy passionate joy 
Perchance migh^^ his cc^cience prove a thorn. 
Nothing should ffther shAe or grieve him here. 

Scene III. 

The Duke of Burgundy, Dunois, La Hire, Chatillon, and 
two other Knights of the Duke s traiu. The Duke remains 
standing at the door ; the King inclines towards him ; Bur- 
gundy immediately advances^ and in the moment when he is 
about to throw himself upon his knees ^ the King receives hpm 
in his arms, 

Ciias. . You have surprised us — it was our intent 

To fetch you hither — ^but your steeds are fleet. 

Burg. . They bore mo to my duty 

[He embraces Sorel, and kisses he^brow. 
With your leave ! ^ 

At Arras, niece, it is our privilege, 

And no fair damsel may exemption claim. 

Ciias. . Rumour doth speak your coui t the seat of love, 

The mart, where all that’s beautiful must tarry. 
Burg. . We are a trafiic-loving people. Sire ; 

Whate’er of costly earth’s wide realms produce. 

For show and for enjoyment, is displayed 
Upon our mart at Bruges ; but above all 
There woman’s beauty is pre-eminent. 

Sorel. More precious far is woman’s truth ; but it 
Appeareth not upon the public mart. 

Chas. . Kinsman, ’tis rumour’d to your prejudice, 

That woman’s fairest virtue you despise. 

Burg. . The heresy inflicteth on itself 

The heaviest penalty. ’Tis well for you, 

From your own heart, my King, you learn ’d betimes. 
What a wild life hath late reveal’d to me. 

\He perceives the Archbishop, and extends his hand. 
Most reverend minister of God I your blessing I 
You still are to be found on duty’s path. 

Where those must walk who would encounter you 
Abchb. Now let my Master call me w^hen he will ; 

0 c 
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My heart is iiill, I can with joy depart, 

Since flint mine eyes have seen this day!.* 

Bukgundy {to SoR' l). Tis said 

That of your jirecious stones you robb'd yourself, 
Therefrom to ft>rge ’gainst me the tools of war? 

Roar you a s(jul so martial ? Were you then 
So resolute lo work my overthrow ? 

Well, now our strife is over; what was lost 
Will in due season all be found again. 

Even your j("wels have return’d to you. 

Against mo to make war they were design’d ; 

Ileceive Ihom from me as a pledge of peace. 

[He receives a casket from one of the Attendants^ 
and prebents it to her o2)en. Sohel, embar- 
rassed , looks at the Kino. 

Chas. . Eeceive this present ; ’tis a twofold pledge 
Of reconeil 0111 out, and of fairest love. 

BuECrUNJiY {placincf n diamond rose in her hair). 

‘ Why, is it not the diadem of France ? 

With full as glad a spiiit I would place 
The golden circle on this lovely brow. 

[Taking her hand significantly. 
And count on me if, at some future time, 

You should rc’quirc a friend ! 

[Agni:s Sorel hursts into tears, and stei>s asid''. 
The King struggles with his feelings. The 
bystanders contentplate the tiro Piunces uith 
emotion.^ 

Burgundy {after gazing round the circle, throws himself into 
the King’s amis), 

0 , my King ! 

[At the same moment the three Burgundian 
Knights hasten to Dunois, La Hire, and the 
Archbishop. They embrace each other. The 
two Princes remain for a time speechless in 
each others arms, 

I could renounce you ! I could boar you hate ! 

CiiAs. . Hush ! hush ! No further ! 

Burgundy. ‘ I this English King 

Could crown ! Swear fealty to this foreigner ! 

And you, iny Sovereign, into ruin pluiigf' ! 
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Cha«5. . Forget it ! Every thing's forgiven now ! 

This single moment doth obliterate all ! 

'Twos a malignant star ! A destiny ! 

Burgundy (grasps his hand). 

Believe me, Sire, 111 make amends for all. 

Your bitter sorrow I will compensate ; 

You shall receive your kingdom back entire, 

A solitary village shall not fail ! 

Chas. . We are united. Now I fear no foe. 

IluRG. . Trust me, it vras not with a joyous spirit 

That 1 bore arms against you. Did you know — 

0 wherefore sent you not this messenger? 

[Pointing to Soii£L« 

1 must have yielded to her gentle tears. 

— Heneofortli , snioe breast to breast w e hav e embraced, 
No power of hell again shall sever us ! 

My (‘rring course ends here. His Sovereign’s heart 
Ts the true resting place for Burgundy. 

Archbishop (steps betn een them). 

Ye are united. Princes ! France doth rise 
A renovated phoenix from its ashes. 

Th’ auspicious future greets us with a smile. 

The country’s bleeding wounds will heal again, 

The villages, the desolated towns, 

Kise in new splendour from their ruin’d heaps. 

The fields array themselves in beauteous green— 
But those who, victims of your quarrel, fell. 

The dead, rise not again ; bitter tears, 

Caused by your strife, remain for ever wept ! 

One generation hath been doom’d to wo. 

On their descendants dawns a brighter day. 

The gladness of the son wakes not the sire. 

This tbo dire fruitage of your brother-strife ! 

Oh, Princes ! learn from hence to pause with dread, 
Ere from its scabbard ye unsheath the sword. 

The man of power lets loose tlie god of war, 

But not, obedient, as from fields of air 
Keturns the falcon to the sportsman’s hand, 

Doth the wild deity obey the call 

Of mortal voice ; nor will the Saviour's hand 

A second time forth issue from the clouds. 

c c 2 
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Bubg. . O Sire ! an angel walketh by your side. 

— ^Where is she ? Why do I behold her not ? 

Chas. . Where is Johanna? Wherefore faileth she 
To grace the festival wo owe to her ? 

Abciib. She loves not, Sire, the idless of the court, 

And when the heavenly mandate calls her not 
l^orth to the world’s observance, she retires. 

And doth avoid the notice of the crowd ! 

Doubtless, unless the welfare of tlie realm 
Olaims her regard, bhe communes with her God, 
b’or still a blessing on her steps attends. 

Scene TV. 

The same. 

Johanna enters. She is clad in armour, and wears a garland 
in her hair. 

CiiAs. . Thou comest as a priestess deck’d, Johanna, 

To consecrate the union form’d by thee ! 

Bubg. . How dreadful was the Maiden in the light ! 

How level}' circled by the beams of peace ! 

— My word, Johanna, have I now fulfill'd ? 

Art thou contented ? Have I thine applause ? 

Johan. The greatest favour thou hast shown thyself. 

Array’d in blessed light tliou sliinest now, 

Who didst erewhile with bloody ominous ray, 

Hang like a moon of terror in the heavens. 

[Looking round 

Many brave knights I find assembled here. 

And joy’s glad radiance beams in every eye ; 

One mourner, one alone I have encounter’d, 

He must conceal himself, where all rejoice. 

Bubg. . And who is conscious of such heavy guilt, 

That of our favour he must needs despair ? 

Johan. May he approach ? Oh tell me that he may, — 
Complete thy merit. Void the reconcilement 
That frees not the whole heart. A drop of hate 
Kcmainiiig in the cup of joy, converts 
The blessed draught to poison. — Let there be 
No deed so stain’d with blood, that Burgundy 
Cannot forgive it on this day of joy ! 
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sc. IV.] 

Buiio. . Ha ! now I imdorstand ! 

Johanna. And thoult forgive ? 

Thou wilt indeed forgive ? — Gome in, Duchatel ! 

[She opens the door and leads in Duchatel, who 
remains standing at a distance. 

The Duke is reconciled to all his foes, 

And he is so to thee. 

[Duchatel approaches a Jew steps nearer, and 
tries to read the countenance of the Duke. 
Burgundy. What makest thou 

Of me, Johanna? Know’st thou what thou askest ? 
Johan. A gracious sovereign throws his portals wide, 
Admitting eveiy guest, excluding none ; 

As freely as the finnament the world, 

So mercy must encircle friend and foe. 

Impartially the sun pours forth his beams 
'Through all the regions of infinity ; 

The heaven’s reviving dew falls every where. 

And brings refreshment to each thirsty plant ; 
Whate’er is good, and cometh from on nigh, 

Is universal, and without reserve ; 

But in the heart’s recesses darkness dwells ! 

Burg. .Oh, she can mould mo to her wish; my heart 
Is in her forming hand like melted wax. 

— Duchatel, I forgive thee — come, embrace me ! 
Shade of my sire I oh, not with wrathful eye 
Behold mo clasp the hand that shed thy blood. 

Ye death-gods, reckon not to my account, 

That my dread oath of vei^feauce 1 abjure. 

With 3^ou, in yon drear realm of endless night. 
There beats no human heart, and all remains 
Eternal, stedfast, and immoveable. 

Here in the light of day ’tis otherwise. 

Man, living feeling man, is aye the sport 
Of the o ermast’ring jirescnt. 

Charles {to Johanna). Lofty maid ! 

What owe I not to thee ! How truly now 
Host thou fulfill'd thy word, — how rapidly 
Eeversed my destiny ! Thou hast appeased 
My friends, and in the dust o’erwhelm’d my foes ; 
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From foreign yoke redeem'd my cities. ^Thoa 
Hast all achieved. — Speak, how can I reward thee ? 
Johan. Sire, in prosperity he still humane, 

As in misfortune thou hast ever been ; 

— And on the height of greatness ne’er forget 
The value of a friend in times of need ; 

Thou hast approved it in adversity. 

Kefuse not to the lowest of thy people 
The claims of justice and humanity, 

For thy deliv’rer from the fold was call’d. 

Beneath thy royal sceptre, thou shalt gather 
The realm entire of France. Thou shalt become 
The root and ancestor of mighty kings ; 

Succeeding monarchs, in their regal state, 

Shall those outshine, W’ho till’d the throne before 
Thy stock, in majesty shall bloom so long 
As it stands rooted in the people’s love. 

Pride only can achieve its overthrow, 

And from the lowly station, whence to-day 
God summon’d thy deliv’rer, ruin dire 
Obscurely threats thy crime-polluted sons ! 

Burg. Exalted maid ! Possessed with sacred fire ! 

If thou canst look into the gulf of time, 

Speak also of my race ! Shall coming years 
With ampler honours crown my princely line ? 
Johan. High as the throne, thou, Burgundy, hast built 
Thy seat of power, and thy aspiring heart 
Would raise still higher, even to tlie clouds, 

The lofty edifice.— But from on high 
A hand omnipotent shall check its rise. 

Fear thou not hence the downfall of thy house ! 

Its gloiy in a maiden shall suiwive ; 

Upon her breast shall sceptre-bearing kings, 

The people’s shepherds, bloom. Their ample sway 
Shall o’er two realms extend, they shall ordain 
Laws to control the known world, and the new. 
Which God still veils behind tlie pathless waves. 
Chas. . O, if the Spirit doth reveal it, speak ; 

Shall thia alliance which we now renew 
In distant ages still unite our sous ? 
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Johanna (after a pau$e\ 

Sovereigns and (ings ! disunion sbun witli dread ! 
Wake not contention from the murky cave 
Where he doth lie asleep, for once ai'oused 
He cannot soon be quell'd! He doth beget 
An iron brood, a ruthless progeny; 

Wildly the sweeping conflagration spreads. 

— Be satisfied ! Seek not to question further ! 

Til the glad present lei your hearts rejoice, 

The future let me shroud ! 

Exalted maid ! 

Thou canst explore my heart, thou readest there 
If after worldly greatness it aspires, 

To mo tf )0 give a joyous oracle. 

Johan. Of empires only 1 discern the doom ; 

• In thine own bosom lies thy destiny ! 

Dunois. What, holy maid, will h(‘ tliy destiny? 

Houbtless, for thee, who art belov’d of Heaven, 

'I’lie fairest earthly hap})in(*&b shall bloom, 

For thou art pure and holy, 
j oiiANNA. Happiness 

Ahidotli yonder, ^^ith our Ood, in I leaven. 

CiiAS. . Thy fortune be henceforth tliy ^luiiarcli’s care! 

For I will glorify thy name in France, 

And the remotest age shall call thee blest. 

Thus 1 fulfil my word. — Kneel down ! 

\Ile draws his sword and touches her with U. 

And rise 

A noble ! K thy Monarch, from the dust 
Of thy mean birth exalt thee. — In the grave 
Thy fathers I ennoble — thou slialt hear 
Upon thy shield the fleur-de-lis, and be 
Of equal lineage with the best in France. 

Only the royal blood of Valois shall 
Be nobler than thine own ! The highest peer 
Shall feel himself exalted by thy hand; 

To wed thee nobly, maid, shall be my care. 

Dunois {advancing). 

My heart made choice of her when she was lowdy: 
The recent honour which encircles her. 

Neither exalts her merit, nor my lo\e. 
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Here in my sovereign's presence, and before 
This holy bishop, maid, I tender thee 
My hand, and take thee as my princely wife, 

If thou esteem me worthy to be thine. 

Chas. . Resistless maiden ! wonder thou dost add 

To wonder ! Yes, I now believe that nought’s 
Impossible to thee. Thou hast subdued 
This haughty heart, which still hath scoff’d till now. 
At Love’s omnipotence. 

La Hire {advancing). If I have read 

Aright Johanna’s soul, her modest heart’s 
Her fairest jewel — She deserveth well 
The homage of the great, but her desires 
Soar not so high. — She striveth not to reach 
A giddy eminence ; an honest heart’s 
True love contents her, and the quiet lot 
Which with this hand I humbly proffer her. 

Chas. . Thou too. La Hire ! two brave competitors, — 

Peers in heroic virtue and renown ! 

— Wilt tliou, who hast appeased mine enemies. 

My realms united, part my dearest friends ? 

One only can possess her ; I esteem 
Each to be justly worthy such a prize. 

Speak, maid ! thy heart alone must here decide. 

SoREL. The noble maiden is surprised, her cheek 
Is crimson’d over wiUi a modest blush. 

Let her have leisure to consult her heart. 

And in confiding friendship to unseal 
Her long-closed bosom. Now the hour is come 
When, with a sister’s love, I also may 
Approach the maid severe, and offer her 
This silent faithful breast. — Permit us women 
Alone to weigh this womanly affair ; 

Do you await the issue. 

Charles {abovt to retire). Be it so ! 

Johan. No, Sire, not so ! the crimson on my cheek 
Is not tho blush of bashful modesty. 

Nought have I for this noble lady’s ear 
Which in 4his presence I may not proclaim. 

The choice of these brave knights much honours me. 
But I did not forsake my shepherd- walks. 
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To chase vain worldly splendour, nor array 
My tender frame in panoply of war, 

To twine the bridal garland in my hair. 

Far other labour is assign'd to me. 

Which a pure maiden can alone achieve. 

1 am the soldier of the Lord of Hosts, 

And to no mortal man can I be wife. 

Archd. To be a fond companion unto man 

Is woman born — when nature she obeys. 

Most wisely she fulfils high Heaven’s decree ! 
W’hen his behest who call’d thee to the field 
Shall be accomplish’d, tboult resign thine arms, 
And once again rejoin the softer sex, 

Whose gentle nature thou dost now forego, 

And which from war’s stem duties is exempt. 
Johan Most reverend Sir! as yet 1 cannot say 
What work the Spirit will enjoin on me. 

But when the time comes round, his guiding voice 
Will not be mute, and it I will obey. 

Now he commands mo to complete my task. 

My royal Master’s brow is still uncrown’d, 

Still unanointcd is his sacred head ; 

My Soveieigr cannot yet be call’d a king. 

CiiAs. . We are advancing on the way to Ilheims. 

JojiAN. Let us not linger, for the enemy 

Is planning how to intercept thy course : 

I will conduct thee through the midst of them! 
Dijnots. And when thy holy mission is fulfill’d. 

When we in triumph shall have enter’d Rheims, 
Wilt thou not then permit me, sacred maid — 
Johan. If Heaven ordain that, from the strife of death. 
Crown’d with the wTeath of conquest, I return. 

My task will be accomi>lish’d — and the maid 
Hath, thenceforth, in the palace nought to do. 
Charles [faking her hand). 

It is the Spirit’s voice impels thee now ; 

Love in thy bosom, Heaven-inspir'd, is mute; 
'Twill not be ever so ; believe me, maid ! 

Our weapons will repose, and victory 
W^ill by the hand lead forward gentle peace ; 
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Joy will return again to every breast, 

And softer feelings wako in every heart, — 

They will awaken also in thy breast. 

And tears of gentle longing thou wilt weep, 

Such as thine eye hath never shed before ; 

—This heart, which Hoaven now occupies alone, 

Will fondly open to an earthly friend — 

Thousands thou hast till now redeem’d and bless'd. 
Thou wilt at length conclude by blessing one ! 
Johan. Art weary, Dauphin, of the heavenly vision. 

That thou its vessel wouldst annihilate ? 

The holy rndden, sent to thee by God, 

Degrade, reducing her to common dust ? 

Yc blind of heart ! O ye of little faith ! 

God s glory shines around you , to your gaze 
He doth re\ cal liis wonders, and ye see 
Nought but a woman in me. Dare a woman 
In iron panoply aiTay herself, 

And boldly mingle in the stiifo of men ? 

Wo, wo is me ! if e’er luy hand should wield 
The avenging sword of God, and my vain heart 
Gherish affection to a mortal man I 
’Twere better for me I had ne’er been born ! 
Henceforth no more of this, unless ye would 
Provoke the Hpirit’s wrath who in me dwells ! 

The eye of man, regarding me with love, 

U’e me is horror and prohuiity. 

CiiAS. . Forbear! It is in vain to urge her further. 

Johan. Command the trumpets of Uie war to sound ! 

This stillness doth pei'plcx and hara&s me ; 

• An inward impulse drives me from repose, 

It still inipelb me to acliieve my work, 

And sternly beckons me to meet my doom. 

Scene Y. 

A Knifjhty cnicrintj hnsiihj. 

CiiAs. . What tidings ? Speak ! 

Knight. " The foe has cross’d the Marne, 

And marshalleth his army for the fight. 
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Johanna (insjnred). 

Battle and tumult ! Now my soul is free. 

Arm, warriors, arm ! while I prepare the troops. 

[She goes out. 

Chas. . Follow, La Hire ! E’en at the gates of Rheims 
They will compel us to dispute the crown ! 

Dunois. No genuine courage prompts them. This essay 
Is the last effort of enmged despair. 

CiiAS. . J do not urge you, Duke. To-day’s the time 
To compensate the errors of the past. 

Hurg. . You shall be satisfied with me. 

Charles. Myself 

Will march before you on the path of fame ; 

Here, with my royal town of llheims in view, 

I’ll fight, and gsdhintly achieve the crown. 

Thy knight, my Agnes, bids thee now farewell ! 
Agnes [mhranug him). 

T do not we<*p, I do not iremhle for tljoe ; 

"My fuith, unshuken, cleaveth unto God ! 

Jlea\en, were we doom’d to failure, had not given 
S(» injiny gracious pledges of success I 
My heart doth whisper me that, victory-crown’d, 

Jn concpicr’d Rlieiras, I bhall embrace my King. 

[Trumpets sound with a spirited tone , and while 
the scene is changing, pass into a wild martial 
strain When the scene opens, the orchestra 
joins in, accompanied hy warlike instruments 
behind the scene. 

Scene VI. 

The Scene changes to an open country, sku'ted with trees. 
Paring the mn.sir. Soldiers are seen retreating hastily across 
the back ground. 

Tvli3ot, leaning on Fastolfe, and accompanied hy Soldiers. 
Soon after, Lionel. 

Talbot. Here lay me dowm, beneath these trees, and then 
Betalcc you hack, with hpeed, unto the fight ; 

I need no aid to die. 

Fastolfe. Ohwofulday! i Lionel enters. 

Behold what sight awaits you, Lionel ! 
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Here lies our General, wounded unto death. 
Lionel. Now, God forbid ! My noble Lord, arise ! 

No moment tliis to falter and to sink. 

Yield not to death. By your all-powerful will. 
Command your ebbing spirit still to lire. 

Taldot. In vain ! The day of destiny is come. 

Which will o’erthrow the English poorer in France. 
In desperate combat 1 have vainly risk'd 
The remnant of our force to ward it off. 

Struck by the thunderbolt 1 prostrate lie. 

Never to rise again. — Hheims now is lost, 

Hasten to succour Paris ! 

Lionel. Paris is with the Dauphin reconcil'd ; 

A courier even now hath brought the news. 

Taldot (tearing off his bandages). 

Then freely flow, ye cuiTents of my blood. 

For Talbot now is weaiy of tlie sun ! 

Lionel. 1 may no longer tarry: Fastolfe, haste I 
Convey our leader to a place of safety. 

No longer now can we maintain this post ; 

Our flying troops disperse on every side. 

On, with resistless might, the Maiden comes. 
Talbot. Folly, thou conquerest, and 1 must yield ! 

Against stupidity the \ery gods 
Themselves contend in vain. Exalted reason, 
rtcsplendent daughter of the head divine. 

Wise foundress of tin* system of the world. 

Guide of the stars, who art thou then, if thou. 
Bound to the tail of folly’s uncurb’d steed, 

Must, vainly shrieking, with the drunken crowd. 
Eye* open, plunge down headlong in the abyss. 
Accurs’d, wdio striveth after noble ends. 

And with deliberate wisdora forms Ins plans ! 

To the fool-king belongs the world — 

Lionel. My Lord, 

But for a few brief moments can you live — 

Think of your Maker ! 

Talbot. * Had we, like brave men, 

Been vanquished by the brave, we might, indeed. 
Console ourselves that ’twas the common lot; 

For tickle fortune aye revolves her wheel. 
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But to be baffled by such juggliug arts ! 

Deserv’d our earnest and laborious life 
Not a more earnest issue ? 

Ltonfx {ej'tends his hand to him). Fare you well ! 

The debt of honest tears I will discharge 
After the battle — if I then survive. 

Now Fate doth call me hence, where on the field 
Her web she weaveth, and dispenscth doom. 

We in another world shall meet again ; 

For our long friendship, this a brief farewell. [Exit, 
Tat dot. Soon is the struggle past, and to the earth, 

To the eternal sun, I render back 

These atoms, join’d in me for pain and pleasure. 

And of the mighty Talbot, who the world 
Fill’d wdtli his martial glory, there remains 
Nought save a modicum of senseless dust. 

— Such is the end of man ! — the only spoil 
AVc carry with us from Lies hattlo-lielJ, 

Is but an insight into nothingness, 

And utter scorn of all which once appear'd 
To us exulted and desirable. — 

Scene VII 

Charles, Burgundy, Dunois, Du Ciiatll, and Soldiers. 

Buro. . The trench is storm d ! 

Dunois. I’hc victory is ours ! 

Oharies (perreh'ing Talbot). 

Look ! Who is he, who yonder of the sun 
Taketh reluctant, sorrowful farewell ? 

His armour indicates no common jnan ; 

Go, succour him, if aid may yet avail. 

[Soldiers of the Kino’s retinue step forward, 
Fastol. Back ! Stand apart ! Respect the mighty dead. 
Whom ye, in life, ne’er ventur’d to approach! 

Burg. . What do I see ? Lord Talbot in his blood ! 

[He approaches him, Talbot gazes fixedly at 
himt and dies, 

Fastol. Traitor avaunt ! Let not the sight of thee 
Poison the dying hero’s parting glance. 

Dunois. Resistless hero ! Dread-inspiring Talbot ! 

Does such a narrow space suffice thee now. 
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And this vast kingdom could not satisfy 
The large ambition of thy giant soul ! 

— Now lirst T can salute you, Sire, as King: 

The diadem but totter'd on your brow. 

While yet a spirit tenanted this clay. 

ClIARRES (ir//tcr coiitemjiiatinff the body in .silence). 

A higher power hath vanquish’d him, not we ! 
lie lies u])ou iJie soil of France, as li(‘s 
1’he hero on the shield he would not (|iiit. 

Well, peace be with his ashes ! ll^ar liijii hence ! 

[Soldiers take np the body and carry it away. 
Here, in the heart of France, where Jiis career 
Of conquest ended, let his reliqnes lie ! 

So far no hostile sword attain’d before. 

A fitting tomb shall memonze his name ; 

His epitaph the spot whereon he fell. 

Fastolfe lyiehliny his sword). 

I am your prisoner. Sir. 

Charles (rctwrn /a// /j/s « word). Not so! riude war 

Ilespcets each luous office ; you ore fr<*o 
To render the last honours to the deaid. 

Go now’, Du Cliatel. — still in} Agnes trembles — 
Hasten to siiatcb her from an\icty — 

Bring her the tidings of our vieloiy, 

And usher her in triumph into llheinis ! 

[Ewit Dr CiiA’i KL. 


SfENE Till. 

The same. La 11 ini:. 

Dunois. La Hire, where is the Maiden ? 

La Hire. That I ask 

Of you ; I left her fighting by your side. 
Dunois. 1 thought she was protected bv your arm. 
When I departed to assist the King. 

Burg. . Not long ago I saw’ her banner wave 

Amid the thickest of the hostile ranks. 
Dunois. Alas ! where is she ? Evil 1 forebode ! 

Come, let us haste to rescue her. — 1 fear 
Her daring soul hath led her on too far ; 
Alone, she combats in the midst of foes. 

And without succour yieldeth to the crowd. 
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C’jfAs. . lla^to to her rescue! 

li\ liiRL. Come! 

1)T jiuTTNHY. We follow all! [E.rit, 

[They retire in liable, 

A descried jiart of the hattle-Jield. In the distance arc 
seen the towers of Rheinis illumined by the sun. 

Scene TX. 

A Ks’inm in blach armour, with closed visor, Johanna 
follows hnn to the front of the staye, irhoe he stojJS and 
an aits hci . 

.h)ii \N. 1 )elu(ler ! now 1 see tliy stratagem 1 

IMiou liast deceitfully, through seeming flight, 
Allur'd me from the battle, doom and death 
A\ertiiig thus from many a British head. 

Destruction now doth overtake tlivself. 
liMf TIT. Why dost thou follow after me and track 

]VIy steps with quenchless rage? I am not doom’d 
’lo perish hy ihy hand. 

J uiwNA. Drop in my soul 

T hate thee as the night, winch is thy colour. 

To blot thcM* out from the fair light of da}’^ 

An irresistible desire impels me. 

Who art thou ? Raise thy visor. — 1 had said 
That thou wert Talbot, had I not myself 
Seen warlike Talbot in the battle fall. 

ICnictHt. Is the divining Spirit mute in thee ? 
rloiivN. Dis voice speaks loudly in my spirit’s depths 
The near approach of wo. 

1 )L vcK K N I OUT. Johanna D ’Arc ! 

Borne on the wings of conquest, thou hast reach’d 
The gates of ilheims. Let thy achiev’d renown 
(knitent thee. Fortune, like thy slave, till now 
Hath follow’d thee ; dismiss her, ere in w'rath 
She fr(*e herself; fidelity she hates ; 

She scrvelh none with constancy till death. 

Johan. Why chock me in the midst of my career? 

Why bid me falter and forsake my work ? 

1 will complete it, and fulfil my vow ! 

Xmght. Nothing can thee, thou mighty one, withstand. 
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In battle thou art aye invincible. 

— But henceforth bhun the fight ; attend my warning ! 
Johan. Not from my hand will 1 resign this sword 
Till haughty England’s pmstrate in the dust. 

Knight. Behold ! there Itheims iirisetli with its towers, 

The goal and cud of thy career.- lliou seest 
The lofty minster’s sun-illumin’d dome ; 

’fhou in triumjdial pomp wouldst enter there, 

Thy Monarch crown, and ratify thy vow. 

— Enter not there ! Return ! Attend my warning ! 
Johan. AVhat art Ihou, double-tongue d, deceitful being, 

AVlio wouldst bewilder and apt)al me ? Speak ! 

By what authority dost thou presume 
To greet me with fallacious oracles ? 

[T/ie BiJtcK Knight is about to depart, she steps in 
his way. 

No, thou shalt sijeak, or perish by my hand I 

[She endeavours to strike him^ 
Black Knight {touches her with his hand, she remains mo- 
tionless). 

Slay, what is mortal ! 

[Da^'kness, thunder and lightning. The Ivnight 
sinks into the earth. 

Johanna {stands at first in amazement, hut soon retovirs 
herself) 

Twas nothing living. ’Twas a base delusion. 

An instrument of llell, a juggling fiend, 

Uprisen hither from the fiery pool 
To shake and terrify my stedfast heart. 

Wielding the sword of God, whom should I fear ? 

I will triumphantly achieve my work. 

My courage should not waver, should not fail. 

Were Hell itself to champion me to fight ! 

[She is about to depart. 


Scene X. 

Lionel, Johanna. 

Lionel. Accursed one, prepare thee for the fight ! 

— Not both of us shall quit this field alive. 
Thou hast destroy’d the bravest of our host : 
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The noble Talbot hath his mighty soul 
llreathed forth upon my bosom. — 111 avenge 
The hero, or participate his doom. 

And wouldst thou know who brings thee glory now. 
Whether he live or die,— I*m Lionel, 

The sole survivor of the English chiefs, 

And still unconquer'd is this valiant ai*m. 

[JJe rushes upon her; after a short combat she 
strikes the sword out of his hand. 

Peifidious fortune ! 

[lie wrestles with her. Johanna seizes him by the 
crest and tears open his helmet; his face is thus 
exjwsed ; at the same time she draws her sword . 
with her right hand. 

Johanna. Suffer what thou soughtest I 

The Virgin sacrifices thee through me ! 

XAt this moment she gazes in his face. Ilis asjieet 
softens her, she remains motionless and slowly lets 
her arm sink. 

JiioNKH. Wliv ling(*r, >\hy withhold the stroke of death ? 
jMv glory tliou liast taken — take my life ! 

1 uant no mercy, 1 am in thy power. 

[She makes him a sign with her hand to fly. 

1 low I shall I fly, and owe my life to thee ? 

Nt), I would rather die! 

Johanna [with averted face). I will not^cnow 
'riiiit ON or thou didst owe thy life to me. 

LioNn.. I hate alike thee and thy proffer’d gift. 

I want no mercy — kill thine enemy. 

Who loathes and would have slain thee. 

Johanna. Slay me then, 

And fly ! 

JjIonel. Ila ! What is this ? 

Johanna [lading her face). Wo ’s me I 

Lionel [approaching her). ’Tis said 

Thou killest oil the English, whom thy sword 
Subdues in battle — why spare me alone ? 

Johanna {raises her sword with a inpid movement, as if to 
strike him, but lets it fall quickly when she gazes 
on his face). 

0 Iltdy V irgin ! 


D D 
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Lionel. Whercfon* namest thou 

Thp Holy Virgin? she kno\^s nought of thee ; 

Heaven hath no part hi thee* 

JoUANNA {in the ffrratvst anxiety). What have 1 done ! 
Alas! I've broke inv vmv! 

^Shc tvrinys her hands in ihsiHdr. 
Liom'.l {Indies at her trith sympathy and njpmnrhes hrt) 

riihappy Maid I 

1 pit}’ thee ! 'J'hy sorrow 1 ouches nu* ; 

'riioii hast shown nn rev unto im* alone, 

]\Iy hatred yielded unto syni]»iiihy ! 

— Who art thou, and whence eoineht thou * 
dolT.ANNA. Av'ay I 

J^ioNV.L. Tliy youth, lliy beauty, move my soul to ])i!y ! 

Thyhtok sinks in lu} heart. I t'am would sa\(» thee — 
Jlow may J do 8o‘^ tell me. Come! oh eoui» I 
Uenounce this fearful league — throw down tin si'ann-^ 1 
JoiiAN. 1 fiiii uiiworthy now to can*} tliem ! 

Lionel. Then tlirow them from thee — quick! conic follow nie! 
«loiiANNA {with horror). 

How ! follow thee ! 

Lh»ni l. Thou mavst be saved Oh conn*! 

J w'ill deliver thee, but linger not. 

Strango sorrow for thy sake di^th seizt* my hourf, 
(Tispeakable desire to rescue thee* — 

[]It’ seize.t her ann. 

Johan. 'Fhe Bastard comes! TIs the\ ! 'J'hey sei'k for nit'! 
If they should find thee— 

Liom I., 1 J1 defend thct*. Maid ! 

JoiiAN. I die if thou shouldst perisli by t!ieir hands! 

.LioNi L. Am 1 then dear to thee*' 

.IvUiANNA. Yc hen^enly Powers! 

luoM-'j.. Shall I again hchold thee — hi’ar from tlieo ? 

•h>iiAN . No! ne\er! 

Lionfx. Thus this sword J seize, in pledge 

I’hat I again behold thee ! 

[Tie snatches her hword. 

Johanna. * Madman, hold ! 

Thou darest ? 

Lionti.. \o\v 1 yield to force — again 

I Ur ret in 8, 


I 'll see theo! 
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SriAr. XI. 

Johann \, Drxois, La Hnir. 

L\ TTiiir. It is slio! Thr JMjiidrn lives’ 

Li N«>is, Vcar not, Joluiuiia! Irieiids urr at i 1 j\ side. 

11 MU’. . Is not that Ljoiirl a\Iio yonder lia s? 

J)i Nois Let liiin es(*niu* ’ Maidt ii, th(‘ rij;Iit(»ons cans(‘ 

Jliitli triumidi d now. HIk'uii^ oikmis its j^atos; 
The joyous trowels pour lorth to luetl then* Kino — 
Him . AVhat ails the Maiden? She j»ro\\s ]»ulo— she sinks! 

[Johanna //roa.s da:;.//, nml is ahunt 
Hi Nois She’s vonndt'd — rend her bnnislphiLe — ’tks her arm! 
The ^\ound is not M*\ere. 

I V JIiiii:. Hirhli'od doth How. 

J<»iivN. Oil that niy life would stream ioilli with ni\ hlood ! 

[She lies benH‘lci»6 in La Him s amis 


ACT IV. 

A haU adoniid us ftn a U'dteal ; the lohnnn^ are / inaf U'ith 
(jai lands : In hind iht siem flutes and hauihiaj^. 


SlI NU I. 

JoiiAN Jhi'.lied in the dm of arin^. war's siurin^ suh'.ide, 
(iliul si)M<» and danee sueecs d tin hloody lra\, 
Throuj-h ill ilie htrett'^ jos f.n and \ode. 

Altar aind ( him li are det k d in riv-li arr.is, 

'J’j lUTiiphal arches in vernal pride, 

A\ reaiii'^ roinnl the columns wiiul ilesr ll os. ,t way, 
AVid< Uhenns cannoi < <iutmn tin nie^hty ihroiig, 

A\ huh to the jovou^* pageant rolls alon;; 

One thought ahuie doth every liccrt po .es•^, 

One nij»t rous feeling o'er each hre.i-^t pre'^iJe. 

And tho&f‘ to-d<iy are link'd iii Imppmess 

I) n 2 
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Whom bloody hatred did erowhile divide. 

All who themselves of Gallic rac*e confess 

The name of Frenchidian own with conscious pride, 

France sees the splendour of her ancient crown, 

And to her Monarch’s son bows humbly down. 

Yet I, the author of this wide delight. 

The joy, myself created, cannot share ; 

My heart is chang'd, in sad and dreary plight 
It flies the festive pageant in despair ; 

Still to the British camp it taketh flight, 

Against my will my gaze still wanders there. 

And from the throng t steal, with grief oppress’d, 

To hide the guilt which weighs upon my breast. 

What ! I permit a human form 
To haunt my bosom’s sacred cell ? 

And there, where heavenly radiance shone, 

Doth earthly love presume to dwell ? 

The saviour of luy country, T, 

The warrior of God most high, 

Bum for my country’s foenuiii ? Dare I name 
Heaven 8 holy light, nor feel o’erwhelm’d with shame? 
\The music behind the scene passes into a soft and 
moving melody. 

Wo is me ! Those melting tones ! 

They distract my ’wilder’d brain ! 

Eveiy note, his voice recalling, 

Conjures up his form again ! 

Would that spears were whizzing round ! 

Would that battle’s thunder roar’d ! 

’Midst the wild tumultuous sound 
My former strength were then restored. 

These sweet tones, these melting voices, 

W’ith seductive power are fraught! 

They dissolve, in gentle longing. 

Every feeling, every thought, 

Waking tears of plaintive sadness ! 
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[After a pause, with more energy. 
Should I have kill'd him? Could I, when I gazed 
Upon his faiic ? Kill'd him ? Oh, ratlicr fur 
■Would I have turn’d my iveapon ’gainst myself! 

And am I culpable because humane ? 

Is pity sinful ? — Pity ! Didst thou hear 
The voice of pity and humanity, 

When others fell the victims of thy sword ? 

Why was she silent when the gentle youth 
From Wales, entreated thee to spare his life ? 

O, cunning heart ! Thou liest before high Heaven f 
It is not pity’s voice impels thee now! 

— ^Why was 1 doom’d to look into his eyes ! 

To mark his noble features ! With that glance. 

Thy crime, thy wo commenc’d. Unhappy one ! 

A sightless instrument thy God demands, 

Plindly thou must accomplish his behest ! 

When thou didst see, God's shield abandon’d theo* 
And the dire snares of Hell around thee j)ress'd ! 
[Flutes are again heard, and she subsides into 
a quiet melancholy. 

Harmless staff! Oh, tliat I ne’er 
Had fur the sword abandon’d thee ! 

Had voices never reached mine ear. 

From thy branches, sacred tree ! 

High Queen of Heaven! Oh would that thou 
Hadst ne’er reveal'd thyself to me ! 

Take back — I dare not claim it now — 

Take back thy crown, ’tis not for me ! 

I saw the heavens open wide, 

T gazed upon that face of love ! 

Yet here on earth my hopes abide, 

They do not dwell in heaven above ! 

Why, Holy One, on me impose 
This dread vocation? Could I steel, 

And to each soft emotion close 
This heart, by nature form’d to feel ? 

Wouldst thou proclaim thy high command. 
Make choice of those who, free from sin. 
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Ill thy etenial niiinsions stand ; 

S<‘U(l forth tliy flaming cliembim! 

Immortal ones, thy law they keep, 

'riiey do not foel, they do not weep! 

(’hoi)s(‘ not a tender woman’s aid. 

Not the frail soul of shepheid maid ! 

AVas T concern’d with warlike things, 

With battles or the strife of kings*' 

In iniioeeu<*e I led my sheep 
AdoAvn the mountain's silent steep. 

Ihit thou didst send me into life, 

’Midst princely halls and scenes of btrift*. 

To lose my sjurit s tender bloom : 

Alas, 1 did nut seek my doom ! 

Sei’.Ni: TT. 

AoNES SoilEL, JullANNA. 

SoREL {iulranre.'i jonfalhj. IT/iea ^he perceives fFoiiANNV, 
she htiMcns to her and fails upon her nicU ; then 
suddenly recolicetiny herself s she relimjnl'^hes her 
hold, and falls down hefovt her). 

No ! no ! not so ! Before thee in the dust-— 
JoiiANXA {tryiny to raise her), 

Arisi? ! Thou dost forget thyself and me. 

SoBEL. Forbid mo not ! ’tis tlie excess of ^joy 

Which throws me at thy feet — 1 must pour forth 
IMy o’tTchargcd heart iu gratitude to tlod ; 

1 worship the luviMblc in thee. 

Thon ai’t the angel, wlio hast led my I.ord 
To Kheims, to crown him with the ro 3 'al erown. 

What J ne'er dream ’d to see, is realizi'd ! 

The ecmmatiou-mareh will soon set forth ; 

Array'd in festal pomp, the Monarch stiuuls ; 
Assembled are the nobles of the realm. 

The mighty peers, to l>ear tlie insignia ; 

To the cathedxal rolls the billowy crowd ; 

Glad songs resound, the bells unite their peal ; 

Oh, this excess of joy 1 cannot bear ! 

[iloiT.\NNA f/ently raises her. Agnes Sobel jmus 
a moment, and surveys the Maiden more nar- 
rowly. 
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Yet thou remaiue*^t o\er grave and htom; 

Thou c*au9t create delight, yet sluire it not. 

Thy heart is cold, thou fcelest not our joy, 

Thou host beheld the glories of the bkies ; 

No earthly interest movetli thy pure breast. 

[JoiiAKNA seizes her hand jHmionately, hut soon 
lets it fall again. 

Oh, couldst thou own a woman's feeling heart ! 

Put off this armour, war is over now. 

Confess tliy union with the softer sov ! 

My loving heart shrinks timidly from thee, 

While thus thou wearest Piilhis' brow severe. 

JoHAM. What ^Youldst thou have me do ? 

SoREL. Thiarni thyself! 

Put off this coat of mail ! The (iod of J^ovc 
F<'ars to tip])roach a husotn clad in ‘''t(^ol. 

Oh, bo a woman, thou wilt fed his power! 

JoiiAN. What, now' uii.irin niys(‘lf ? 'Mulst battle’s roar 
1 'll bare niy bosom to the stroke of death! 

Not now' ! — Would that a sevenfold wall of brass 
Could bide me troiii \our revel-, from myself! 
SoREL. Thou Vt loved by (’oiinl Duiiois. Ill-, noble heart, 
Which virtue and renown .'done inspire, 

With pure and holy passion glow’s for thcc. 

Oh, it is sweet to know oneself belov'd 
]ly such a hero — sweeter still to lov(‘ him! 

Johanna timis avay irith aversion. 
Thou hatost him ? — no, no, thou only cjinst 
Not love him : — how could hatred stir thy breast ! 
Those who would tear us from the one wo love, 

We hate alone; but none can claim th} lo\e. 

Thy heart is tranquil — if it could hut feel — 

Johan. Ob, pity me ! Lament niy bajib -i-- fate ! 

SoREL. What can l>e wonting to «’ompU te tin joy “ 

Thou hast fulfillM tbv promise, France is fn e, 

To llheims, in triumph, thou host led the lOog, 

Thy mighty deed-* h.ue gain'd the(* lii^li n iiown, 

A happy iK‘ople praise and worshij> thee ; 

Tliy name, the houour'd theme of ev<»ry tongue ; 
Thou art the goddess of this festival ; 
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I’he Monarch, with his crown and regal state, 

Shines not with greater majesty than thou ! 

Johan. Oh, could I hide me in the depths of <‘arth ! 

SoiiEL. Why this emotion? Whoiiee tliis stnuigt* distress? 
WIjo may to-day look up without a fear, 

If thou dost cast thine eyes ajK)!! the ground ! 

It is for me to blush, me, who near thee 
I*’cel all my littleness ; J cannot reaeh 
Thy lofty virtue, thy heroic strength • 

For — all my weakness shall 1 own to th'^e? 

Not the renown of France, my Fatherland, 

Not the new’ sj)lendour of the IMoiuirch’s crown, 

Not the triumphant gladness of the crowvls, 

Ihigage lliia w’oiiuin s heart. One only form 
Is in Its depths enshrin'd ; it hath not room 
For any folding sav(‘ for one alone : 
lie is the idol, him the people bless. 

Him they extol, for him they strew these flowers, 
And he is mine, he is my own true love! 

Johan. Oh, thou art happy ! thou art hless’d indeed! 

1’hou lovest, where all love. Thou niavst, unblamed, 
Four forth thy rapture, and thine inmost heart 
Fearless discover to the gaze of man ! 

'I’hy country’s triumjdi is thy lo\er’s too. 

'I’he vast, innumerable multitudes, 

Who, rolling onward, crowd within these walls, 
Participate thy joy, they hallow it ; 

Thee they salute, for thee they twine the wreath, 
I’hou art a portion of the general joy ; 

Thou lovest the all-inspiring soul, the sun, 

And what thou seest is thy lover's glory ! 

SoREL {falling on ht>r neck). 

Thou dost delight me, thou canst read my heart ! 

I did thee wrong, thou kRowest what love is, 

Thou telPst my feelings with a voice of power. 

My heart forgets its fear and its resen e. 

And seeks confidingly to blend with thine — 
Johanna (tearing her^lf from her tvith violence). 

Forsake me ! Turn aw’ay ! Do not pollute 
Thyself by longer intercourse with me ! 
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Be happy ! go— and in the deepest night 
liPave me to hide my infamy, my wo ! 

SouEi.. 'Diou frighten ’st me, 1 understand thee not, 

I no’er have uiidei*stood thee — for from me 
Thy dark mysterious being still w'as veil’d. 

Who may divine what thus disturbs thy heart. 

Thus terrifies thy pure and sacred soul ! 

.lonvN. Thou art the pure, tlie holy one ! Couldst tliou 
llehold mine inmost heart, thou, shuddering, 

Wouldst fly tlic traitoress, the enemy ! 

Scene IlL 

Dunois, Duchatel, and La Hire, with the Banner of 
Johanna. 

Dcxots. Johanna, thee we .seek. All is j>repared ; 

The King hath sent us, *tis his royal will 
That thou before him hbouldst thy banner bear ; 

The company of princes thou shalt join, 

And march immediately before the King : 

Kor ho doth not deny it, and the world 
Shall witness, Maiden, that to thee alone 
He doth ascribe tlie honour of this day. 

II iiiE. Here is th(' banner Take it, indde Maiden » 

Thou ’rt stayed for by tlie princes and the people. 
JoiTAN. I march before him? I the banner bear ? 

Duxois. Whom else would it become ! What other hand 
Is jmre enough to bear the sacred ensign ! 

Amid the battle thou hast wnved it oft ; 

To grace our glad procession bear it now. 

[La IItiik presents the banner to her, she draws hack^ 
shudderinfj, 

Johan. Away ! away ! 

La IliRi:. How I Art thou terrified 

At thine own banner, Maiden ? — Look at it ! 

[He displays the hawier. 
It is the same, thou didst in conquest \rave. 

Imaged upon it is the Queen of Heaven, 

Floating in glory o’er this earthly ball ; 

For so the Holy Mother showM it thee. 

[Johanna, yazivg ttjwn it with horror. 
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*Tis she herself ! so .she njjpcar’tl to me. 

See, how she looks at lue ui»d kiiils her brow, 

And anger flashes from her threatening eye ! 

SoBEL. Alas, she ravoth ! Maiden, be (*oinposcd ! 

Collect thyself! Thou seest nothing real ! 

That is her pictured image ; she herself 
Wanders abo\e. amid the angelic quire ! 

Johan. Thou eomest, fearful one, to punish me? 

Destroy, o erwhelm, thine arrowy lightnings hurl 
And let them fall upon my guilty head. 

Ahis, my \ow r\e broken ’ J’\e profaned 
And desecrated tliy most holy name ! 

Dunois. Wo sut»! What may this mean** Whatunblcslv;ord&? 
La Htui' {in aHtouishmmt, to DmiiATi l). 

'J'his strange emotion caiist thou comprehend ? 

Diu HAT. That >\hi(*ii I see, I see — I long have fear’d it. 
Dunois. What sayest thou? 

Duchatkl. T dare not speak my thoughts. 

T would to II(*a\en that the King were crown’d ! 
Hiur. iTou ! hath the awe this banner doth inspire 
Turn’d hack upon thyself? l)efore this sign 
liCt Hritoiis tremble ; to the foes of France 
’Tis fearful, but to all true citizens 
It is auspicious. 

Johanna. Yes, thou sayest truly! 

To friends ’tis gracious! but to enemies 
It causeth horror ! 

The Coronation march is heard. 
Dun(us Take thy banner, then ! 

The march begins — no time is to be lost ! 

\Theif jtnm the banner vpon her ; .she sci;:es it tbith 
evident emotion, and retires; the others follow. 
[The scene chan f/es to an open place before the Cathedral. 


SCFNK JV. 

Spectators occupy the batltyround ; Dertrand. Claude Marie 
and Etienne corner forward ; then Margot and Louison 
The Coronation march is heard in the distance. 

Bert. . Hark to the inn.sic ! They approach already ! 

What liad we better do ? Slmll wc mount up 
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Upon the ])latform, or i)re8s through the crowd, 

That we may nothing lose of the procession? 

Etien. Tt is not to be thought of. All the streets 

Are thnmg'd with horsemen and with carriages. 
Beside these houses let us take our stand. 

Here vre without annoyance may behold 
The train us it goes by. 

Clai’de Marie. Almost it seems 

As were (ho half of France assembled here ; 

So miglity is the flood that it hath reached 
Even our distant Ijotharingian land 
And borne us hither! 

Bertuanm). Who would sit at homo 

\Mien gi-eat events are stirring in the land ! 

Tt hath cost plenty, both of sweat and blood, 

Ere the erowTi rested on its rightful head ! 

Km- shall our lawful King, to whom \ve give 
Thf‘ crown, be worse accompanied than ho 
Wlioin the Parisians in St. Denis crown’d ! 

He is no loyjd honest-minded nmu 
Who doth absent him from this f(‘stival, 

And joins not in the cry : “ God save tlio King ! " 

Scene V. 

^Iaroot and Lovisosjoin them, 

I.ouis. TVe shall again behold our sister, Margot ! 

How my heart beats ! 

M via. or. In majesty and pomp 

We shall behold her, saying to ourselves : 

It i^ our sister, it is our Johanna ! 

Till 1 liHve seen her, 1 can scarce l^elieve 
That she, whom men the Maid of Orleans name» 

I’lie mighty warrior, is indeed Johanna, 

Our sister whom we lost! 

[TJtr muHtc drawn nearer. 

Margot. Thou doubtest still I 

Thou wilt thyself behold her! 

Bertrand. See, tluy corat* ! 
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Scene VI. 

[MmicianSi with flutes and hautboys, open the pro- 
cession, Children follow, dressed in white, with 
hrancJtes in their hands ; behind them tivo heralds. 
Then a procession of halberdiers, followed by magis- 
trates in their robes. Then two marshals with their 
stares ; the Duke of Burgundy, bearing the sword ; 
Di’NOIS with the sceptre, other nobles with the re- 
galia; others with sacrificial offerings. Behind these, 
Knights with the ornaments of their order; choris- 
ters with incense ; two Bishops with the ampulla ; 
the Arciibisop with the crucifix. Johann a/oZ/out^, 
with her banner, she ualks with downcast head and 
wavering steps ; her sisters, on beholding her, ex- 
press their astonishment and joy. Behind her 
cotnes the King under a canopy, sujrported by four 
barons ; courtiers follow, soldiers conclude the pro- 
cession ; as soon as it has entered the church the 
music ceases. 


Scene YIT. 

Louison, Margot, Claude Marie, Etienne, Bertrand. 

Marg Saw you our sister ? 

(V\UDE Marie. Rlie in golden armour, 

Who with the banner walked before the King ? 

Mvrg. It was Johanna. It was she, our sister ! 

Louis. She recognised us not ! She did not feel 
That we, her sisters, were so near to her. 

She look VI upon the ground, and seemed so pale, 
And trembled so beneath her banner’s weight — 
When I beheld her, I could not rejoice. 

Marg. So now, arrayed in splendour and in pomp, 

I have beheld our sister — Who in dreams 
Would ever ha^o imagined or conceiv'd, 

When on onr native hills she dro^e the flock. 

That we should see her in such majesty ? 

Louis. Our father’s" dream is realized, that we 

In Rheims before our sister should bow down. 
That is the church, which in his dream he saw*. 
And each particular is now fulfilled. 
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But images of wo he also saw ! 

Alas! I'm griev'd to see her raised so high ! 

Bert. . Why stand we idly hero ? Let s to the church 
To view the coronation ! 

Margot. Yes ! Perchance 

We there may meet our sister; let us go ! 

Lours. . We have beheld her. Let us now return 
Back to our village. 

Margot. How ? Ere we with her 

Have interchanged a word ? 

IjOUison. She doth belong 

To us no longer ; she with princes stands 
And monarcbh. — Who are we, that we should seek 
With foolish vanity to near her state ? 

She was a strauger, while she dwelt with us ! 

Marg. . Will she despise, and treat us with contempt ? 

Bert. . The King himself is not ashamed of us. 

He kindly greets the meanest of the crowd. 

How high so ever she may he exalted, 

The King is raised still higher ! 

[Trumpets and kettle-drums arc heard from the 
church. 

Claude Marik. Let 's to the church ! 

[They hasten to the background, where they are 
lost among the crowd. 

Scene VIII. 

Tuibaut enters, clad in black. Haimond follows him, and triee 
to hold him back. 

Baim. . Stay, father Thihaut I Do not join tlio crowds ! 

Here, at this joyous festival you meet 
None hut the happy, whom your grief offends. 

Come ! Let us quit the town with hasty Bteps. 

Thib. . Hast thou beheld my child ? My wretched child ? 
Didst thou observe her? 

Haimond. I entreat you, tiy ! 

Thib. . Didst mark her tottering and uncertain steps, 

Her countenance, so pallid and disturb'd ? 

She feels her dreadful stale ; tlie hour is come 
To save my child, and I will not neglect it. 

[He is about to retire. 
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Raim . What would you do ? 

Thidaut. Surprise her, hurl her down 

From her vain happiness, and forcibly 
Eestoro her to the (lod whom she denies. 

Haim. . O do not work the ruin of your child ! 

Thib. . If her soul lives, her mortal part may die. 

[Johanna rushes out of the clmrch, without her 
banner. The peojde press around her, trorship 
her, and kiss her (garments. She is detained in 
the baehjround htf the crowd. 

She comes ! ’fis she ! She rashos from the cliurch. 
Her troubled conscience drives her from the lane ! 
’Tis visibly the judgment of licr (lod ! 

Haim. . Farewell ! Require not my attendance further ! 
TIopeful I came, and sorrowful depart. 

Your daughter once again I have l>eheld, 

And feel agtiiii that she is lost to me ! 

[He goes out ; Thibaut retires on the opposite side. 

Scene IX. 

doiiANNA, People. Afterwards her Sisters 

Johanna {she has freed herself from the crowd and comes for- 
ward). 

Kcmain 1 cannot — spirits chase me forth ! 

The organs peeling tones like thunder voiind, 

'ITie dome’s arch’d roof threatens to (/erwhelm me ! 

I must escape and seek Heaven's \\i(h* c.\j)aiisc I 
J left ray banner in the sanctuary. 

Never, oh never, will 1 umch it more I 

I I seem’d to me as if I had beheld 

My sisters pass before me like a dream. 

'Twas only a delusion *— They, alas ! 

Are far, far distant — inaccessible — 

E’en as my childhood, as iiiiiie innocence! 

Maiu.ot {stepping foxward). 

Tis she ! It is Jubaiina! 

Loutson {hastenhiff toward her). O iiiy sifter! 

JouAN. Then it w'as no delusion — m>ii arc liere — 

Thee I embrace, Louison I 'riioe, ni\ Miirgot ! 
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Here, in this strange and crowded solitude, 

1 clasp once more mj sisters' faithful breast ! 

Marg. She knows us still, she is our own kind sister. 
Johan. Your love hath led you to me here so far ! 

So very far ! You are not wroth with her 
Who left her home without one parting word ! 

Lons, (lods unseen providence conducted thee. 

Maiig. Thy great renown, which agitates the world, 

Which makes thy name the theme of ever}' tongue. 
Hath in our quiet village waken'd us, 

And led us hither to this festival. 

To witness all thy glory we. are come ; 

And we are not alone ! 

Johanna \quickhj). Our fatlior s here ? 

Where is he? 'Why doth he conceal himself? 

MAitG. Our father is not with us. 

Johanna. Not with you? 

He will not see me, then ! You do not bring 
His blessing for his child ? 

Loi ISON. He Lnoweth not 

That we arc here. 

dull ANN A. Not know it ! Wherefore not? 

You are embarrass'd, and you do not speak : 

You look ujioii the ground ! Where is our father? 
AIarg. Since thou hast left — 

Louison (inakintj a sign to Margot). 

Margot! 

MAiif.oi. Our father hath 

Become dejected. 

Johanna. Ah! 

Louison. Comsole thysidf ! 

Our sire's foreboding spirit well thou kiiow’st ! 

He will collect hiiiiself, and be composed. 

When he shall learn from us that thou art happy 
Marg. And thou art happy? Yes, it must be so, 

For thou art great and hououi*Vl ! 

Johanna. I am so, 

Now 1 act^in behold you, once again 
Your voice'* hear, whoso fond familiar tones 
Bring to my mind my dear paternal helds. 
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When on my nathe hills I drove my herd, 

Then 1 was happy as in Paradise — 

I ne’er can be so more, no, never more ! 

[She hides her face on liOUisoN’s bosom, Claud'i: 
JMakie, Erir.NNE, and Bebtrand appear, and 
remain iimidhj standina in the distance. 

Maro. Come, Bertrand ! Claude Marie ! come Etienne ! 

Oiir sister is not proud : she is so geiitle, 

And speaks so kindly, — more so than of yore. 

When in our village she abode with us. 

[They draw near, and hold out their hand'i; 
Johanna gazts on them fixedly, and appears 
amazed. 

Johan. Where am 1 ? Toll me ! Was it all a dream, 

A long, long dream? And am I now awake? 

Am 1 away from Domremi? IsVso? 

1 fell aalec]) beneath the Druid tree. 

And 1 am now awake; and round me stand 
'J'he kind familiar forms ? 1 only dream ’d 

Of all these battles, kings, and deeds of war, — 

They were but shadows which before me pass’d ; 

For dreams are always vivid ’neath that tree. 

How did you come to Rheima ? How came I here ? 
No, I have never quitted Domremi ! 

Confess it to me, and rejoice my heart. 
liOUia. We are at Rheims. Thou hast not merely dream ’d 
Of these great deeds~thou hast achieved them all. 
— Como to thyself, Johanna! Look around — 

Thy splendid armour feel, of burnish’d gold ! 

[Johanna lays her hand upon her breast, recollects 
herself and shrinlcs back. 

Bert. . Out of my hand thou didst receive this helm. 

Marie. No wonder thou shouldst think it all a dream ; 

^For nothing in a dream could come to pass 
More wonderful than what thou hast achieved. 
Johanna (quickly). 

Come, let us fly I I will return with you 
Back to our village, to our father’s bosom* 

Louis. Oh come ! Return with us ! 

Johanna. The people here 
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Exalt me far above vhat 1 deserve ! 

You have beheld me weak and like a child ; 

You love me, but you do not wCrship me ! 

Maro. Thou wilt abandon this magnifusence ! 

Johan. I will throw off the hated ornaments, 

Which were a barrier *twixt my heart and yours. 

And 1 will be a shepherdess again. 

And, like a humble maiden, I will serve you. 

And will iKith bitter penitence atone 
That J above you vainly raised myself ! 

[TnmpcU Bound. ^ 

Scene X. 

The IviNG comes forth from the Church. He is in the corona- 
tion robes. Agnes Sorfx, AncHBisuor, Burgundy, Dunois, 
La Hire, Du Chatel, Knights, Courtiers, and People. 
Many voices shout repeatedly^ while the King advances. 
liOng live the King ! Long live King Charles the Seventh ! 

[The trumpets sound. Upon a signal from the 
King, the Heralds with their staves command 
silence. 

King. . Thanks, my good people ! Thank you for your love ! 
The crown, which God hath placed upon our brow, 
Hath with our valiant swords been hardly won : 

With noble blood 'tis wetted ; but henceforth 
The peaceful olive branch sh^l round it twine. 

Let those who fought for us receive our thanks ; 

Our pardon, those who join'd the hostile ranks. 

For God hath shown us mercy in our need, 

And our first royal word shall now be — Mercy ! 
People. Long live the King ! Long live King Charles the good I 
King. . From God alone, the highest potentate. 

The monarchs of the French receive the crown ; 

But visibly from his almighty hand 

Have we received it. [Turning to the Maiden. 

Here stands the holy delegate of Heaven, 

Who hath restored to you your rightful IQng, 

And rent the yoke of foreign t^ramy ! 

Her name shiul equal that of holy Denis, 

The guardian and protector of this realm ; 

And to her fiune an altar diall be rear’d! 
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People. Hail to the Maiden, the deliverer ! [Tnimjjets, 

KiNcr {to Johaktia). 

If thou art bom of woman, like ourselves, 

!Namc aught that can augment thy happiness. 

But if thy Fathetlond is thero above, 

If in this virgin form thou dost conceal 
The radiant glory of a heavenly nature, 

From our deluded sense remove the veil, 

And let us see thee in thy form of light. 

As thou art seen in Heaven, that in me dust 
We may bow down before thee. 

[A general silence; every eye is fixed upon the 
Maiden. 

Johanna (irit/i a sudden cry), God! my father! 


Scene XI. 

Thibaut comes forth from the crowd and stands opposite to her. 
Many voices exclaim, 


Her father ! 

Tiiibaut. Yes, her miserable father. 

Who did beget her, and whom God impels 
Now to accuse his daughter. 

Bdbgundt. Ha I What ’s this ? 

Huchat.Now will the fearful truth appear ! 

Thibaut (to the Kino). Thou think’st 

That thou art rescued through the power of God ? 
Deluded prince ! Deluded multitude ! 

Ye have been rescued through the arts of Hell. 

[AU step hack leith horror. 

Dunois. Is this man mad ? 

Thibaut. Not I, but Ihou art mad, 

And this wise biahop, and these noble lords, 

Who tbtnk timt through a weak and ainfol maid 
The God of Heaven would reveal hims^. 

Come, let ua see, if to her father’s &oe 
She will maintain tbe ^ckms, juggling arts, 
Wherewith she bath dduded Kmg and people. 
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Now, in tlio name of the hleet Trinity, 

Belong'st thou to the pure and holy ones? 

[A general silence; all eyes are fixed upon her; 
she ref na ins motionless. 

SoREL. God ! she is dumb ! 

Ttiiraut. Before tliat awful name, 

Which even in the depUis of llcU is fear’d. 

She must he bilent! — Slie a holy one, 

By God commission’d? — Gu a cursed spot 
It was conceived,— henoalh the Druid tri'C 
Where e\ il spirits have from olden time 
Their sahhatli held. — There her immortal soul 
She l)arter'd with the enemy of man 
For transient worldly gloi} . Let lier bare 
Her arm, and ye will see impress’d thereon. 

The fatal marks of llell ! 

BuKcrNDY. Most horrible! 

Yet we must needs believe a father’s words, 

Who 'gainst his daughter gives his evidence ! 
Dunois.No, no! tlie madman cannot bo belie>cd, 

Who in his child brings shame upon himself ! 

Sour.L {to Johanna), 

O, Maiden, speak ! this fatid silence break ! 

Wo firmly trust thee ! we believe iu thee ! 

One syllabic from thee, one single word, 

Shall be sufiicient — speak! annihilate 
This horrid accusation ! — But declare 
Thine innocence, and we will all believe Uice. 

[Johanna remains motiotdess ; Agnes steps hack 
icilh horror. 

lIiRi:. She's frigliten’d. Horror and astonrohment 
Impede her utterance. — Before a 
So horrible e’en innocence must tremble. 

[He approaches her. 
Collect thyself, Johanna! innocence 
Hath a triumphant look, whose li^tning flash 
Strikes slander to the earth ! In noble wratli 
Arise ! look up, and punish this base doubt, 

An insult to thy holy innoceuce. 

[Johanna remains motionlees; La Hire steps 
back ; the excitement increases. 
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DuMOis.'Why do the people fear — ^the princes tremhle? 

Ill stake my honour on her innocence ! 

Here on the ground I throw my knightly gage«— 
Who now will venture to maintain her guilt? 

[A laud clap of ihtmder ; aU arc horror-struck. 
This, . Answer, by Him whose thunders roll above ! 

Give me the lie. Proclaim thine innocence ; 

Say that the enemy hath not thy heart ! 

[Another clap of thunder^ louder than the first , 
the people fly on all sides. 

Buno. . God guard and save us ! What appalling signs ! 
Duchatel (to the Kino). 

Come, come, my King ! forsake this fearful place ! 
Archbishop (to Johanna). 

1 ask thee in God s name. Art thou thus silent 
From consciousness of innocence or guilt? 

If in thy &vour the dread thunder speaks, 

Touch with thy hand this cross and give a sign ! 
[Johanna remains motionless. More violent 
peals of thunder. The King, Aonf.s Sorkl, 
the Archbishop, Burgundy, La Hire, Du- 
ciiATEL, retire. 

Scene XII. 

Dunois, Johanna. 

DuNOis.Tbou art my wife — I have believed in thee 

From the first glance, and I am still unchanged. 

In thee 1 have more fiuth than in these signs. 

Than in the thunder s voice, which speaks above. 

In noble anger thou art silent thus ; 

Envelop'd in thy holy innocence, 

Thou scomest to refute so base a charge. 

— Still scorn it, maiden, but confide in me ; 

I never doubted of thine innocence. 

Speak not one word — only extend thy hand. 

In pledge and token, tlmt thou wilt confide 
In my protection and thine own good cause. 

[lie extepidf his hand to her; she turns from him 
ivith a cSnvulsive motion ; he remains trans- 
fiseed with horror. 
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Scene Xlll. 

Johanna, Ducuatel, Dunoib, qfiencardi Raimond. 

Duchatkl {returninjgi), 

JobanDa d'Arc! uninjured from the town 
The King permits you to depart The gates 
Stand open to you. Fear no injuiy, — 

You are protected by the royal word. 

Come follow me, Duuois ! — ^You cannot here 
Longer abide with honour. — ^What an issue ! 

[He retires. Dukois recovers from his stupor, 
casts one took upon Johanna, and retires., 
She remains standing for a moment quite 
alone. At length Raimond appears: he re- 
gards her for a time with silent sorrow, and 
then approaching takee her hand. 

Raim. • Embrace this opportunity. The streets 

Are empty now. — Your hand! 1 will conduct you. 

[On perceiving him, she gives the first sign of con- 
sciousness. She gazes on him fiseedlg, and 
looks up to Heaven ; then taking his hand, she 
retires. 


ACT V. 

A wild wood: charcoal-burners' huts in the distance. It is 
quite dark ; violent thunder and lightning ; firing heard at 
intervals. 

Scene I. 

CuABcoAL-BunNEB and his Wife. 

Ch. B. This is a fearful storm, the heavens seem 

As they would vent themselves in streams of fire ; 

So thick the darkness which usurps the day. 

That one might see the stars. The angry winds 
Bluster and howl like spirits loosed from Hell. 

The firm earth trembles, and the aged elms, 
Groaning, bow down their venerable tops. 

Yet this terrific tumult, o*er our heads, 

Which teacheth gentleness to savage leasts. 
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Ro that they seek the shelter of their caves, 
Appeaseth not the bloody strife of men — 

Amidst the rugiiig of the vind and storm, 

At intervals is h(*ar(l the cannon's roar ; 

Ro near the liostilc armaments approach, 

The wood alone doth })art them ; any hour 
^[ay see them mingle in the shock of battle. 

May (rod protect u-* then I — Our enemies. 

Not long ago, wove vanquish'd and dispersed. 

How comes it, that they trouble us again ? 

Because they now no longer fear tbe King. 

Rince that tbe Miiid turned out to be a witch 
At Rlieima, the devil aidetb us no longer, 

And things have gone against us. 

Who comes hero ? 

Scene IL 

ILvihond and Jouanna enter. 

Raim. . See ! here are cottages ; in them at least 

Wo may find shelter from the raging storm. 

You are not able longer to endure it. 

Three days already you have wander'd on, 

Shunning the eve of man — wild herbs and roots 
Your only nourishment. Come enter in. 

Those are kind-heatted cottagers. 

[Tbe stoi'^n subsides; the air gram bright and 
clear. 

Charcoal-Burner. You seem 

To need refre.sbment and rt'pose — you’re welcome 
To what our humble roof can offer you ! 

Wife. . What has a tender maid to do with aims? 

Y'et truly ! these are rude and troublous times, 
When even women don the coat of mail ! 

The Queen herself, proud Isabel, 'tis said, 

Appears in oimour in the hostile cani]> ; 

And a young rnnid, a shepherd's lowly daughter. 

Has led the armies of our lord the King. 

Cn. B. What sayest thou ? Enter the hut, and bring 
A goblet of refreshment for the damsel. 

the hut. 


Wife. . 

Ch. B. 

Wife. 
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Kaimond {to Johahna). 

All men, you see, are not bo cruel ; here 
E’en in the wilderness are gentle hearts. 

Cheer up! the pelting storm hath spent its rage. 

And, l>eamiug peacefully, the son declines. 

Cu. B. I fancy, as you travel thus in arms, 

You seek the army of the King. — Take heed ! 

Not {at remote the English are encamp’d, 

Their troops are roaming idly tlirough the wood 
B VINT. . Alas for us ! how Uion can we escape ? 

Cii B. Stay here till from the town my hoy returns, 

He shall conduct you safe by secret paths. 

You need not fear — ^we know each hidden way. 
riAixiOND (to Johanna). 

Put oft your helmet and your coat-of-mail, 

They will not now protect you, but betray. 

[Johanna shakes her head, 
Cu. B. The maid seems very sad — ^hiish ! who comes here? 

Scene III. 

CuARcoAL-BuiiNEii s WiFE coms out of tJis hut with a howl, 
A Boy. 

'^VIl‘E. . It is our boy, whom we es^pected back. 

[To Johanna. 

Drink, noble maiden 1 may God bless it to you ! 
Chacoal-Bubner {to his son). * 

Art come, Anet? What news? 

[The hoy looks at Johanna, who is just ramng 
the howl to her lips ; he recognises her^ steps 
forwm d and snatches it from her. 

Boy. O mother! mother 1 

Whom do you entertain ? This is the witch 
Of Orleans! 

CiLUlCOAL-BURNElt lus ’WiTE). 

( I od Le gracious to our souls ! 

[They cross themselves and 

Scene IV. 

Baimonu, Johanna. 

Johanna (calmly mid gently). 

Thou seest, I am follow’d by the curse. 
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And all fly from me. Bo thou leave me too ; 

Seek safety for thyself. 

Raihond. I leave thee I now ! 

Alas who then would bear thee company? 

JoxiAK. 1 am not unaccompanied. Thou host 

Heard the loud thunder rolling o'er my bead. 

My destiny conducts me. Do not fear ; 

Without my seeking 1 shall reach the goal. 

Haim. . And whither wouldst thou go ? Here stand our foes. 
Who have against thee bloody vengeance sworn — 
There stand our people, who have banish'd thee — 
Johan. Nought will befall me but what Heaven ordains. 
Ratm. . Who will provide thee food ? and who protect thee 
From savage beasts, and still more savage men ? 

Who cherish thee in sickness and in grief? 

Johan. I know all roots and healing herbs ; my sheep 

Taught me to know the poisonous from the wln^csome. 
1 understand the movements of the stars. 

And the clouds' flight; 1 also hear the sound 
Of hidden spring. Man hath not many uants. 

And nature richly ministers to life. 

Raimono {uizing her hand). 

Wilt thou not look within ? Ob wilt thou not 
Repent thy sin, be reconciled to God, 

And to the bosom of the Church return ? 

Johan. Thou hold'st me guiHV of this heavy sin ? 

Raiic. . Needs must I — thou didst silently confess — 

Johan. Thou, who hast followed me in misery, 

The only being who continued true. 

Who clave to me when all the world forsook, 

Thou also hold’st me for a reprobate, 

Who hath renounced her God— 

[Raihond is silenU 
Oh this is liard ! 

Raihond (in aetonishmmi). 

And thou wert really then no sorceress? 

Johan. A sorceress ! 

Raihond. " And all these miracles 

Thou hast accomplish'd through the power of God 
And of his holy saints ? 

Johanna* Through whom besides ? 
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Bauc. . And tbou wert silent to tliat fearful charge ? 

Thou speakest now, and yet before the King, 

When words would have avaird thee, thou wert dumb ! 
JoHAK. 1 silently submitted to the doom 

Which God, my lord and master, o*er me hung 
Raiu. . Thou couldst not to thy father aught rroly ? 

Johan. Coming from him, meuought it came from God ; 

And fatherly the chastisement will prove. 

HAnr. . The heavens themselves bore witness to thy guilt ! 
Johan. The heavens spoke, and therefore 1 was silent. 

Eaim. . Thou with one word couldst clear thyself, and ]iast« 
In this unhappy error left the world ? 

Johan. . It was no error — *twas the will of Heaven. 

Eaih. . Thou iunoceutly sufTeredst this shame, 

And no complaint proceeded from thy lips ! 

— I am amazed at thee, I stand o'erwhelm'd. 

My heart is troubled in its inmost depths 
Most gladly I receive the word as truth, 

For to believe thy guilt was hard indeed. 

But could I ever dream a human heart 
Would meet in silence such a fearful doom ! 

Johan. Should I desene to he Heaven's messenger, 

Unless the Master's will I blindly honour'd? 

And I am not so wretched as thou thinkest. 

I feel privation — this in bumble life 
Is no misfortune ; I'm*a fugitive, — 

But in the waste I leam'd to know myself. 

When honour's dazzling radiance round me shone, 
There was a painful struggle in my breast ; 

I was most wretched, when to all I seem'd 
Most worthy to be envied. — ^Now my mind 
Is heal'd once more, and this fierce storm in nature, 
Which thraaten'd your destruction, w'as my friend ; 
It purified alike the world and me ! 

I feel an inward peace — and, come what may, 

Of no more weakness am I conscious now I 
Haim. Oh let us hasten ! come, let us proclaim 
Thine innocence aloud to all the world! 

Johan. He who sent this delusion will dispel it! 

The fruit of fate falls only when "as ripe ! 

A day is coming that will clear my name, 

When those who now condemn and banish me, 
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Will see their error and will weep my doom. 

Kaim. . And slmll I wait in silence, until chance — 

Johanna (gently taking his hand). 

Thy sense is shrouded by an earthly veil. 

And dwolleth only on external things. 

Mine eye hath gazed on the invisible ! 

—Without perinission from our God no hair 
Fulls from the head of man. — Seest thou the sun 
Declining in the west? So certainly 
As mom roturneth in her radiant light, 

Infallibly the day of truth shall come ! 

Scene V. 

Queen Is.\uel, with soldiers, appears in the background. 

Isabel (behind the scene). 

This is the way toward tho English camp! 

Daim. .Alas! the foe! 

[The soldiers advance, and perceiving Johanna 
fall hack in terror. 

Isabel. What now obstructs the march ? 

Sold. . May God protect us ! 

Isabel. Do ye see a spirit ? 

How! Are ye soldiers? Ye are cowards all! 

[She presses forward, but starts back on beholding 
the Maiden. 

"What do I sec ! 

[She collects herself quickly and approaches her. 
Submit thyself ! Thou art 

]\ry prisoner I 

Johanna. I am 

[Ratmond flics in despair. 

Isabel (to the soldiers). Lay her in cliains ! 

[The soldiers timidly approach the Maiden : she 
. extends her arms and is chained. 

Is this tlie mighty, tlie terrific one. 

Who chased your warriors like a flock of lambs. 
Who, powerless now, cannot protect herself? 

Doth she work miracles with credulous fools, 

And lose her influence when she meets a man ? 

(To the IVIaiden. 

Why didst thou leave the army ? Where ’s Dunois, 
Thy knight and thy protector? 
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I am banisbod. 

[Isabel, stepping back astonished. 
Isabel. Wliat say ’& t thou ? Thou art bmiishcd ? By th<' 1 )anphin ? 
Johan. Inquire no further ! I am in thy power, 

Decide my fate. 

Isabel Banish’d, because thou hast 

Snatched him from ruin, placed iij^n his brow 
The crown at Rlieims, and made him king of Fmnce? 
Banish’d ! Therein I recognise my son ! 

— Conduct her to the camp, and let the host 
Behold the phantom before whom they trembled ! ' 
She a magician ? Her sole magic lies 
In your delusion and your cowardice ! 

She is a fool who sacrificed herself 
To save her king, and reapeth for her pains 
A king’s reward — Bear h«‘r to Lionel. 

The fortune of the French I send him bound ; 

111 follow her anon. 

Johanna. To Lionel? 

Slay me at once, ere send me unto him. 

Lsaoel (fo the soldiers). 

Obey your orders, soldiers ! Bear her henec ! [Exit* 

Scene VI. 

Johanna, Soij>ilrs. 

Johanna (to the soldiers). 

Ye English, suffer not that I escape 
Alive out of your hands! Revenge yoniNel\cs 1 
Unsheath your weapons, plunge them in my lieart, 
And drag me lifeless to your general’s ieet ' 
Remember, it was I, who slew your heroes. 

Who never showed compassion, who poured foith 
Torrents of English blood, who, from your sons, 
Siiatclied the sweet pleasure of reCumiug home ! 
Take now a bloody vengeance 1 Murder me ! 

I now am in your poyer ; 1 may perchance 
Not always be so wet^. 

Conductor of the Soldiers. Obey the Queen ! 

Johan. Must I be yet more wretched tWn I was ! 

Unpitying Virgin ! Heavy is thy hand ! 

Hast thou completely thruet me from thy favour ? 
No God appears, no angel shows hiinH<df ; 
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Closed are Heaven's portals, miracles have ceased. 

[She follows the Soldiers. 

Scene VII. 

The French Camp, 

Dunois, between the Archbishop and Duchatel. 

Arch. . Conquer your sullen indignation. Prince ! 

llctuni with us ! Gome back unto your King ! 

In lliis emergency abandon not 

The general cause, \vhen we are sorely pressed. 

And stand in need of your heroic arm. 

Dunois. Why are ye sorely pressed ? Why doth the foe 
Again exalt himself? all was achieved; — 

Franco was triumphant — ^war was at an end ; — 

The saviour you have banished ; you henceforth 
May save youraelves ; 111 not again behold 
The camp wherein the Maid abideth not. 
DccnAT.Think better of it. Prince ! Dismiss us not 
With such an answer! 

Di NO IS. Silence, Duchatel ! 

You 're hateful to me ; I'll hear nought from you ; 
You were the first who doubted of her truth. 

Arch. . Who had not wavered on that fatal day, 

And been boivildered, when so many signs 
Bore evidence againt her ! We were stunned. 

Our hearts were crushed beneath the sudden blow. 
— Who in that hour of dread could weigh the proofs ? 
Our calmer judgment now returns to us. 

We see the Maid, as when she walked with us. 

Nor have we any fault to charge her with. 

We are perplexed ; — ^we fear that we have doue 
A grievous wrong. — The King is penitent. 

The Duke remorseful, comfomess La Hire, 

And eveiy heart doth shroud itself in wo. 

Dunois. She a deluder? If celestial truth 

Would clothe herself m a corporeal form. 

She needs must choose the features of the Maiden. 
If purity of heart, faith, innocence. 

Dwell anywhere on earth, upon her lips 
And in her eyes* clear deptns they find their home ! 
Arch. . May the Almighty, through a miracle. 

Shed light upon this awfiu mystery, 
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Which baffles human insight. — Howsoe'er 
This sad perplexity may be resolved, 

One of tvro grievous sins we have committed ! 

Either in fight we have availed ourselves 
Of hellish anns, or banished hence a saint ! 

And both call down upon this wretched land. 

The vengeance and the punishment of Heaven! 

ScKNE Vlll. 

The same, a Nobleman, afteneards Raimokd. 

Noble. A shepherd youth inquires after your Highness, 

He urgently entreats an interview, 

He says, he comcth from the Maiden — 

Dunois. Haste ! 

Conduct him hither! He doth Come from her! 

[The Nobleman opens the door to Eaimond, 
Donois hastens to meet him. 

Where is she? Where the Maid? 

FiAiMOND. Hail ! noblo Prince ! 

And blessed am I that I find v^itli you 
This holy man, the shield of the o[>prcssod. 

The father of the |>oor and destitute ! 

Dunois. Where is the Maiden? 

Abch, Speak, my son, inform us I 

Kaim. . She is not, sir, a >>icked sorceress! 

To God and all his saints 1 make appeal. 

An error blinds the people. You’ve cast forth 
God’s messenger, you’ve banished innocence ! 

Di Nois. Where is she ? 

Paimond. 1 accompanied her flight 

Towards the wood of Ardennes ; there she hath 
Revealed to me her spirit’s inmost depths 
In torture I’ll expiit*, and will resign 
My hopes of everlasting happiness, 

If she’s not guiltless, sir, of every sin ! 

DvnoiSj The sun in Heaven is not mo^ pure than she ! 
Where is she? Speak! 

Raimond. If God hath turned your hearts, 

Oh hasten, I entreat tou — rescue her—* 

She is a prisoner in toe English camp* 

DrNOiR. A prisoner say you ? 
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Abchbisitop. Poor unfortunate ! 

IUtm. . There in the forest as vre sought for shelter, 

We were encounter’d by Queen l6al>e]. 

Who seized and sent lier to the English host. 

0 from a cruel death dcllTor her 

Who hath full many a time deliver'd you ! 

Dunois. Sound an alarm ! to arms ! up ! beat the drums. 
Forth to the field ! Let France appear in arms ! 

The crown and the palladium are at stake ! 

Our honour is in pledge ! risk blood and life ! 

She must bo rescued ere the day is done ! 

[Exit, 

A vcatch tower — aw opening above. 

Scene IX. 

.Toitanna and Lionel 
Fastoli'E (cnte7‘ing hastily). 

The people can no longer be rrstruiii’d. 

With fury they demand the Maiden's death. 

In vain your opposition. Let her die, 

And throw her head down from tlie battlements ! 
Her blood alone will satisfy the host. 

Isabel {coming in). 

With ladders they begin to scale the walls. 

Appease the angry people ! W^ill you wait 
Till in blind fury they o’erthrow the tower, 

And we beneath its ruins are destroy'd? 

Protect her here you cannot. — Give her up ! 

Lionel. Let them stonn on ! In fury let them rage ! 

Firm is this castle, and beneatli its ruins 

1 will be buried ere 1 yield to them. 

— Johanna, answer me ! only be mine. 

And 1 will shield thee 'gainst a world in arms. 
Isabel. Are you a man? 

Lionel. Thy friends have cast thee off. 

To thy unmteful country thou dost owe 
Duty and faith no longer. The false cowards 
Who sought thy hand, forsake thee in thy need. 

They for thy honour venture not the fight, 

But 1, against my people and ’gninst thine. 

Will bo thy clmmpion.^Onoe thou didst confess 
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My life was dear to tliee ; in combat then 
I stood before thee as thine enemy, — 

Thou host not now a single friend but me ! 

Johan. Thou art my people's enemy and mine. 

Between us there con be no fellowship. 

Thee 1 can never love« but if thy heart 
Cherish affectiou for me, let it bring 
A blessing on my people. — ^Lead thy troops 
Tar from the borders of my Fatherland ; 

Give up the keys of all the captui'ed towns, 
liCbtore the booty, set the captives free, 

Send hostages the compact to confirm. 

And peace 1 offer thee in my King s name. 

IsATiEL. Wilt thou, a captive, dictate laws to us ? 

Johan. Tt must be done ; 'tis useless to delay. 

Never, oh never, will this land endure 
The FiOglish yoke ; sooner will Franco become 
A mighty sepulchre for England’s hosts, 
l^'allen iu battle are your bravest chiefs. 

Think how you may achieve a safe retreat ; 

Your fame is iorfeitod, your power is lost. 

Isabel. Can you endure her raving insolence ? 

Scene X. 

A Caftain e»ter$ htutily, 

Capi. . Haste, general ! Prepare the host for battle ! 

The French with flying banners come this way, 
Their shining weapons glitter in the vale. 

Johanna {with enthusiasm). 

My people come this way ! Proud England, now, 
Forth in the field ! now boldly must you fight ! 
Fasiol. Deluded woman, moderate your joy ! 

You will not see the issue of this day. 

Johan. My friends will win the fight and I shall die ! 

The gallant heroes need my arm no more. 

Lionel. These dastard enemies I seem ! Th^ havo 
In twenty battles fled before our arms. 

Ere this heroie Maiden fou^tfor thml 
All the whole nation 1 des|m, save one, 

And this one tl^ have banish'd. — Oome, Fastolfe, 
We soon will give them each notlier iaf 
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As that of Poictiera, and of Agincourt. 

Do you remain ivithiii the fortress, Queen, 

And guard the Maiden till the fight is o er« 

I leave for your protection fifty knights. 

FabtoIi. How ! general, shall we inarch against the foe 
And leave this raging fury in our rear ? 

JoHAH What ! can a fetter'd woman frighten thee ? 

Lionel. Promise, Johanna, not to free thyself! 

Johan. To free myself is now my only wish. 

Isabel. Bind her with triple chains ! I pledge my life 
That she shall not escape. 

[She 18 howid with heavy chains. 
Lionel (to Johanna). Thou will'st it so ! 

I'hou dost compel us ! still it rests with thee ! 
Benounco the Frenph, — the English banner bear, 
And thou art free, and these rude savage men 
Who now desire thy blood shall do thy will ! 
Fastolpe (firgently). 

Away, away, my general ! 

Johanna. Spore thy words ! 

The French are drawing near. — Defend thyself! 

(Trumpets sound, IjIONEL hastens forth 
Fastol. You know your duty. Queen ! if Fate declares 
Against us, should you see our people fiy — 

Isabel (showing a dagger). 

Fear not ! She shall not live to see our fall. 
Fastolfe (to Johanna). 

Thou knowest what awaits thee, now implore 
A blessing on the weapons of thy people ! [Exit. 

Scene XI. 

Isabel, Johanna, Soldiers. 

Johan. Ay ! that I will ! no power can hinder me. 

Hark to that sound, the war march of my people ! 
How its triumphant notes inspire my heart! 

Buin to England! victoiy to France ! 

Up, Taliaiit oountiymen! The Maid is near: 

She cannot, as of yore, before you bear 
Her banner — she is bound with heavy chains ; 

But freely from her prison soars her soul. 

Upon the pinions of your batde song. 
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Isabel (fo a Soldier). 

Ascend the mtch-tower which commands the field, 
And thence report the progress of the fight. 

[Soldier ascends. 

Johan. Courage, my people ! Tis the finaJ struggle — 
Another \ictory, and the foe lies low! 

Isabel What see'st thou ? 

Soldier. They Ve already in close fight. 

A furious warridT, on a Barhair steed, 

In tigers skin, leads forward the gens d'armes. 
Johan. That's Count Dunois! on, gallant warrior! 

Conquest goes with thee. 

Soi.uiLK. The Bufgundian duke 

Attacks the bridge. 

Ihvdel. Would that ten hostile spears 

Might his perfidious heaft transfix, the traitor! 

Sot d. . Lord Fastolfe gallantly opposes him. 

Kow they dismouut^thoy combat man to man, 

Our people and the troops of Burgundy. 

]s\ni L. Behold St thou not the Dauphin? See'st thou not 
The royal banner wave? 

Sot dtlr. A cloud of dust 

Sljroud^ tiling. 1 can distinguish nought. 
JoH\N. Had he my eyes, or stood I there luoft, 

The smallebt speck would not elude my gaze ^ 

Tlie wild fowl I con number on the wing. 

And mark the falcon in bis towering flight. 

Sold. . There is a fearful tumult near the trench ; 

The chiefs, it seems, the nobles, combat there. 
IsiiiLL. Still doth our banner wave? 

SoLDirn. It proudly floats. 

JoH^N. Could I look through the loopholes of the wall, 

I vrith my glance the battle would control ! 

Sold. . Alas ! What do 1 see ! Our general 's 
Surrounded by the foe ! 

Isabel {points the dagger at Johanna). Die, wretch ! 

Soldier (quicklg). He^free I 

The gallant Fastolfe in the rear attacks 
The enemy — he breaks their serried ranks. 

Isabel {withdrawing Hu dagger). 

There spoke tliy angel ! 


p F 
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Sorj)iEn. Victory! They fly! 

Isabel. Who fly? 

Soldier. The French and the Burgundians fly ; 

The field is cover’d o’er wiUi fugitives. 

Johan. My (lod ! Thou wilt not thus abandon me ! 

Sold. . Yonder they lead a sorely wounded knight ; 

The people rush to aid him — he ’s a prince. 

IsABEi. One of our country, or a son of France ? 

Sold. . They loose his helmet— -it i#Count Duiiois. 

Johanna [arizt^s her fetters irith eonvtdsive violence). 

And I am nothing but a fetter’d woman ! 

Sold. . liook jHBer ! Wha the azure mantle wears, 
BordertRnth gold * 

Johanna. That is my Lord, the King. 

Sold. . Ilia home ia restive, plunges, rears, and fallb — 

He struggles lianl to extricate himself — 

I Johanna accompanies these words with passionate 
movements. 

Our troops are pressing on in full career, 

They near him, reach him — they surround him now. 
Joii\N. Oh, have the heavens above no angels more! 

Isabel [laughing scornfully). 

Now ia the time, Deliverer — now deliver ! 

Johanna {throws herself upon her knees, and prays with pas- 
sionate violence). 

Hear me, 0 God, in my extremity ! 
in fervent supplication up to 'i'hee, 

Up to thy heaven above, I send my soul. 

'The fragile texture of a spider’s web. 

As a ship’s cable, thou canst render strong ; 

£aay it is to thine omnipotence 

To change these fetters into spiders' webs — 

Command it, and these mas^ chaina shall &11, 

And these thick walls be rent Thou, Lord, of old 
Didst strengthen Samson, when, enchain'd and blind, 
He bore the^ bitter acorn of his proud foes. 

Trusting in thee, he seized with mighty power 
The pillars of his priscHi, bow'd himself, 

And overthrew the structure. 


Soldier. 


Ts.ujel. 


Triumpli! 


How? 
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Sold. . Tho King is ta'cita 

Johanna [springing up ), Then Ood be gi'acious to .me! 

[She seize^ ehaine violently with both hands, 
and hr03ts (firm asunder. At the same moment 
rushinff ^Hjjjin the nearest soldier^ she seizes his 
mcord mA hurries out. All gaze ajter her, 
transfltM with astonishmenU 


Stmmt XJI. 

The same^ mfMut Johanna. 

IsABLL {after a long pause). 

How was it ? Did 1 dream? Where Is she gone ? 
How did she breaJt those ponderous iron chains? 

A world could not have made me credit it. 

If I had not beheld it with thcbC eyes. 

RoLDiLit {from the tower). 

How ? Hath she wings } Hath the wind homo her 
down ? 

IsAimi.. Is she below? 

SoiDirn. Bhe strides amidst the fight: 

Tier course outspeeds my sight — Now she is here — 
Now there — I see her everywhere at once ! 

— She separates the troops — ^oll yield to her ; 

Tho scatter’d B^rencb collect — they form anew ! 

— ^Alas ! what do I sec ! Our people cast 
Their weapons to the ground, our banners sink — 
IsADEi.. What! Will shc^natch from us the victory ? 

Hold. . She presses forward, right towards the King. 

She reaches him — she bears him from the iiglit— 
Lord Fastolfe falls — ^the general is ta’en ! 

Isabel. 1 11 hear no more. Come donm ! 

Sold. . Fly, Queen ! you will be taken by surprise. 

Aim’d soldiers are advancing tow’rds the tower. 

[He eornes dom, 

Isabel (drawing her sword). 

Then tight, ye cowards. 


F F 2 
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Scene XIII. 

liA Ilrni':, with toldien. At ha rntrance the peopU oj the 
Queen lay down their arm. 

La Hire (appioachbuj her reepectfulhj). 

Queen, submit yourself— 
Your knigbts have yielded — to resist i<i vain ! 

— Accept my proffer’d services. Command 
Wliere you ^vould be conducted. 

Isabel. Everyplace 

The s^m^ wliere 1 encounter not the Dauphin. 

her swoiil^ and follotoB him with the 

ioldieis. 


The Scene changes to the battle field. 

Scene XIV. 

Soldiers with fiying banners occupy the background. Before 
them the Kino and the Duke of Burgundy appear y bearing 
Johanna in their anns; she is mortally wounded , and ap- 
parently lifeless. They advance slowly to the front of the 
stage, Aqnes Sobel rushes in. 

Soukl {throwing herself on th^ bosom of the Kino). 

You ’re free — ^j^ou live — I have you back again ! 

Kino. , Yes, I am free — I am so at this price ! 

[Pointing to Johanna. 

SoBEL. Julianna! — God I she’s d}ing! 

Buboundy. She is gone ! 

An angel passetli hence ! See, how she Ties, 

Easy and tranquil, like a sleeping child ! 

The peace of Heaven around her features plays. 

I’he breath of life no longer heaves her breast. 

But vital warmth still lingers in her hand. 

IviNO. . She *8 gone! — She never will awaken more, 

Her eye uill gaze no more on earthly things. 

She soars oil high, a spirit glorified. 

She seeth not our grief, our penitence. 

SoREL. Her eyes unclose — she lives ! 

Burgundy (in astonishment). Can she return 

Back from the grave, triumphant e’en o’er death ? 
She riseth up ! She staudeth ! 
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Johanna {standing ttp, and loohing rotmd). Where am I ? 
Buiio. . With thine own peojple, Maiden *with thy friends! 
Kino. . Supported by thy fiicnd, and by thy King. 

Johanna {after looking at him fixedly for some time). 

No! I am not a sorceress! Indeed 
I am not one. 

Kino. Thou ’rt holy, as an anwl ; 

A cloud of error dimmVl our mental sight. 

JoHAKKA {gazing round her trith a joyful smile). 

And am 1 really, then, among my friends, 

And am no more rejected and desnised ? 

Tliey curse me not— kindly they look on me ! 

— Yes, all around me now seems clear again ! 

That is my King ! — the hannera these of Fmnce ! 
My banner I behold not — ^where is it? 

Without my banner I dare not appear; 

To me it was confided by my Lord, 

And I before his throne must lay it down; 

I there may show it, for I bore it truly. 

King {aveiiing his face). 

Give her the banner! 

[It is given to her. She stands quite unsupported, 
the banner in her hand. The heaven is illu- 
mined hy a rosy light 

JoiiAN. See you tlie rainbow yonder in the air? 

Its golden portals Heaven doth nide unfold, 

Amid the angel choir she radiant stands, 

The eternal Son she claspeth to her breast. 

Her arms she stretcheth forth to me in love. 

How is it with me? Light clouds bear me up — 

My ponderous mail becomes a winged robe ; 

I mount — I fly — back rolls the dwindling earth— 
Brief is the sorrow— endless is the joy ! 

[Her banner falls, and the sinh lifeless on the 
ground. All remain for some time in speech- 
less sorrow. Upon a signal from the King, dll 
the banners are gently placed over her, so that 
she is entirely concealed by them. 




ON THE 


USE OF THE CHORDS 

T N T U A a v: D Y. 


A PoBTiCAL work mu&t -vindicate itiielf if the execution be deiectire^ Uttk‘ 
aid can be derired from commentaries. 

On these {rrounds^ I might safely leave the Chorus to be its own advocate, 
if We had ever seen it presented in an npprupiinte inaiinvr. But it must be 
remombored that a dramatic composition hrst assumes ilte character of a 
whole by means of representation on the stage. The Poet supplies only the 
words, to which, in a Ijk rival ttm^edy, music uiid iliythmical motion are essential 
accessories. It follows, then, that if the Chorus is deprived of accompaniments 
appealing so powerfully to the senses, it will appear a superfluity in the 
economy of the drunui — a mere hindrance to the development of the plot— de- 
structive to the illusion of the scene, and wenrisonie to the spectators. 

To do justice to the Choru*t, more especially if our aims in Poetry be of 
a grand and elevated elianicter, we must transport ourselves from the actual 
to a possible stage. It is the privilege of Art to furnish for itself whatever 
is requisite, and the accidental deficiency of auxiliaries ought not to confine 
the plastic imagination of the F<iet. Ue aspirt's to whatever is most dignified, 
he labours to realise the ideal in his o-wn mind — though in the ezi'cution of hit 
purpose he must niMids accommodate himself to circunistanceB. 

The nsaortion so commonly made, that the J’ublic degrades Art, is not well 
founded. It is the ortist that brings the Public to the level of his own oon- 
ceptioiis ; and, in (‘very age in w'hick Art has gone to decay, it has fidkan 
through its professors. The People need feeling alone, and feding they 
possess. They take their station Wfore the curtain with an unvoiced loi|g- 
uig^ with a multilorioui capacity. They bring with them an aptitude fiir 
what is liighest — they derive the greatest pleasure from what is judicious and 
true ; and if, with these powers of appreciation, they begin to be tatisfiod 
with inferior productions, still, if they have once tasted what is excellent^ 
th(|y will, in the end, insist oii having it supplied to them. 

It is sometimes objected that the Poet may labour aecarding to an Idaal— 
thoi the critic may judge from ideas, but that mere executive art is spljaet 
to contingencies, and depends fiir efli^t on the occasion. Ilnna^rs will bo 
obstinate ; actors ore bmt on display — the audience is inattootive and un- 
ruly. Their object is roUxatioD, and they are disappointed if mental exortiom 
be loqiiired, when they expected only amnsement But if the Theatao bo 
made instrumental towards higher objects, the pleasure of tbo speetatsr will 
not be incrensj^ but ennobkd. It will be a diveiiion, but a poelM 
one. All An is dedicated to pleasure, and tborecaa be no higher and wartbier 
end tboa to make men happy. The tnie An is the! whieb pnwblte 
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degree of pleasure; and this consists in ihc nlmndonmeiit of tbe 
spirit to tne free play of all its fttculiics. 

Every one expects from the imaginutiie arts a certain cmandpatiou from 
the bounds of reality : we are willinst to give a §cope to Fancy, and 
recreate ourselves with the possible. The nvin who expects it the least 
will nevertheless forget his ordinary pursuits, his overy-day existence and 
ittdiTidaality, and experience delight from uncommon incidents : — ^if he be 
of a serious turn of mind, he will acknowledge on the stage that moral 
government of the world which he fiiils to discover in real life. But he is, 
at the same time, perfectly aware that all is an empty show, and that, in a 
true sense, ho is feeding only on dreams. When he returns from the theatre 
to the world of rcaUtios, be is again compressed within its narrow bounds; 
he is its denisen as before — for it remiutiB what it was, and in him nothing 
has been changed. What, then, has he gained beyond a momentary illusive 
pleasure which vanished with the occasion 1 

It is because a passing recreation is alone desired, that a mere show of 
truth is thought sufficient. I mean that proliahility or viaisemblance 
which is so highly esttn^med, but which the cpinnionest workers arc able 
to substitute for the true. 

Art has for its object not merely to afford a tnin&ient pleasure, to excite 
to a momentary dream oflibert} ; its aim is to make us absolutely free ; and this 
it accomplishes by awakening, exercising, and perfecting in us a power to remove 
to an objective distance the sensible world ; (« hich othen^ ise only burdens us as 
ragged matter, and presses us down with a brute influence ;> to transform it 
into the free working of onr spirit, and thus acquire a dominion over the nui> 
terial by means of ideas. For the very raaion also that true Art requires some- 
what of the objective and real, it is not satisfied with a show of truth. It rears 
its ideal edifice on Truth itself— on the solid and deep foundations of Nature. 

But how Art can be at once nltc^ether ideal, yet in the strictest sense 
nol ; — ^how it can entirely leave the actual, and yet harmonixe with Nature, 
ia a problem to the multitude : — and hence the distorted \iews which prevail 
in regard to poetical and plastic works ; for to ordinaiy' judgments these two 
leqnisiles seem to counteract each other. 

It is commonlv supposed that one may be attained by the sacrifice of the 
other:— 4lio result is a foilnre to arrive at either. One to whom nature has 


oivm A true feniibility, but denied the plastic iamginative power, will be a 
fldthfdl pointer of the real ; he will adapt casual appeamnees, but never catch 
the anirit of Nature. Ho will only reproduce to ns the matter of the world, 
whieli, not being our own work, the product of our creative spirit, can never 
have Ihe beneficent opemtion of Art, eff which the essence is firaedom. Serious, 
indeed, but unpleasi^, is the cost of thought with which such an artist and 
poet ditmiseee us ; — ^we feel ourselves painfully thrust back into the narrow 
sphere of reality by means of the very art which ought to have emancipated 
HI. On the other hand, a nriler, endowed with a lively fimey, but destitute 
of warmth and individuality of foeling, wiU not concern himself in the least 
about truth ; he will sport with the stuff of the worid, and endeavour to 
•arpriie by whimsical eombinmlMQS ; and as hii whole performanee is no* 
thlw but foam and glitter, be will, it is true, engage the attenthm for a time, 
but Mild up and confinn iiolhiM in tbe undeislandiiig. His playftilness is. 
Eke tbe gmrity of the other, Sbosoughly unpeetoL To etring together at 
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will fimtaatical imiigeii ii^not to tniTel into the realm of the ideal ; and the 
imitative reproduction of the actual cannot be called the reprcientation of na« 
ture. Both requieites itand ao little in cdntnidietion to each other that 
they are rather one and the mme thing ; that Art if only true ineomuch as it alto- 
pother forsakes the actual, and becomes purely ideal. Nature herself is .an 
idea of the mind, and is never presented to the senses. She lies under the 
veil of appearances, but is herself never apparent. T#the art of the ideal 
alone is lent, or rather, absolutely given, the privilege to grasp the spirit of 
the All, and bind it in a corpored form. 

Tet, in truth, even Art cannot present it to the senses, but by means of her 
creative power to the imaginative faculty alone ; and it is thus tliat she becomes 
more true than all reality, and more real than all experience. It follows 
from these premises that the artist can use no single element taken from 
reality as he finds it — that his work must be ideal in all its parts, if it be 
designed to have, as it were, an intrinsic reality, and to harmonize u ith 
nature. 

What is true of Art and Poetry, in the abstract, holds good as to their 
various kiiids*! and we may vply what has been advanced to the subject of 
tragedy. In this departmenffit is still necessary to controvert the ordinary 
notion of the natural, with which poetry is altogether incompatible. A certain 
ideality bos been allowed in painting, though I fear, rather for conventional 
reasons, than on grounds of conviction; but in dramatic works what is de- 
sired is illusion, which, if it could be accomplished by means of the actuol, 
would be, at best, a paltry deception. All the externals of a theatrical re- 
presentation are opposed to this notion ; nil is merely a symbol of the real. 
The day itself in a theatre is on artiirial one ; the metrical dialogue is itself 
ideal ; yet the conduct of the play must forsooth be real, and the general effect 
sacrifice to a part. Thus the French, who have utterly misconceived the 
ipirit of the ancients, adopted on their stage the unities of time and p^e in 
the most common and empirical sense ; as though there were any place but 
the hare ideal one, or any other time than the mere sequence of the in- 
cidents. 

By the introduction of a metrical dialogue on important progress has been 
made towards the poetical Tragedy. A few lyrical dramas have been success- 
ful on the sta^, and Poetry, by its own living cncigy, has triumphed over 
prevailing prejudices. Bat so long as these erroneous views are entgrtoined 
little has b^n doiM-^for it is not enough barely to tolerate as a poetic licence that 
which, is in truth, the essence of all poetry. The introduction of the Chorus 
would be the last and decuive step ; and U it only served this end, namely, to 
declare open and honoaiahle warfare against naturalism in art, it would he 
for ns a uving wall which Tmgedy had drawn aronnd herself, to guard her 
from contact with the world of reality, and maintain her own ideu soil, her 
poetical freedom. 

It is well known that the Cheek tng^y had its origm in the Chonis ; 
and tboQgh, in process of time, it became independent, still it may be said that 
poetically, and in spirit, the Chorus was the source of its eziitence, and 
that without them persevering supporters and witnesMs of the in- 
cident n totally difierent oedor of poetry would have grown eat of the 
dimm. The abolition of the Chorus, and tho debasement ef this seMibly 
poweM organ into the chaiidsileoi suhitilate ef m confidant, ia, if no 
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nrnuifl, lucL an improTcment ia trogedj w the French, and their imitataM, 
would have it nf^oaed to be. 

The old Tragedy, which at first only concerned itself with gods, hocoea 
and kingly mti^u^ the Chorus as an essential accompaniment The poets 
found it in nature, and for that reason employed it It grew out of the 
poetical aspect of real life. In the new Tragedy it becomes an organ of art 
whidi aids in making the poetry prominent The modern poet no longer 
finds the Chorus ia uature ; he must needs create and iutniduce it poetically ; 
that is, he must resolve on such an adaptation of his story as will admit of its 
retrocession to those primitive times, and to that simple form of life. 

Tho Chorus thus renders more substantial service to the modem drama- 
tist than to the old poet — and for this reason, that ittransfoniift the common- 
place actual world into the old poetical one ; that it enables him to dis^icnse 
with oil that is mpngnant to poetry, and conducts him back to the most sim- 
ple, origuial, and genuine motives uf action. The piibioes of kings ore in these 
days closc'd — -(‘ourts of justice liu\e been transferred from the gates of cities 
to the interior of buildings ; wntiug has narrowed the proviuce uf bpeech ; 
tho people itsedf — the bciiaibly living iniiss-— when it does not o^ierate us brute 
force, lus become a part of tlic civil polity, and thereby an abstract idea in 
our minds ; the deities have returned within the bosoms of inaiikind. The 
pout must reopen the poltici's — he must ]>lacr courts of justice beneath 
the canopy of licaveu — restore the gods, reproduct* every extr 'iiie wliich the 
artificial name of actual life liasaboUbhed — tlirow aside ever}' factitious influence 
on the mind or condition of man which imiiedos the manifestation of his inward 
nature and primitive cluuactei:, ns the btatuary rejt^cts modem cobtume : — and 
of all external circumstances adopts nothing but what is paljiable in the 
liighest of forms—that of humanity. 

But pR'ciscly as the ijaiutcr throw s around his figure's draperies of ample 
volume, to fill up the space of liis pictuie richly and gniu*lully, to arrange iU 
several parts iu harmonious masses, to give due play to colour, which charms 
nud refreshes tlie eye — and at once to envelop human furiiis in a spiritual 
veil, Olid make ihc'm vibildc—so the tingic poet inlays und entwines his 
rigidly couUacted ]>lot and the strong outlines of his charai-ters with a tissue 
of lyrical inagnifict'uce, in w'hich, us in flowing robes of puqdo, they move 
finecly and nobly, with a bU-Uuined dignity and exalted repot <>. 

In ^ higher oiganization, the material, or the elemcntaiy, need not be 
visible; the ciieiiiical colour varnishes in the hner tints of the imaginative one. 
The material, how'ever, has its peculiar effect, and may be included in an 
artistical composition. But it must deserve its place by aiiunution, fulness 
and harmony, and give value to the id«.ul forms which it surrounds, instead 
of stifling tliem by itv weij^it. 

Ill respect of the pictoi ial art, this is ob v ious to ordinary apprehension, yet in 
poetry likewise, and in the tragical kind, which is our iiumedute subject 
the same doctrine holds good. Whatever iaacmates the seu&es alone, is 
mere matter, and the rude element of a work of art : — if it take the lead it 
will inevitably destroy the poetical — which lies at the exact medium between 
the ideal and the sensible. But roan is so constituted tiint he is ever im- 
patiout to {KISS froiu what is fiuiciful to w'hat is common ; and reflection must^ 
therefore, have its place even in tragedy. But to ment this place it must, by 
neaBB ol deUverv, , recover what it wants in actual life ; for if the two elements 



ON THE USE OK THE CHORUS TN TRAOKOT. 449 

of poetry, the ideal and tht wuaibk, do not oporatc with an inward inntaatity^ 
they mnat at leait act ai iJl ica o r poetry ii oat of the qaeation. If the 
holonce be not intrinsically perfect, the equipoiae can only be maintained by 
an agitation of both acalea 

This it what the Choma effocts in tragedy. It is, in itself, not an indi- 
Tidual but a general conception, yet it is represented by a palpable body 
which appeals to the senses with an imposing grandeur. It forsakes the 
contracted sphere of the incidents to dilate itself over the past and the future, 
over distant times and nations, and general hnmantty, to deduce the 
grand rcsulU of life, and pronounce the l^ons of wisdom. But all this it 
does with the lull power of fancy — with a bold l^'ricol freedom which as- 
cends, as with g(dlike step, to the topmost height of worldly things ; and it 
effects it ill conjunction with the whole sensible influence of melody and 
rhythm, in tones and movements. 

The Chorus thus exercises a purifying influence on tragic poetr}% inso- 
much as it keeps reflection apart from the incidents, and by this separation 
arms it with a poetical vigour ; as the painter, by meansof a rich drapery, changes 
the ordinary poverty of costume into a charm and an ornament. 

But as the painter finds himself obUgod to strengthen the tone of colour of 
the living subject, in order to counterbalance the material inflnences— so the 
lyrical effusions of the Chof-us impose upon the poet the necessity of a pro- 
]Mirtluiuitc elevation of his general diction. It is the Chorus alone which 
entitles the poet to employ this fulness of tone, which at once clianns tha 
senses, jiervade the spirit and expands the mind. This one giant form on 
his canvas obliges him to luniint all his figures on the cothurnus, and thus im- 
parl a tragical grandeur to his picture. If the Chorus be taken away, the 
diction of the tragedy must genenilly Ik? lowered, or whnt is now great and 
majestic will njipear forced and overstrained. Tlie old Chorus introduced 
into the Franch tragedy would prc'sent it in all its iwverly, and reduce it to 
nothing ; yet, without d<mbt, the saiiie accouipuniment w'ould impart to Sbak- 
sperc’s tragedy its true significance. 

As the Chorus gives life to the language — so also it gi\es repose to the 
action ; but it is that beautiful and lofty reinibc wliich is the characteristic of 
a true work of art. For the mind of the siM>ctator ought to maintain its 
freedom throiigli the most impassioned scenes ; it should not be the mere 
prey of inip»'c?sion««, hut calmly and severely detach itwdf from tlie emo- 
tions which it suffers. The eoniinonplace objection made to tlie Chorus, that 
it disturbs the illusion, and blunts the edge of the fcc]iiig.s is w'hat constitutes 
its highest recoiumcndatiuii ; for it is tliis blind force of the affections which 
the true artist deprecates— tips illusion \n what he disdains to excite. If the 
strokes which Tr.igedy inflicib on our bosoms follow'cd without n».pitc — ^the 
imssiun would overpower the acilon. Wc should mix ourwlves up with tho 
subject matter, and no longer st-and abo\e it. It is hy holding asunder the 
differrmt parts, and stepping between the passions with its composing views, 
that the Chorus restores to us our freedom, which would cIm* be lost in the 
tempest. The charnctiTS of the drama need this intennission in order to 
collect themselves ; for they are no real beings w-ho obey the impulse of the 
moment, and merely represent individuals — but ideal persons and representa- 
tives of their species, w'ho enuncutte the deep thmgs of Humanity. 

Thus much ou my attempt to revive the old Chorus on the tragic stage. 
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It ii trae that chorusei are not unknown to modem tragedy ; but the Chorus 
of the Bmk drama, ns I hare employed it — the Chorus, as a single ideal per- 
son, furthering and accompanying the whole plot — is of an entirely distinct 
character ; and when, in discussion on the Greek tragedy, 1 hear mention 
made of choruses, I generally susjieet the speaker's ignorance of his subject. 
In my view the Chorus has never been reproduced since the decline of the 
old tragedy. 

1 have divided it into two parts, and represented it in contest with itself ; 
but this occurs where it acts us a real person, and as an unthinking multi- 
tude. As Chorus and an ideal fierson it is always one and entire. I have 
also several times dispensed with its presence on the stage. For this lihert}' I 
have the example of iBschylus, the creator of Iragedy^ and Sophocles, the 
greatest master of his art. 

Another licence it may be more difficult to excuse. I have blended to- 
gether the Christian llcligion and the Pagan Mythology, and introduced 
recollections of tho Moorish superstition. But the scene of the drama is 
Messina — where these three religions either exercised a living influence, or 
appealed to the senses in monumental remains. Besides, I consider it a pri- 
vilege of poetry to deal with different religions ns a collective whole, in which 
every thing that bears an individual character, and expresses a peculiar mode 
of feeling, has its place. Bcligion itself, the idSn of a Divine Power, lies 
under the veil of all religions; and it must be permitted to the poet to 
represent it in the foim which appears the most appropriate to his subject, 
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DBAHATIS PBBSON2. 


Isabella, Prinem qf Mtssina* 
Don Mancel I „ 

Don C^R J **’ 

Beathice. 

Dieqo, an. ancient 


Mbssenoere. 

The Elders of Messina, mute . 
Tub Chords, coasiifin^ of t/u Fol- 
lowers of the two PrinctS, 


Scene I. 

A spacious hall, supported on columns, with entrances on both 
sides ; at the hack of the stage a large folding-door leading 
to a chapel, 

Donna Isabei^t^v, m mourning; the Eldkbs of Messina. 

l^AB. . Forth from my sihmt chamber s deep recesses, 

Grey Fathers of tho State, unwilluigly 
I come ; and, shrinking from your gaze, uplift 
The veil that shades my widowed brows : — the light 
And gloiy of my days is fled for ever ! 

And best in solitude and kindred gloom 
To hide those sable weeds, this grief- worn frame, 
lieseems the mouruer's heait. A mighty voice 
Inexorable— duty s stem command, 

Calls me to life again.— 

Not twice the moon 

lias filled her orb, since to the tomb ye bore 
My princely spouse, your city's lord, whose arm 
Against a world of envious foes around 
Hurled fierce defiance ! Still his spirit lives 
In his heroic sous, their country's pride : — 

Ye marked bow sweetly from their childhood's bloom 
They grew in joyous promise to the years 
Of manhood s strength ; — ^yet in their secret hearts. 
From some mysterious root arcurs'd, upsprung 
Uumitigable deadly liate, that Kpumed 
All kindred ties, all youthful fond affections, 
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Still ripening with their thouglitful age ; — not mine 
The sweet accord of family hlibs ; tho’ each 
Awohe a mother s rapture ; each alike 
Smiled at my nourishing breast ! for me alone 
Yet lives one mutual thought of children’s love, 

In tlicse tempestuous souls dissevered else 
By mortal strife and Uiirst of fierce re\ enge. 

While yet their father reigned, his stem control 
Tamed their hot spirits, and with iron yoke 
To awful justice Lowed their stubborn will : 

Obedient to his voice, to outward seeming 
They calmed their wrathful mood, nor in array 
Ere met, of hostile arms ; — y(‘i uiitippoased 
Sat brooding malice in their bosoms’ depths ; — 

They little reck of hiddi^n springs, ^^hoso power 
Can quell the torrent's fury: — Scarce their sire 
In death had closed his eyes, nlion. ns the spark, 
That long in smouldering emlxa’s sullen lay, 

Shoots forth a towering flame ; — so unconfined 
Burst the v^ild storm of brothers' hate, triumphant 
O’er nature’s holiest bauds. Ye saw, my fiiends, 
Your country’s bleeding wounds, when princely stril’*' 
Woke discord's maddening tires, and ranged her son^ 
fn mutual deadly conflict;-^ all around 
Was heard the clash of arms, the din of carnage, 

And e'en these balls were stained with kindred gore. 

Tom was the state with civil rage, this heart 
With pangs that mothers feel ; alas ! unmindful 
Of aught l)ut public woes, and pitiless. 

You sought my widow's chamber— there with taunts 
And fierce reproaches for your country's ills 
From that polluted spring of brother’s hate 
Derived, invoked a parent’s vraming voice ! 

And threatening told of people’s discontent 
And princes' crimes ! ** 111 fated land ! now wasted 

By thy uimatunil sons, ere long the prey 
Of foeman's sword ! Oh haste," you cried^ ** and end 
This strife 1 bring peace again, or soon Messina 
Shall bow to other lords.” Your stem decrcr* 
Prevailed ; this heart, with all a mother's anguish 
O'erluboured, owned the weight of public cares. 
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I flew, and at my children's feet diitracted 
A suppliant lay ; till to my pr^em and tears 
The voice of nature answered in tlieir breasts ! 

Here in the palace of their sires, unarmetl, 
lu peaceful guise, Messina shall behoM 
The long inveterate foes;— this is the day! 

E'en now I wait the messenger that brings 
The tidings of my sous' approach: be ready 
To give your piiiiccs joyful welcome borne ; 

For dire their strife — so from this glad accord, 

With thousand blessings on our happy laiuh 
Fair Peace shall smile. 

{The Elders retire in siUnee; she heclcons to an 
old attendant who reittaina. 

IsABELTA. Diego ! 

Diroo. lloiioiircd mistress! 

IhAB. Old faithful servant, thou true heart, come near me ; 
Sharer of all a mother s woes, be thine 
The sweet communion of her joys;— my treasure 
Shrined in thy heart, my dear and holy secrci, 

Shall pierc<* the envious veil, and shine triuinpluiiit 
To cheerful day ; too long by harsh decrees. 

Silent and oveipowered, affection yet 

Shall utterance find in nature s tones of raptun* ! 

And this unprisoned heart leap to the embrace 
Of all it holds most dear, returned to glad 
My desolate halls ; — 

So bend thy aged steps 
I'o the old cloistered Sanctuaiy that guards 
The darling of my soul, whose innocence 
To tliy true love— (sweet pledge of happier days !) 
Trusting 1 gave, and asked from fortune's storm 
A resting place and shrine : O in this hour 
Of bliss, tlie dear reward of all thy eaies. 

Give to my longing arms my child again ! 

[TrumpeU am hsmrd tn the distance. 
Haste! be thy footsteps winged with joy«^l hear 
The trumpets blast, that tells in warlike ac<'onts, 

My *>ons are near : — 

[Exit Diego. Mmic u heard in an opponie di- 
rect ion and becomes gradually louder. 
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Messiua is awake I 

ITark ! how the stream of tongues hoarse murmuring 
llolls on the breeze, — 'tis they! my mother^s heart 
Feels their approach, and beats with mighty throes 
Besponsive to the loud resounding march I 
They come ! they come! my children ! oh, my children ! 

[Bait. 

The Onoiius enters. 

Jt romists of two semichornses which enter at the same time 
from opposite sides, and after marching round the stage 
range themselves in rows, ea^ch on the side by which it en- 
tered. One semivhoriis consists of young knights, the other 
of older ones, each has its 2wculiar costume and ensigns. 
When the two choruses statul opposite to each other, the 
march ceases, and the two leaders speak 

First Chotnts (Cajetan). 

I greet ye, glittering halls 
Of olden time ! 

Cradle of kings I Hail ! lordly roof, 

In pillared majesty sublime I 

Sheathed be the sword ! 

In chains before the portal lies 
The fiend with tresses snake-entwined. 

Fell Discord! — Gently tread the inviolate floor! 

Peace to this royal dome ! 

Thus by the Furies' brood we swore, 

And all the dark avenging Deities ! 

Second Chorus (Bohemund). 

1 rage ! I bum ! and scarce rcfrain 
To lift the glittering steel on high, 

For lo ! the Gorgon-visaged train 
Of the detested foemon nigh : — 

Shall I my swelling heart control ? — 

To parley deign— or still in mortal strife 
The tumult of my soul? 

* The first chorus consists of Cajotan, Berainr, Hsnficed, Tristan, and 
followers of Don Manuel The second of Bwcnnmd, Ro^, Hippolyte, 
aiid nine others of the party of Den Cwsar. 
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Dire Sister, guardian of the spot, t4) thee 
Awe-struck 1 bend the knee. 

Nor (Lire wdtli arms x>w>fane thy deep tranquillity ! 
First Chorus ((''a.ietan). 

Welcome the peaceful strain ! 

I’ogether we adore the guardian xxiwcr 
Of these august abodes ! — 

StK-red the hour 
I’o kindred brotherly ties 
And reverend holy s\inpathies ; — 

Our liearts the genial ehariii shall own. 

And melt awhile at friend'll iix>'s soothing tone : — 
lint when in yonder plain 
We meet — then jieace a\\ii\ I 
Oome gleaming iirnis, and battle's deadly fray! 

The lihole Chonis. 

Hut when in bonder ]»lain 
We meet — then peace away ! 

<’ume gleaming arms, and battle s deadly fray ! 

Fifst ( l*oms (Hi in noar). 

1 hate thee not — nor call thee foe, 

My brother! this our iifiti\6 eartli. 

The land that ga>e our falhera birth: — 

Of chiefs behest the -slave decreed, 

The vassal dniw’s the sword at need. 

For chieftain'^ rage we strike the blow. 

For stranger lords our kindred blood must flow. 

Second (liorus (Boiiemunh). 

Hale tires tbeir souls— we ask not why ; — 

At honour's call to fight and die, 
lloast of the true and bra\e! 
r 11 wort by of a soldiers name 
Who bums not for his chieftain's fame ! 

The uhole Chorus, 

TTuworthy of a soldier’s name 

Who burns not for his chieftain's fame! 


G G 
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of ikfi Chorus (Berencar). 

Thus spoke vritbiii my bosom’s core 
The tlionght — as liithcnvard I strayed ; 

And pensive 'mid the waving store, 

1 mused, of Autumns yoilow glade: — 

'J'ljese gifts of Nature's bounteous reign, — 

'riie teeming earth, and golden gmiu, 

Yon tdins, among whose leaves entwine 
'J’ho tendrils of the clustering vine ; — 

(lay children of our sunny clime, — 

Uegion of Spring’s eternal prime ! — 

Kacli charm should woo to love and jo}", 

No cares the dream of bliss annoy. 

And Pleasure through life's summer day 
Speed every laughing Hour away. 

We rage in blood, — O dire disgrace ! 

For this usurping, alien nice ; 

From some far distant land they came. 

Beyond the sun’s departing flamt\ 

And owned upon our friendly shore 
The welcome of our sin's of yore. 

Alas ! their sons in thraldom pine, 

The vossulb of this stranger line. 

^ A second (Manfred). 

Yes ! pleased, on our land, from his azure way, 

The Sun ever smiles with unclouded ray. 

But m*ver, fair isle, shall thy sons repose 
*Mid the sweets which the faithless waves enclose. 

Oil their bosom tliey wafted the corsair bold, 

With his dread(‘d barks to our coast of old. 

For tliee was thy dower of beauty vain, 

*Twas the treasure that lured the spoiler s train. 

Oh, ne'er from tlu'se smiling vales shall rise 
A sword for our vanquished liberties ; 

’Tis not where the laughing Ceres reigns, 

And the jocund lord of the flower}' jilaiiib : — 

Where the iron lies hid in the mountain cave, 

Ib the cradle of Emjure — the home of the bravo I 

[The fold in ff- doors at the hack of the statje are 
ihrnivn open. Donna Isabella appears bteu’irn 
her sons, Don Manuel and Don Caisak. 
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Both Choruses (Cajktak). 

Lift high the notes of praise ! 

Behold ! where like the awakening Sun, 

She comes, and from her queenly brow 
Shoot^i glad-inspiring rays. 

Mistress, we bond to thco ! 

First Chorus. 

Fair is the moon amid ihe starry qiiii'c 
That t^viukle o'er the sky. 

Shining in sihery mild tranquillity 
The mother with h<‘r s«»iis more fair ! 

See ! blooming at her side. 

She leads the } outhful ro> ii1 pair ; 

Witlx gentle grace, tuid soft maternal pride, 
Attemporiiig sweet their manly fire. 

Second Chorus (liEiiKNOAR). 

From this fair stem a beauteous tree 
With over springing boughs shall smile, 

And with immortal \erdure shade our isle ; 

Mother of heroes, joy to thee ! 

Trium])haut as ihe suu thy kingly rai'C 
Shall spread from clime to clime. 

And give u dealhlesb name to rolling time ! 
Isabella {comes foi'icord uith her Sons). 

Look down ! benignant (iucen of Heaven, and still 
'Fhis proud tumuhuoiis heart, that in my breast 
Sfvclls with a mother’.'^ lidt* of ecstasy. 

As blazoned in the.*>o noble youths, my image 
More perfect sliow^u; — (> blissful hour ! the first 
That comprehends the fulness of niy joy, 

When long eonstraiut*d aAtjClion dares to pour 
In unison of trans[X)rt from my heart 
Unchecked, a parent’s undivided love : 

Ob ! it was ever one — my sons were twain. 

Say — shall 1 revel in the dream of bliss, 

And give my soul to nature's dear emotions 
Is this warm pressure of thy brother's hand 
A dagger in thy breast ? [To Don Manuel. 

Or when my eyes 

Feed on that brow with love's enraptured gaze, 

o o U 
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Is it a wrong to tliec ? [To Don C\r:sAU. 

TM*mbling. I pause. 

Lest e'en affoctiou's breath should wake tlie fires 
Of slumbering hate. 

[After regarding both with inquiring looks. 

Speak ! In your hccret hearts 
What purpose dwells ? Is it tlie ancient fond 
T Unreconciled, that in your fathers balls 
A moment stilled ; beyond the eastle gates. 

Where sits infuriate War. and champs ilie bit — 
Shall rage anew in mortal bloody conflict#.’ 

C horns (BoiiemundV 

Concord or strife — tlie Fates’ decree 
Is bosomed yet in dark futurity ! — 

What comes, \vc little heed to know. 

Prepared for aught the hour may show ! 

Isabella {looking round). 

What mean these arms V this warlike dfead array, 
That in the palace of your sires portends 
Some fearful issue ? needs a mother’s heart 
( )utj)oured, this rugged witness of her joys 
Say, in these folding arms shall Treason hide 
The deadly snare ? — O these rude pitiless men, 

The ministers of your wrath! — trust not the show 
t )f seeming friendship ; treachery in their breasts 
fjurks to betray, and long-dissembled hate. 

Ye are a race of other lands ; your sires 
Profaned their soil ; and ne er the invader's yoke 
Was easy — never in the vassal's heart 
Languished the hojie of sweet revenge ; — our sway 
Not rooted in a people’s love, but owns 
Allegiance from their fipars ; with secret joy — 

For conquest’s inithless sword, and thrald(»m's chains 
From age to age, they wait the atoning hour 
Of princes* downfal ; — thus their bards awake 
The patriot strain, and thus from sire to son 
Rehearsed, the old traditionary tale 
Reguiles the winter’s night. False is the world. 

My sons, and light are ml the specious ties 
By Fancy twined : Friendship — deceitful name ! 
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Its gaudy flo>^ei's but deck Qur summer fortune. 

To wither at the first rude bn^ath of nutuuin ! 

So happy to whom Heaven has given a* brother ; 

The friend by nature signed — the true and steadfkst! 
iVature alone is honest — Xatnre only — 

When all we trusted strews the w’iiitry shor«' — 

< >11 her eternal ancli(»r lies at rest, 

Xor heeds the tempest's Wgc. 

Don Mam el. My mother ! 

1 )(>N (/ i.sAu. Hear me ! 

IsARi LLA [tmidmj thrir haud'>). 

He noble, iind forg4*t the fimcLed wrongs 
Of boyhoods age: more godlike is forgiveness 
Thau vietory, and in your father’s gmve 
Should slee]) the ancient hale — Oh, gi\e \iair days 
Denevved henceforth to peace and holy ]o\e ! 

l.S7tc recedi'H one or two steps, as if to pi re them 
space ft) npptoaeh eaeh otlo r. llolh ii.e their 
^*yes on the yronml nifhout naardinp one another, 

IsAm.LLv [after awaitinp for some time, leith siqyjyreHHi tl emotiorif 
a demonstration on the patt of her sons). 

I can no more ; iny jniiyers — my t(*arft are vain : — 
’Tis well ! obey the <lf'nn)n in your hearts! 

Fulfil voiir dread intent, and stain with blood 
Tlic holy altars of our household (iods ; — 

These halls, that guv** you birth, the stage where 
^lurder 

Shall hold liis festival of mutual carnage 
Beneath a mother’s eye ! — then, foot to foot, 

Close, like the Theban pair, with maddening gripe, 
And fold ea<di other in a last t*inbra4*c ! 

Kacli press with vengeful thmst the dagger home. 
And “ Victoiy! ” be y^ur shriek of deatli : — Nor then 
Shall discord rest appeased ; the veij flame 
That lights 3'our funeral pyre, shall tower dissevered 
In rudefy columns to the skies, and tell 
With horrid image — “thus they lived and died !” 

' She goes away ; the BnotHEits stand as before. 

Chorus (Cajetan). 

How have her words with soft control 
Resistless calmed the tempest of my soul ! 
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Np guilt of kindred blood be mine ! 

Thus WTth uplifted hatids 1 pray ; 

Thirtk, brothers, on the awful day, 

Aral tremble at the wrath divine ! 

TDon Caisau [aithout taMiiff his njes fnnn the ground). 

Thou krt my elder — speak — without dishonour 
J yield to thee. 

Don Manoee. (^le gracious Avord, and instant, 

My tongue is rival in the strife of love ! 

Don C. I am the guiltier — Aveaker — 

Don Manukl. Say not so ! 

Who doubts thy noble heart, knows thee not Avell ; 
Thy words Avere prouder, if thy soul were mean. 

Don Tt bums indignant at the thought of wrong ; — 

But thou — methinks, in passion’s fiercest mood, 

Twas aught but sconi that harboured in thy breast. 
Don M. Oh ! haa 1 known thy spirit thus to peace 

Inclined, what thousand griefs luid never torn 
A mother’s heart 1 ** 

Don Ci!:sAR. I find thee just and true : 

Men spoke thee jjroud t)f soul, 

Don JManuei.. Tlie curse of greatness I — 

Ears CA’cr open to the babbler’s tale. 

Don 0. Thou art too proud to meanness — I to falsehood ! 

Don M. We AA'ere deceived, betrayed ! 

Don Oaisar. The sport of frenzy! 

Don M. And said my mother tnie, false is the world ? 

Don Helievc hir, false as air. 

Don Manuj.l. Dive me tby hand ! 

Don (’. And thine be CAor iJC-\t iny bcait ! 

[Thn/ stand clamping each others hands, and re^ 
gat'd each other in silence. 

Don Manuel. I gaze 

Upon thy brow, and sill behold my mother 
In some dear lineament. 

DonCksmi. ‘ Her image looks 

From thine, and vs’ondrous in my bosom wakes 
Affectk)u's springs. 

Don jManuet.. And is it lliou ? — ^that smile 

Benignant on thy face?— thy lips that charm 
With gracious sounds of love and dear forgiveness ? 
Don C. Is this my brother, this the bated foe ? 
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II is mien all gentleness and tnitb — ^liis \oico — 
Whoso soft prevailing acedhts breathe of friendship ! 

^ After a 

Don M Shall aught divide us? 

Don C.rsAit. We are one for ever ! 

[They msh into ea$h other's arms. 

1 ST Chouvs [to the Second). 

Wh> stand we thus, und coldly gsize, 

Willie Nature’s lioly transports bum ? 

No dear embrace of happier‘d.iys 

The ])ledge — that disioid never sluill return! 
llrotlicrs are they b^ kindred hand ; 

We own the tics of home and native land. 

[Both CiioRUBES embrace. 

A j\JrssLXGj:i{ enters. 

Sni) Cnonrs to Don C.r-^AU (DonrMuxD). 

Weypioo, my rnn< o, thy messenger returns * — 

And mark that heaming snub' ! t lie* harbingf^r 
Of happy tidings. 

Mr.ssi N(,i li. JI( allli|to mr, and hcaltli 

To tliia delivered slat** * O ''ight of bliss, 

That lights nniu (vO't with mpluie ! 1 behold— 

"l’h<‘ir hands in sweet ae<*nid entwined — the sons 
Of inv departed lord —the pniuMdy pair 
l)iss(*v<Tod late bv conllbts hottest rage. 

Don C‘ Yes ' from tin ilainrs of bnu-, a new-born Plaenix, 
Oni love aspiu s ! 

AIesslnoi.k. r bring another jo} — 

J\lv stair D grten with lbmn*>hiiig shoots 

Don CiiSut {titling him asuh). O, tell me 

Th\ gludsoine message. 

Messpnoi u. . All is happiness 

On this aus])icioiis clay , — long sought, the lost one 
Is found. 

Don Cf s\n. Discovered ’ Oh, where is slie Speak ! 

AIfss. . Within l^fessina's walls she lies concealed. 

Don y l {turning to tin Jsi Si Miciiom s). 

A ruddy glow mount-^ in my brother s cheek. 

And pleasure dunces in hi^ sparkling eye ; 
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Whate’er the v ith syin|mthy of love 

My-mmost heart i)art«ki.*s his joy. 

Don Cj^:sAit {td the Mr.ssKNt.nn). Come, lead mo; 

Farewell, Don IMamiel — to meet af^jiin 
Enfolded in a mother s arms ! T lly 
To cares of utmost need. [ lie is ahoitt to deimrt, 
Don JJf anuel. IMakc no delay : 

And happiness attend thee ! 

Don Cjssaii (after q^jtause of rejleetion. he returns). 

How thy looks 

Awake niy soul to transport ! Yes, my brother, 

We shall be friends indeed ! This hour is bright 
With glad presage of over-springing lo\e, 

I’hat in the onli\ening beam shall flourish fair, 
Sweet recompenbo of wasted years ! 

Don Manuel. Tlie blo&soni 

Betokens goodly fruit. 

Don CjEsaii. 1 fear myself 

licluctant from thy arms, but think not let»s — 

If thus 1 break this festal hour — my heart 
Thrills with a holy joy. 

Don Manuel {with manifest absence of mind). 

Obey tlie moment ! 

Our lives bclonjg to love. 

Don CjiSAii. What calls me hence — 

Don M. Enough ! thou leav'st tliy heart. 

Don Ca:sah. ’No en\ious secret 

Shall part us long ; soon the last darkening fold 
Shull >anish from my breast. 

[Tnrninff to the Chorus. 
Attend ! For e\ er 

Stilled is our strife ; he is my dendliebt foe, 

Detested as the gates of hell, who dares 
lo blow’ the iires of disebrd : — none may hope 
To win my love, that with malicious tales 
Encroach upon a brother’s car, and point. 

With busy zeal of false officious friendship. 

The dart of some rash angry word, escaped 
Finm pussion's heat : — wounds not from the lips, 
But swallowed by suspicion’s greedy ear, 

Like a rank poisonous weed, embittered creeps. 
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And hangs about the heart Vith thoubaiid bhoots, 
Pei'plexing Nature^ ties* 

[Hr rnihracm his brother (iffain, aud yon, mvay^ 
accompanied by the ;iNi> Ohortjs. 

Chorus (Cajutan). Wondering, my Piinc^ 

I gaze, for in thy loolcs bome mysteiy 
Strange-seeming sho\s8 : scareo with abstracteii mien 
And cold thou answeredst, when A\ith earnest heart 
Thy brother poured tlie strain of dear affection. 

As in a dream thou stand st, and Tost in thought, 
As^tlio' — dissevered from its earthly frame — 

I’hy spirit roved afar. Not thine the breast 
That deaf to Nature's voice* ne’er owned the throbs 
Of kindred love : — nay more — like one entranced 
In bliss, thou look'st around, and smiles of rapturo 
Play on thy cheek 

Don Ma\ui:l. How shall my lips declare 

The transports of my swelling lieait * My brother 
lleVtls in glad suqiri&e, and from Ins breast 
Instinct with strange iiewfelt emotions, pours 
The tide of joy, hut mine — no hate came witli me, 
Forgot the v ery spring of mutual strih' ’ 

High o’er this earthly bphere* on rapture’s wings, 

My spirit floats ; and in the azure sea, 

Above — beneath — no track of envious night 
Disturbs the deep serene ! I view these halls. 

And picture to my thoughts the timid joy 
Of my sweet bride, as tliro’ the jialace gates, 

In pride of ipieenly state, I lead her home. 

8he loved alone the loving one, the stranger, 

And little deems that on her beauteous brow 
Messina's prince shall ’twine the nuptial wreath. 
How sweet, with unexpected pomp of greatness, 

To glad the darling df my soul ! — too long 
I brook this dull delay of crowning bliss ! 

Her beauty’s self, that asks no borrow’d charm. 

Shall shine refulgent, like the diamond's blaze 
That wins new luatre from the circling gold ! 

Choi us (Cajetas). 

Long have I markc<l thee, Prince, with curioub eye, 
Foreboding of some mysterj^ deep enshrined 
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Within tliy labouring breast. This day, impatient, 
Thy lii>s have burst the seal ; and unconstrained 
Confess a lovers joy ; — the gladdening chase, 

The Olympian coursers, and the falcon’s flight, 

Can chaftin no more : — soon as the sun declines 
Beneatli the ruddy west, tliou hiest thee quick 
To some sequestered x^ath, of mortal eye 
Unseen — not one of all our faithful train 
Companion of thy solitaiy way. 

Say, why ffe long concealed the blissful liamc ? 
Stranger to fear — ill-brooked thy princely heart 
One thought uiiuttcred. 

Don Manuel. E\er on the wing 

Is mortal joy ; — ^with silence best we guard 
I'he fickle good ; — but now, so near llie goal 
Of all my cherished hopes, 1 dare to speak. 
To-morrow's sun shall see lier mine ! no xiower 
Of Hell can malie us twain ! With timid stealth 
No longer will I creep at dusky eve. 

To taste the golden fruits of (hi|ud’b tree, 

And snatch a fearful, fleeting bliss : to-day 
With bright to-morrow shall be one ! So smooth 
As runs the limjad brook, or silveiy sand 
That mai'ks the flight of time, our lives shall flow 
In continuity of joy ! 

Chonm (Cajetan). Already 

Our hearts, my Vriiice, with silent vows have blessed 
Thy hapjw love ; and now from q\ eiy tongue, 

For her — the royal beauteous bride — shoidd soimd 
The glad acclaim ; so tell what nook unseen. 

What deep umbrageous solitude, enshrines 
The charmer of thy heart? With magic spells 
Almost I deem she mocks our gaze, for oft 
In eager chase we scour each rustic path 
And forest dell ; yet not a trace betrayed 
The lover’s haunts, ne’er were the footsteps marked 
Of this mysterious fair. 

Don Manuel. The spell is broke ! 

And all shall he revealed : now list my tale ; — 

'T’ls five months flown, — my hither yet controlled 
'J’he land, and bowed our necks with iron sway : 
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Little I knew, but tbe wild joys of arms. 

And mimic warfare of the chase ; 

One day, — 

Long had we tracked the boar with zealous toil 
On yonder woody ridge : — it chanceS, pursuing 
A snow-white hind, far from your train I roved 
Amid the forest maze ; — the timid beast, 

Along the windings of the narrow vale. 

Thro’ rocky cleft and thick-entangled brake, 

Flew onwai'd, scarce a moment lost, nor distant 
Beyond a javelin’s throw; nearer 1 came not, 

!Nor took an aim ; when tliro’ a garden’s gate, 

Sudden she vanished from my horse quick spring- 
ing, 

T followed : — lo ! the poor scared creature lay 
Stretched at the feet of a young beauteous nun, 

That strove with fond caress of her fair hands 
To still its throbbing heart : wondering, I gazed, 

And motionless — my spear, in act to strike, 

High poised — >\hile she, with her large piteous eyes 
For mercy sued — and thus wo stood m silence, 

1 tcgardiug one another. . . . 

How long tho pause 

1 know not — time itself forgot ; — it seemed 
Eternity of bliss : her glance of sweetness 
F'low to my soul ; and quick tho subtle flame 

Pervaded all my heart : 

But what I spoke, 

And how this blessed creature imswered, none 
May ask ; it floats upon my thought, a dream 
Of childhood's happy dawn ! Soon as my sense 
Kotumod, 1 felt her bosom throb responsive 
To mine, — tlieu fell melodious on my ear 
The sound, as of a convent bell, that called 
To vesper Song ; and like some shadowy vision 
That melts in air— she ilitted from my sight — 

And was beheld no more. 

Chorus (Cajetan). Thy story thrills 

My breast with pious awe ! Prince, ^ou hast robbed 
The sanctuary, and for the bride of Heaven 
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Burned with unholy pas^on ! Oh, remember 
The cloister’s sacred vowh ’ 

Do?r Manuel. TluJiwicforth one path 

My footsteps wooed ; the fickle train was still 
Of younpj desires — new felt my being’s aim. 

My soul revealed! — and as the pilgrim turns 
His wistful gaze, where, from the orient sky. 

With gracious lustre beams Bedemption’s star ; — 

So to that brightest point of Heaven, her presence, 
My hopes and longings centered all. No f*uii 
Sank in the western waves, but smiled farewell 
To two united lovers ; — thus in stillness 
Our hearts were twined, — the all-secing air abo\e us 
Alone the faithful witness r»f our joys ! 

O golden hours! O happy days! nor Heavcui 
Indignant viewed our bliss : — no vows enchaiiu‘d 
Her sjiotless soul ; nought but the link which bound it 
Eternally to mine ! 

Choms ((Jajetan). Those hallowed walls, 

Perchance the calm retreat of tender youth, 

No living grave ? 

Don Manuel. In infant innocence 

Consigned a holy pledge, ne’er has she left 
Her cloistered home. 

Chorus (Cajetan). But what her royal line ? 

The noble* only spring from noble stem. 

Don M. a secret to herself, — she ne’er has learned 
Her name or Fatherland. 

Chorus (Cajetan). And not a trace 

Guides to her being’s undiscovered springs? 

Don M. An old domestic, the sole messenger 

Sent by her unknowm mother, oft bespeaks her 
Of kingly race. 

Chorus 1 Cajetan). And hast thou w'on nought else 

From garrulious age ? 

Don M.vntiel. Too much I f(‘ared to peril 

My secret bliss ! 

Chorus (Cajetan). What were his words .* WJiat tidings 

lie bore — ^perchance thou knoAv'st. 

Don Manuel Oft he has cheered her 
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With promise of a happier time, iivhen all 
Shall be revealed. 

Chorus (Ca.ietan). O say — betokens aught 

The time is near ? 

Don jVFanuel. Not distant far the day 

That to the arms of kindred love once more 
Slioll give the long forsaken, orphaned maid — 

Thus ^vith mysterious words the aged man 
Has shadowed oft what moht I dread — for aught 
t)f change disturbs the soul supremely blest ; 

Nay, more ; but yesterday his message spoke 
The end of all my joys : — this veiy dawn. 

He told, should smile auspicious on her fate, 

And light to other scenes : — no precious hour 
Delayed my (pick resolves — by night 1 bore her 
In secret to Messina. 

( lionts (Gajetan). Hash the deed 

Of sacrilegious spoil! forgive, my Prince, 

I’he bold rebuke ; thus to unthinking youth 
Old ago may speak in friendship's warning voice. 

Don ]M Hard hy the convent of the Carmelites, 

In a sequestered garden's tranquil bound, 

And safe from curious eyes, I left her, — hastening 
To meet mv brother : trembling there she counts 
The slow-pucod hours, nor deems how soon triumphant 
In queenly state, high on the throne of Fame 
!Messina shall behold my timid bride. 

For next, encompassed by your knightly train. 

With pomp of greatness in the festal show, 

Her lover's form shall meet her wondering gaze! 
Thus will I lead her to iny moUier; thus — 

While countless thousands on her passage wait 
Amid the loud acidaim — the royal bride 
Shall reach my palace gates ! 

Chorus (C'atetan). Command us, Prince, 

We live but to obey ! 

Don Manufl. 1 tore myself 

Heluctant from her arms ; my every thought 
Shall still be hers : so come along, my friends, 

T(» where the turbaued merchant spreads his store 
i H fabrics gold emvrought with curious art ; 
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And all tho gathered wealth of eastern climes. 

First choose the well-foriiicd sandals —meet to guard 
And grace her delicate feet ; then for her robe — 

The tissue, pure ns Etna’s snow that lies 
Nearest the sun — light us tlip w reathy mist 
At summer dawn — so playful let it float 
About her airy limbs. A girdle iie-tt, 

Puqde with gold embroidered o’er, to bind 
With witching grace the tunic that confines 
Her bosom’s swelling charms : of silk the mantle. 
Gorgeous with like empurpled hues, and fixed 
With clasp of gold : — ^remember, too, the bracelets 
To gird her beauteous arms ; nor leave the treasure 
Of C>cean’a })early deeps and coral caves. 

About her locks entwine a diadem 

Of purest gems — the ruby's fiery glow 

Oommingliiig with the emerald’s green. A veil, 

From her tiara pendent to her feet 

Like a bright fleecy cloud shall circle round 

Her slender form : and let a myrtle wreath 

Crown the enchanting whole ! 

Chorub (Cajetan). We haste, my Princf , 

Amid Uie Bazar’s glittering rows, to cull 
Each rich adornment. 

Don Manuel. From my stables lead 

A palfrey, milkwhito as the steeds that draw 
The chariot of the Sun ; pui-ple the housings. 

The bridle sparkling o'er with precious gems, 

For it shall hear my Queen ! Yourselves be ready 
With trumpet’s cheerful clang, in martial train 
To lead your mistress home : let two attend me, 

The rest await my quick return ; and each 
Guard well my secret purpose. 

[He tjoes away accompanied by two of the Chorus, 

Chorus \^Cajetan). 

The princely strife is o’er, and say, 

What sport shall wing the slow-paced hours. 
And cheat the tedious day? 

With hope and fear’s enlivening zest 
Disturb the slumber of the breast, 
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And \t’ako life’s dull untroubled sea 
With freshening airs of gay variety. 

One of the Chorus (Manfred). 

Ijovely is Peace ! A beauteous boy. 

Couched listless by tlie rivulet s glassy tide, 

’Mid Nature's tranquil scene. 

He views Uie lambs that skip with innocent joy. 

And crop the meadow s flowering pride ; — 

Then with his flute’s enchanting sound, 

Ho wakes the mountain echoes round. 

Or slumbers in tlie sunset’s ruddj^ sheen, 

JLulled by the murmuring melody. 

But War for me ! my spirit’s treasure. 

Its stern delight, and \vilder pleasure : 

1 love the peril and the pain. 

And revel in the surge of Fortune’s boisterous main! 

A second (Brbengar). 

Is tliere not Love, and beauty’s smile 
That lures witli soft resistless wile? 

’1’is thrilling hoi)e ! ’tis rapturous fear! 

’Tis Heaven upon this mortal sphere ; 

When at her feet we bend the knee, 

And f)wn the glance of kindred ecstasy ! 

For ever on life’s chequered wti 3 % 

”ris Love that tints the darkening hues of care 
With soft heniguant ray : 

The mirthful daughter of the wave, 

('elestial Venus ever fair, 

Fnchants our happy hj)ring with Fancy’s gleam. 

And wakes the airy forms of Passion's golden dream. 

First (Manfred). 

To the w-ild woods away ! 

Quick let us follow in the train 

Of her, chaste Huntress of the silver bow ; 

And from the rocks amain 

Track through the forest gloom the bounding roc 
I’he war God's meny bride, 

The chase recals the battle’s fray. 

And kindles victory’s pride 
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Up ^ith the streaks of early morn, 

We scour with jocund hearts the misty vale, 
Jjoud eehoiiif» to the cheerful horn — 

Over mountain— over dale — 

And every languid sense repair, 

1 lathed in the rushing streams of cold reviving air. 
Second (IIereniiar). 

( >r shall wc trust the ever-movi^ sea, 

The azure ( 4 oddest, blithe and free, 

Wliose face, the mirror of the cloudless sky, 
Jjures to her hosoui wooingly ? 

Quick let us build on the dancing waves 
A floating costlc gay. 

And merrily, men*ily, swim a^^ay ! 

Who ploughs, with \enturous keel, the brine 
Of the ocean chiyrstalline — 

His bride is Fortune, tlie world his own. 

For him a harvest blooms unsown : — 

Here, like the wind that swift careers 
The circling bound of earth and sky. 

Flits ever changeful Destiny ! 

Of airy Chance ’tis the sportive reign. 

And Hope e\er brogds on the boundless main! 

A third (Cajetan). 

Xor on the watoiy waste alone 

Of the tumultuous heaving sea; — 

On tlic firm earth that sleeps secure, 

Based on the pillars of eternity. 

Say, when shall mortal joy endure ? 

Now bodings in 1113’ anxious breast, 

Waked by this sudden fnendship. rise ; 

Ne’er would I choose my home of rest 
On the stilled lava stream, that cold 
Beneath the mountain lies : — 

Not thus was Discord s flame conti’olled — 
Too deep the rooted hate —too long 
They brooded in their sullen hc^arts 
O'er unforgotten treasured wi’ong. 

In warning visions oft dismayed, 

I read the signs of coming woe ; 
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And now, from this mysterious maid. 

My bosom tells the dreaded ills shall How : — 
Unblest, 1 deem, the bridal chain 
Shall knit their secret loves, accurst 
With holy cloisters' spoil profane. 

No drooked paths to Virtue lead ; 

111 fruit has ever sprung from evil seed ! 

Bkrekgaii. 

And thus to sad unhallowed rites 
Of an ill-omened nuptial tie. 

Too well ye know their father bore 
A bride of mournful destiny, 

Tom from his sire, whose awful curse has sped 
Heaven’s vengeance on the impious bed ! 

This iicreo luinaturul rage atones 
A parent’s crime — decreed by Fate, 

Their mother’s offspring. Strife and Hate ! 

The scene changes to a garden oj>ening on the sea, 

Br.ATixK li {steps forward from an alcove. She walks to and 
/ro with an agitated ah\ looking round in every 
direction. Suddenly she stands still and listens). 
No ! ’tis not he : ’twas^but the playful wind 
Bustling the pine tops. To his ocean bed 
The sun declines, and with o'ciwearied heart 
1 count the lagging hours : an icy chill 
Creeps through my frame ; the very solitude 
And awful silence fright my trembling soul ! 
Where’er I turn, nought meets ray gaze — he lea^ es me 

P'orsaken and alone ! 

And like a rushing stream the city's iium 
Floats on the breeze, and dull the mighty sea 
llolls murmuring to the rocks : 1 shrink to nothing. 
With horrors compassed roimd ; and like tho leaf. 
Borne on the autumn blast, am hurried onward 
Thro' boundless space. 

Alas ! that e’er 1 left 

My peaceful cell^uo cares, no fond desires 
Disturbed my breast, unruffled as the stream 
That glides in sunshine through the verdant mead;— 

H K 
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Nor poor in joys. Now — on the mighty surge 
Of Fortune, tempest-tobsod — the world enfolds me 
With giant arms ! Forgot iny childlwod’s ties, 

I listened to the lover h flattering tale — 

Listened, and trusted ! F rom the sacred dome 
Allured — betrayed — for sure some hell-bom magic 
Kncliained my frenzied sense — 1 fled with him, 

The invader of llcligion s dread abides ! 

Wliere art thou, my helo'^ed? Haste— return — 

With thy dear presence calm my struggling soul ! 

[She listens. 

Hark ! the sweet voice ! No ! ’twas the echoing surge 
That beats upon the shore : — alas ! he comes not. 
More faintly, o’<'r the distant wines, the sun 
<i loams with expiring ray; a deathlike shudder 
Creeps to my heart, and sadder, drearier grows 
E'en desolation’s self. 

[She n'ftlks to nndfro^ then listens a (fain. 

Yes I from the thicket shade 
A voice resounds ! — 'tis he ! — the loved one ! 

No fond illusion mocks my listening ear : 

’Tis louder — nearer : to his arms I fly— 

To his breast ! 

[She rushes n ith outstretched arms to the eji'tn- 
viitif of the garden. PoN C i.sar meets her. 

Don Cj.sau. Ueatrice. 

BeatbK’E {starting hack in horror). 

Wliat do J see? 

[At the same moment the Chorus comes forward. 
Don C j:sar. Angelic sweetness ! fear not. 

[To the Chorus. 

lletire ! your gleaming arms and rude array 
Affright the timorous maid. [ To Beatrk e. 

,, Fear nothing ! — beauty 

And virgin shame are sacred in my eyes. 

[The Chorus steps aside. He approaches and 
takes her hand. 

Where hast thou been ? for sure some envious pow’er 
Has hid thee from my gaze : long have 1 sought thee : 
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E'en from tlie hour when, ’mid the funeral rites 
(If the (lead Prince, like bome augelic vision. 

Lit with celestial brightness, on my sight 
Thou fthon’st, no other image in my breast. 

Waking or dreaming, lives ; — nor to thyself 
Unknown thy potent spells ; my glxmce of On', 

My fiiltering accents, and my hand that lay 
Trembling in thine, bespoke my ecstasy! 

Aught else with solemn ni;i/|osty the rito 
And holy place forbade : 

The bell proclaimed 

The awful Sacrifice ! With downcast eyes, 

And Imeeling, 1 adored : — soon as 1 inso. 

And caught with eager gaze thy form again, 

Sudden it vanished ; yet, w’ith mighty magic 
Of love enchained, mj'^ spirit tracked thy presence ; 
Nor ever, with unw’caried (juC'^t, I cease, 

At palace gates, amid the temple s tlirong. 

Til be< ret paths retired, or publi#^* scenes, 

Where beauteous iiinoceiico percliauee might rove. 

To mark each pas'^ing form — in vain : hut, guided 
lly some projiitious deity, this day 
One of my train, with happy vigilance, 

Espies! tliee in tin* neighbouring ebureli. 

I F>i \'iui( 1., u/t(f haft stood trenihling, with artrttd 
cyvs, here makes a fjeitturc of terror. 

1 thee 

( hice more ; and may the spirit from this frame 
lie severed e’er wo poi't ! Now let me snatch 
This glad auspicious moraciil, and defy 
Or chance, or envious demon’s i>ower, to shake 
H(Micefortli my solid bliss ; hero I ju’oelaim tliee, 
Before this listening warlike train, my bride*, 

With pledge of knightly honours ! 

‘ Tie shows her to the Chorus. 

Who thou art, 

I ask not : thou art mine ! But that thy soul 
And birth are pure alike, one glance informed 
My inmost heart; and though thy lot were mean, 
And poor thy lowly state, yet would I strain thee 
With rapture to my arms : — no choice remains, 

11 u 2 
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Thou art my love — my wife ! Know too, that lifted 
On fortune s heij^ht, 1 spurn control ; ray will 
Can raise thee to the pinnnele of greatness 
Enough my name — T nm Don Ca‘sar ! None 
Is nobler in Messina ! 

[Ueatrick atnrts hack hi amazement. He re- 
mmlkH her agitation^ and after a con- 

tinues. 

What a grace 

Lives in thy soft surjjriso and modest silence ! 

Yes! gentle huinhleness is beauty's crown — 

The Iloautifnl for ever hid, and shrinking 
From its own lustre : but thy spirit needs 
Repose, for aught of strange — e’en sudden joy- 
la U^rror-fraught. 1 leave thee — 

[Turning to the Chonis. 
From this hour 

She is your mistress, and my bride ; so teach her, 
With honours due, to entertain the pomp 
Of queenly state. I will return with speed. 

And lead her home as fits Messina’s Princess ! 

[He goes away. 

Beatrice and the Chorus. 

Chorus (Bohemund). 

Fair maiden — hail to thee. 

Thou lovely Queen ! 

Thine is the crown, and thine the victory ! 

Of heroes, to a distant age. 

The blooming mother thou shult shine, 

Preserver of this kingly line. 

(Roger). 

And thrice 1 bid thee hail, 

Thou happy fair ! 

Sent tfi auspicious hour to bless 
This favoured race — the gods’ peculiar care. 

Here twine the immortal wreaths of Fame, 

And evermore, from sire to son, 

Rolls on the sceptered sway, 

To heirs of old renown, a race of deathless name ! 
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(130111:: AIL'ND). 

The household Gt)ds eN.ulting1y 
Thy coming wait ; 

The ancient, honoured Sires, 

11 lilt on the portiils frown sedate, 

Shall smile for thee ! 

Tliere blooming Hebe shall thy steps attend. 

And golden Viclory, that sits 

lly Jo-se's ettn'iiiil tliroiie, with waving plumes. 

For eonque>*t ever sju’eiid. 

To \>eleoiiie tlu^e from Heaven descend. 

(Hooilr). 

"Ne'er from llii'^ (pieenly bright array 
The erown of beauty fades, — 
r)epartiiig to tin" realms of day, 

Faeh to the next, as good and fair, 
b^xtcMids the zone of feminine grace. 

And veil of purity : — 

O happy r.ice ! 

AVhat vision glads niy raptured eye ’ 
hlqual in >%ature's blot>ming pride, 

1 see the moth(*r and the virgin bride. 

Heatiuce {an'itlxing from her reverie). 

O luckless hour! 

Alas ! ill-fated maid ! 

AVherc shall I lly 
From these rude warlike men? 

Lost and betra 3 *ed ! 

A shudder o'er me came, ' 

When of this race accurst — the hrotliors twain — 
1'lieir hands embruc'd with kindred gore, 

1 heard the dreaded name ; 

( )ft told, their strife and serpent hate 
With terror thrilled my bosom's cure 
And now — oh hapless fate ! — 

I tremble, *mid the mge of discord thrown. 
Deserted and alone ! 

[*S7ie riiiu into the eilcove. 
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Chorus (Bohemund). 

Ron of the immortal Deities, 

And blest is he, the Lord of power; 
llis every joy tlie world can give ; 

Of all tlint mortals prize 
culls the flower. 

(Bqgeii). 

For him from Ocean’s azure caves 
The diver bears each pearl of purest ray ; 
Whatever from Nature’s boundless licld, 

Or toil or art has won, 

Obst‘quious at his feet we lay ; 
llis choiee is e\er free; 

We bow to chance, and Fortune's blind decree. 
(Bohemund). 

But this of Princes’ lot 1 deem. 

The crowning treasure, ^oy supreme— 

Of love the triumph and the prize, 

The beauty, star of neighbouring eyes ! 

She blooms for him alone, 
lie calls the fairest maid his own. 

(lliHUZR). 

Armed for the deadly fray. 

The corsair bounds up4>u the strand. 

And drags, amid the gloom of night, away, 

Tbo slivieking captive train. 

Of wild desii'es the hapless prey : 

But ne’er bis lawless hands jirofaue 
The gem — tlie peerless flower — 

Whose charms shall deck the Sultan’s bower. 

(Bohemx'nd). 

Now’ haste and watch, with curious eye, 

Tbeso hallowed precincts round. 

That no j^resumptuous foot come nigh 
The secri't, solitaiy ground : 

Guard well the maiden fair. 

Your cliieftiiiii’s brightest jew^el owns your care. 

[The Chorus uithdiaiva to the background. 
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The scene changes to a chamber in the interior of the 2'>aJace, 
Donna Isabeua between Don Manuel and Don Cassab. 

IsAiJ. . The long expected festal day is come. 

My children’s hearts are twined in one, as thus 
I fold their hands. Oh, blissful hour ! when tir^t 
A mother dares to speak in nature s voice, 

A.ud no rude presence checks the tidt* of love. 

The clang of arms atfrights mine ear no more : — 
And as tlxc owls, ill omened brood of night, 

From some old shattered homestead’s ruined walls. 
Their anenmt reign, tly forth a dusky swarm. 
Darkening the cheerful day ; — when absent long, 
The dwellers homo return with joyous shouts, 

To build the pile anew ; — so Hate departs 

With all bis grisly train— pale En\y, scowling Malice, 

And hollow-eyed Susjncion — from our gatt‘s. 

Hoarse murmuring, to the realms of night; while 
Peace, 

lly Concord and fair Friendship led along, 

Comes biniliiig in his place. \^he pauses. 

Hut not alone 

This day of joy to each rcsion's a brother ; 

It brings a sister I Wonderstruck you gaze ! 

Yet now the truth, in bilence guarded long, 

Bursts from my soul — attend ! I ha\e a daughter! 
A sister lives, ordained by Heaven to bind ye 
With ties unknown before. 

Don C.ESAR. We have a sister ! 

What hast thou said, niy motlier ? — never told 
Her being till this hour ! 

Don Manuel. In childhood’s years, 

Oft of a sister we have heard, untimely 
Snatched m her cnulle by remorseless death ; 

So ran the tale. 

Isabella. She lives! 

Don C.ESAR. And thou wert silent ! 

IsAB. . Hear how' the seed w^as sown in early time, 

That now bhall ripen to a joyful harvest. 

Ye bloomed in boyhood’b tender age — e’en then— • 
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By mutual deadly hate, the bitter spring 
Of grief to this torn anxious heart — dissevered ; 

( )h, may your strife retuni no more ! A vision, 
Stmnge and mysterious, in your father s breast 
Woke dire presage : it seemed that from his couch. 
With branches intertwined, two laurels grew. 

And in the midst a lily all in ilames. 

That, catching swift the boughs and knotted stems, 
ilursl forth with cinckling rage, and o’er the house 
Spread in one mighty sea of tirep^j^erplexed 
By this territie dream, ray husband sought 
An Arab, skilled to read the stai*s, and long 
The trusted oracle, whose counsels swayed 
IJis inmost purpose : thus the boding sage 
Spoke Fate’s decrees ; — if I a daughter bore, 
destruction to his sons and all his race 
From her should spring. Soon, by IIea\en's will, 
this child 

Of dreadful omen saw tlie light — ^,your sire 
Commanded instant in the wa^es to throw 
The new-born innocent ; a mother's love 
Prevailed, and, aided by a faithful servant, 

1 stialclied the babe from death. 

Don C.rsAB. Blest be the hands 

The miiiislei's of thy care ! O, over rich 
( >f eounsels was a parent s love I 

I«AnLLT.A. But more 

Thun Nature’s mighty voice — a w'aniiiig dream 
Impelled to save my child: wdiilc yet uuhorn 
She slumbered in my womb, sleeping I saw 
An infant, fair as of celestial kind, 

That played upon the grass ; soon from the wood 
A lion rushed, and from his goiy jaws, 

Caressing, in the infant's lap let fall 

His prey, new^-caught : then thro’ the air down swept 

An eagle, and with fond caress alike 

Dropt from his claws a tremhling kid ; and both 

Cowered at the infant’s feet, a gentle pair. 

A Monk, the saintly guide wliose counsels jxmred. 

In ever}" earthly need, the balm of Heaven 
Dpon my troubled soul, my dream resolved : — 
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Tims spoke the man of God : — a daugliter, sent 
To knit the warring spirits of my sous 
In bonds of tender love, should recompense 
A mother's pains ! Deep in my heart 1 treasured 
His words, and, reckless of the Pagan Seer, 
Preserved the blessed child — ordained of Heaven 
To still your growing strife ; sweet pledge of hope 
And messenger of peae.c ! 

Don Manuel (emhracuif/ hbt brother). 

There needs no sister 

To join o(ii^ hearts — she shall but bind them closer. 

[sAH. . In a lone spot obscure, by stranger hands 

Nurtured, the secret llower has grown — to me 
Denied the joy to mark each infant charm 
And opening grace from that sad hour of parting ; — 
These arms ne’er clasp’d my child again ! — her sire. 
To jealousy s corroding fejirs a prey, 

And brooiliiig dark sus])icion, restless tracked 
Each day my steps. 

Don Yet three months liown, my father 

Sleeps in the tmtuiuil grave ; say, whence delayed 
The joyous tidings ? — Why so long concealed 
Tlie maid, nor earlier taught our liearts to glow 
^^'ith brother s love ? 

J&ABELi>.\. 'J’he cause— your frenzied liate. 

That inging unconfined, e’en on tlie tomb 
Of your b<*arco buried lather, lit the flames 
<.)f mortal strife, Wlmt ! could 1 throw my daughter 
Detwixt your gleaming blades ? Or ’mid the storm 
Of passion would yc list a \\ Oman’s counsels? 

Could she, sweet pledge of peace, of all our hopes 
The lost and holy anchor, ’mid tlio rage 
Of discord find a liome ? Ye stand as brothers. 

So will I give a sister to your anns ! 

The reconciling angel comes — each hour 
1 wait my messenger s return ; he leads her 
Prom her sequestered cell, to glad once more 
A mother's eyes. 

Don Manuei.. Nor her alone this day 

Thy arms shall fold:— joy pours thro’ all our gates; 
hJoon shall the desolate halls be full, the seat 
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Of every blooming Grace. — Now hear my secret : 

A bister tlioii bast given ; to thee I bring 
A daughter — bless thy son ! My heart has found 
Its lasting shrine : ero this day's sun has set, 

Don Manuel to thy feet sliall lead his bride, 

The imrtner of his days. 

Isabella. And to my breast 

With transport will 1 clasp the chosen maid, 

That makes my first-born happy ! Joy shall spring 
Where’er she treads, and every flower that blooms 
Around the path of life smile in her presence ! 

May bliss reward the son. that for my brows 
Has twined the choicest wreath a mother wears. 

C.ESAK. Vet give not all the fulness of thy blessing 
To him, thy eldest bom. Tf love be blest, 

1 , too, can give thee joy — 1 bring a daughter — 
Another flower for thy most treasured garland 1 
The maid that in this ice-cold bosom first 
Awoke the rapturous flame ! Ere yonder sun 
Declines — Don Ctesar s bride shall call thee mother ! 

Don M. Almighty Love I — thou godlike power — for well 
We call thee sovereign of the breast I Thy sway 
Controls each warring element, and tunes 
To soft accord ; nought lives but owns thy greatness ! 
Lo ! the rude soul tliat long defied thee, melts 
At thy command ! [He embraces Don C^sah. 

Now T ran trust thy heart, 

And joyful strfiiu thee to ii brother’s arms ! 

I doubt thy faith no more*, for thou canst love ! 

IsAis. . Thrice blest the day, when every gloomy care 
From my o’er-laboured breast has flown. I seo 
On steadfast columns reared our lungly race. 

And with contented spirit track the stream 
Of measureless time. In these deserted halls. 

Sad in my widow’s veil, but yesterday 
Childless L roamed — and soon, in youthful charms 
Arrayed, three blooming daughtei-s at my side 
Shall stand ! 0 happiest mother ! Chi^ of womeu^ 

In bliss supreme ; can aught of earthly joy 
O’erbalance thine ? 

But say, of royal stem. 
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Wliat maidens grace our isle ? For ne’er my sous 
Would stoop to meaner brides. 

Don Mantjei*. Seek not to raise 

The veil that hides my bliss ; another day 
Shall toll thee all Enough — Don Manuel's bride 

Is worthy of tby son and thee. 

Isabella. Thy sire 

Speaks in thy words ; thus to himself retired 
For ever would ho brood o'er counsels dark. 

And cloak bis seerc't purpose ; — ^your delay 
Be short, my son. \Turnwg to Don CiESAR. 

But thou — some royal maid. 
Daughter of kings, has stirred thy soul to lo^e ; 

So speak — her name — 

Don C.esau. T have no art to veil 

My thoughts with mysteiy s garb — my spirit free 
And open as my brows ; what thou wouldst know 
Concerned me never. Say — what lights above 
Heaven’s flaming orb? Himself! — On all tlio w'orld 
He sliines, and with his beaming gloiy tells 
From light he spning: — in lier pure eyes T gazed, 

T looked into her heart of hearts : — the brightness 
Revealed the pearl. Her race — her name — my 
motlier, 

Ask not of me ! 

Isabella. My son, explain thy words. 

For, like some voice divine, the sudden charm 
Has ill ml led tby s<ml * to deeds of rash emprize 
Thy nature prompted, not to fantasies 
Of boyish love : — tell me, whiif swu^’-ed thy choice? 

Dos C. My choice? my mother! Is it choice when man 
Obeys the miglit of Destiny, that brings 
The awful hour ? I sought no beauteous bride, 

No fond delusion stirred my tranquil breast, 

Still as the house of death ; for there, unsought, 

I found the treasure of my soul. Thou know'st 
That, heedless ever of the giddy race, 

I looked on beauty's charms with cold disdain. 

Nor deemed of womankind there lived another 
Like thee — ^whom my idolatrous fancy decked 
With heavenly graces : — 
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Twas the solemn rite 
Of my (lead father’s obsequies ; we stood 
Amid the countless throng, with sti’ango attire 
Hid from each other’s glance ; for thus ordained 
Thy thoughtful care, lest with outhurstiiig rage. 

E’en by the holy place imawed, our strife 
Should mar the funeral pomp. 

With sable gauze 

The nave was all o erliung ; the altar round 
Stood twenty giant Saints, uplifting c£U*h 
A torch ; and in the midst reposed on high 
The cofliii, with o’erspreading pall, that showed. 

In white, lledemption’s sign ; — thereon were laid 
The staff of sovereignty, the i)rincely crown. 

The gold<‘ii spurs of knight liood, and the sword, 
WiUi diamond-studded bolt : — 

And all was bushed 

Til silent prayer, when from the lofty choir, 

TTnseen, tho ])ealing organ spoke, and loud 
Eroin hundred voices burst the choral strain ! 

Then, ’mid tho tide of song, the coffin sank 
With the descending lloor beneath, for ever 
Down to the world below; — hut, wide outspread 
Above the yawning grave, the pall upheld 
The gauds of earthly state, nor with the corse 
To darkness fell ; yet on the seraph wings 
tlf Harmony, tho eufraiirhiscd spirit soared 
To Heaven and mercy’s throne : 

Thus to thy thought. 

My mother, 1 have waked the scene anew% 

And say, if aught of passion in my breast 
Profaned the solemn hour ; yet then the beams 
Of mighty Love —so Avilled my guiding star — 

First lit my soul ; but how it chanced, myself 
1 ask in vain. 

IsAREELA. ^ 1 Would hear all ; so end 

Thy tale. 

Don C.esau. What brought her to my side, or whence 
She came, I know not : — from her presence quick 
Some secret all-pervading iuwai'd charm 
Aw’okc ; 'twas not the magic of a smile, 
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Nor playful Cupid in ber cheeks, nor more, 

The form of peerless grace ; — ’twas Beauty’s soul. 
The speaking virtue, modesty inborn. 

That ns with magic spells, impalpable 
To sense, my being thralled. We breathed together 
The air of Heaven : — enough ! — no utterance asked 
Of words, our spiritual converse ; — in my heart, 

Tho’ strange, yet with familiar ties inwrought 
Slie seemed, and instant spake the thought — ’tis she ! 
Or none that lives ! 

1 )ON Manuel [interposing with eagerness). 

That is the sacred fire 

From Heaven ! The spark of love — tliat on the soul 
Bursts like the liglitning’s Hash, and mounts in ilame, 
When kindred bosoms meet ! No choice remains — 
Who shall resist ? What mortiil break the band 
That Heaven has knit ? — Brother, my blissful fortune 
Was echoed in thy tale — well thou hast raised 
The veil that shadows yet my secret love. 

IsAii. . Thus Destiny has marked the wayward course 
Of my two sons : the mighty torrent sweeps 
Down from the precipice ; with rage he w’ears 
His proper bed, nor heeds tho channel traced 
By art and prudent care. So to the powers. 

That darkly sway the fortunes of our house, 
Trembling I yield. One pledge of hope remains; 
Great as their birth — their noble souls. 


IsABELij^, Don Manuel, Don CjiSAii. 

Diego is seen at the door. 

Isabella. But sec. 

My faithful messenger returns. Come near me. 
Honest Diego. Quick ! Where is she ? I'ell me. 
Where is my child ? There is no secret here. 

Oh, speak ! No longer from my eyes conceal her; 
,Come ! we are ready for the height of joy. 

\She is alout to lead him towards the door. 
What means this pause? Thou lingerest — thou art 
dumb— 

Thy looks are terror-fraught — a shudder creeps 
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Through all my frame — declare thy tidiugs! — speak! 
Where is she ? Where is Beatrice ? 

[She is about to rush from the chamber. 
Don Manukl [to himself abstractedly). Beatrice ! 

Diego {holding back the Pkin'cess). Be still! 

IsAi). . Where is she ^ Anguish tears my breast 1 
Diego. She comes not ; 

I bring no daughter to tliy aims. 

IsAUKLLA. Declare 

Thy message ! Speak ! by all the Saints ! 

What has befallen ? 

Don Manuel. Where is my sister ? Tell us, 

Thou harbinger of ill ! 

Diego. The maid is stolen 

By corsairs ! lost ! Oh! that I nc or had seen 
This day of >\o I 

Don Manuel. Com])osc thyself, my mother ! 

Don C. Be calm ; list all his tale. 

Diego. At thy command 

I sought in haste the 'well-known path that leads 
To the old Sanctuary : — Joy winged my footsteps ; 
The journey was my last 1 
Don C usab. Be brief ! 

Don Manuel. Proceed! 

Diego. Soon as I trode the convent’s court — impatient — 

I ask — “ Where is thy daughter?” Terror sale 
In every eye ; and straight, with horror mute, 

1 hear the >vorst. 

[Tsadelia sinks, pale and trembling, upon a 
chair : Don Manuel is busied about het. 

Don CiusArv. Say st thou by pirates stolen ? 

Who saw the band ? — what tongue relates the spoil ? 
Dirao. Not far a Moorish galley was descried, 

At anchor in the bay — 

Don C.ESAB. The refuge oft 

From tempests’ rage; where is the bark? 

Diego. At dawn. 

With favouring breeze she stood to sea. 

Don C^sab. But never 

One prey contents the Moor; say, have they told 
Of other spoil ? 
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Diego. A herd that pastured near 

Wfts dragged away. 

Don Cjesab. Yet from the convent s bound 

How tear the maid unseen? 

Diego. Tis thought, with ladders. 


They scaled the wall. 

Don C.ESAR. Thou know st what jealous care 

Enshrines tlie bride of Heaven; scarce could their 
steps 

Invade the secret cells. 

Diego. Hound by no vows. 

The maiden roved at will ; oft would she seek, 

Alone, the garden's shade. Alas! tliis day, 

Ne’er to returu ! 

Don C.csar. Said’st thou — the prize of corsairs ? — 

Perchance, at other bidding, she forsook 
The sheltering dome — 

Isabella (riaintj »iuldi nly), Twas force ! *twas savage spoil ! 
Ne’er has my child, reckless of honour’s ties, 

With \ile seducer tied I My sons I Awake ! 

I thought to give a sister to your arms ; 

I ask a daughter from your swords ! Arise ! 

Avenge tliis wrong I 'J’o unns ! Launch every ship ! 
Scour all our coasts ! From sea to sea pursue them ! 
O bring my daughter — haste ! 

Don Caesar. arewell — I fly 

To vengeance ! \He goes away, 

[Don Manuel arouses himself from a state of 
abslraction, and tnrnSj with an air of ayita- 
tioHy to Diego. 

Don Manuel. Speak! within the convent’s walls 

When first unseen — 

Diego. This day at da^vn. 

Don Manuel (to Isabella). Her name. 

Thou say’st, is Beatrice? 

Isabella. No questions ! Fly ! 

Don M. Yet tell me— * 

Isabelia. Haste I Begone ! Why this delay ?— 

Follow thy brother. 

Don Manuel. 1 conjure thee-HSpeak— 
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Isabella {dragging him away). 

Behold my tears ! 

Don Manuel. Where was she hid? What region 

Concealed my sister? 

Isabella. Scarce from curious eyes, 

In the deep bosom of the earth more safe 
My child had been ! 

DiEtio. Oh ! now a sudden honor 

Starts in my breast. 

Don Manuel. What gives thee fear? 

Diego. Twas I 

That guiltless caused this woe ! 

IsABELf A. Unhappy man ! 

What hast thou done ? 

Diloo. 1 o spare thy mother’s lieart 

One anxious pang, my mistn^ss, I concealed 
What now my lips shall tell : — Twas on tlie day 
When thy dead husband in the silent tomb 
Was laid ; from e^ ery side the unnumbered throng 
Pressed eager to the solemn rites ; thy daughter — 
For e'en amid the cloistered shade was noised 
The funeral pomp — urged me, with ceaseless prayer 
To lead her to the festival of Death. 

In evil hour 1 gave consent ; and, shrouded 
In sable weeds of mourning, she surveyed 
Her father’s obsequies. With keen reproach 
My bosom tells — (for through the veil her charms 
Besistless shone) — 'twas there, perchance, the spoiler 
Lurked to betray. 

Don Manuel {to hhmelf). Thrice happy words ! I live ! 

It was another ! 

Isabella (to Diego). Faithless I 111 betide 
Thy treacherous age ! 

Diego. Oh, never have I strayed 

From duty’s path ! My mistress, in her prayers, 

I heard the voice of Nature ; — thus from Heaven 
Ordained, methought, the secret impulse moves 
Of kindred blood, to hallow with her tears 
A father’s grave : the tender office owned 
Thy servant’s care, and thus with good intent 
I wrought but ill. 
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Don Manuel {to Why stand I thus, a prey 

To torturing fears ! No longer will 1 bear 
The dread suspense — will know all ! 

Don Caipar (tvho leturns), Forgivo me, 

I follow thee. 

Don Manuel. Away ! Let no man follow ! [Kvit. 

Don C.esar {looking after him in surprise). 

What means my brother ? Speak — 

Isabella In wonder lost 

I gaze ; some mystery lurks — 

Don Cesar. Thou nmrkst, my mother, 

My quick return ; with eager zeal I flew 
At thy command, nor asked one trace to guide 
My footsteps to thy daughter. Whence was torn 
Thy treasure ? Say, what cloistered solitude 
Enshrined the beauteous maid ? 

Isabella. Tis consecrate 

To St. Cecilia ; deep in forest shades. 

Beyond the woody ridge Uiat slowly climbs 
Towards Etna’s towering throne, it seems a refuge 
Of parted souls ! 

Don CjEsar. Have courage, trust thy sons ; 

She shall he thine, tho’ with unwearied quest 
O’er eveiy land and sea I track her presence 
To earth’s extremest bounds : one thought alone 
Disturbs, — in stranger hands my timorous bride 
Waits my return ; to thy protecting arms 
I give the pledge of all my joy ! She comes ; 

Soon on her faithful bosom Uiou shalt rest, 

III sweet oblivion of thy cares. [Ejrit, 

Ibab. . When will the ancient curse be stilled, that weighs 
Upon our house ? Some mocking demon sports 
With every new^>formed hope, nor envious leaves 
One hour of joy. So near the haven smiled — 

So smooth the treacherous main — secure 1 deemed 
My happiness : the stom was lulled ; and bright 
In evening’s lustre gleamed the sunny shore : 

Then thro’ the placid air the tempest sweeps, 

And bears me to the roaring surge agtun! 

[She goes into the interior of the palace^ ffdlowed 
by Diego. 
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The Scene changes to the Garden. 

Both Choruses, afterwards Bbatuice. 

The Chorus of Don Manuel enters in solemn procession, 
adormd with garlands, and hearing the bridal ornaments 
above mentioned. The Chorus of Don Cjssau opposes their 
entrance. 

Fint Chorus (Cajetan). 

* Begone! 

Second Chorus (Boiiemund). 

Not at ill}" bidding ! 

Cajetan. See’st tliou not 

Thy presence irks ? 

Bohemund. Thou bast it, then, tho longer! 

Cajkt. My place is here ! What arm repels me ? 

Boitkmund. Mine ? 

Cajet. Don Manuel sent me hither. 

Boiilmi’nd. I obey 

My Lord, Don OoDsar. 

CAifETAN. To the eldest bom 

Thy master reverence owes. 

Bohemund. The world belongs 

To him that wins ! 

Cajetan. Unmannered knave, give place ! 

Bohkm. Our swords be measured first 1 

Cajetan. I find thee ever 

A serpent in my path. 

Boiii.mund. Where’er I list, 

Thus will I meet thee ! 

Cajetan. Say, why cam’st thou hidier 

To spy ? 

Bohemund. And thou to question and command? 

Cajet. To parley 1 disdain ! 

Bohemund. Too much I grace thee 

By words ! " 

Cajetan. Thy hot impetuous youth should bow 

To reverend age. 

Bohemund. Elder thou art — not braver. 

Beatrice (rushing from her pLaee of concealment ). 

Alas ! What mean ^ese warlike men ? 
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Cajetan {to Boiiemund). I bced not 

Thy threats and lofty mien. 

lloiir.MUND. 1 serve a master 

Better than thine. 

Beatuice. Alas ! Should he appear ! 

Cajet. Thouliest! Don Manuel thousandfold ex.celb. 

Boiiem. In eveiy strife the wreath of viotoiy decks 
Don Cffisar’s brows ! 

Beatrice. Now he will come ! Already 

The hour is past I 

Cajetan. Tis peace, or thou shouldst know 

My vengeance ! 

Boiiemtind. Fear, not peace, thy arm refrains. 

Beat. . Oli ! Were he thousand miles remote ! 

Cajetan. Thy looks 

But move my scorn ; the compact I obey. 

Boil EM. The coward s ready shield ! 

Cajv.tan, Come on ! I follow. 

Bon KM. To arms ! 

Beatrice {in the greatest agitation). 

Their falchions gleam — the strife begins ! 
Yo heavenly powers, his steps refrain ! Home snare 
Throw round his feet, that in this hour of dread 
He come not : all ye angels, late implored 
To give him to my arms, reverse my prayers ; 

Far, far from hence convey the loved one ! 

[She runs into the alcove. At the moment when 
the two Choruses are about to engage ^ Don 
Manuel appears. 


Don Manuel, the Chorus. 

Don Manuel. Hold ! 

What do I see ! 

First Chorus to the Second (Cajetan, Bebenoab, Manfbed). 

Come on ! Come on ! 

Second Chorus (Bohemund, Hogeb, Hifpolttb). 

Down with them ! 

Don Manuel (stepping between them with drawn sword ). 

Hold! 

Cajetan. Tis the Prince ! 


1 I 2 
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Bohemund. Be still ! 

Don Manuel. I stretch him dead 

Upon this verdant turf, that mth one glance 
Of scorn prolongs the strife, or threats his foe ! 

Why rage ye thus ? What maddening fiend impels 
To blow the flames of ancient hate anew, 

For ever reconciled ? Say, who began 
The conflict? — Speak— 

First Chorus (Cajetan, Berengaii). 

My Prince, we stood — 

Second Chorus (Roger, Bohemund) interrupting them. 

They came — 

Don Manuel (to the First Chorus). 

Speak thou! 

First Chorus (Cajetan). 

With wreaths adorned, in festal tmiu. 
We bore the bridal gifts ; no thought of ill 
Disturbed our peaceful way ; composed for ever 
With holy pleage of love we deemed your strife. 

And trusting came ; when here in rude array 
Of arms encamped they stood, and loud defied us ! 
Don M. Slave ! Is no refuge safe? Shall discord thus 
Profane the bower of virgin iiinoc^ce. 

The home of sanctity and peace ? 

[To the Second Chorus. 
Retire — 

Your waidikc presence ill beseems ; away ! 

I would be private. \They hesitate. 

In your master’s name 
I give command ; our souls are one, our lips 
Declai*e each other’s thoughts ; begone ! 

[To the First Chorus. 

Remain — 

And guard the entrance. 

Bohemund. So! What next? Our masters 

Are reconciled ; that’s plain ; and less he wins 
Of thanks thw peril, t^t with busy zeal 
In princely quarrel stirs ; for when of stiife 
His Mightiness aweary feels, bf guilt 
He throws the red-dyed mantle unconcerned 
On his poor follower’s luckless head, and stands 
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Arrayed in virtue s robes! So let them end 
£*en as they will their brawls, I hold it best 
That we obey. 

[Exit Second Chorim. The First withdraws to 
the back of the Stage; at the same moment 
Beatrice nishes forward^ and throws herself 
into Don Manuel’s arms. 

Bfatrice. Tis thou I Ah ! cruel one, 

Again I see thee— clasp thee — long appalled. 

To thousand ills a proy, trembling I languisli 
For thy return : no more— in tliy loved arms 
I am ^t peace, nor think of dangers past, 

Thy breast my shield from every threatening harm. 
Quick ! Let us fly ! They see us not^away ! 

Nor lose the moment. 


Ha I Thy looks affnght me ! 
Thy sullen cold reserve ! Thou tear st thyself 
Impatient from my circling arms, 1 know thee 
No more ! Is this Don Manuel ? My beloved ? 

My husband 

Don Manuel. Beatrice! 

Beatrice. No words 1 The moment 

Is preciousr! Haste. 

Don Manuel. Yet tell me— 

Beatrice. Quick! Away 

Ere those fierce men return. 

Don Manuel. Be calm, for nought 

Shall trouble tliee of ill. 

Beatrice. Oh fly! — ^alas, 

Thou kuow’st them not ! 

Don Manuel. Protected by this arm, 

Const thpu fear aught? 

Beatrice. Oh! trust me; mighty men 

Are here. 

Don Manuel. Beloved ! mightier none than me ! 

Beat. . And wouldst thou brave this warlike host alone? 

Don M. Alone ! the men thou fearht— 

Beatrice. Thou know^st them not, 

Nor whom they serve. 

Don Manuel. Myself! 1 am their Lord! 

Beat. . Thou art— a shudder creeps thro* aU my frame 1 
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Don M. Far other than I seemed ; so learn at last 

To know me, Beatrice. Not the poor knight 
Am I, the stranger and unknown, that loving 
Taught thee to love ; but what 1 am—^my race— 

My power — 

Beatrice. And art thou not Don Manuel ? Speak~ 

Who art thou ? 

Don Manuel. Chief of all that hear the name, 

I am Dun Manuel, Prince of Messina ! 

Beat. . Art thou Don Manuel, Don Osesar's brother? 

Don M. Don Csssor is my brother. 

Beatrice. Is thy brother ! 

Don M. What means this terror ? Know*st thou, then, Don 
Gflssar? 

None other of my race ? 

Beatrick. Art thou Don Manuel, 

That with thy brother liv’st in bitter strife 
Of long inveterate hate ? 

Don Manuel. This very sun 

Smiled on our glad accord ! Yes, we are brothers ! 
Binthers in heart ! 

Beatrice. And reconciled ? This day ? 

Don M. What stirs this wild disorder? Hast thou known 

Aught but our name ? Say, hast tliou told me nil ? 
la there no secret ? Hast thou nought concealed ? 
Nothing disguised ? 

Beatrice. Tliy words are dark ; explain, 

Wliat shall I tell thee? 

Don Manuel. Of thy motlipr nought 

Hast thou e'er told ; who is she ? If in words 
I paint her, bring her to thy sight — 

Beatrice. Thou know st her ! 

And thou wert silent ! 

Don Manuel. If I know thy mother, 

Horrors betide us both ! 

Beatrice. Oh ! she is gracious 

As the sun's orient beam ! Yes ! I behold her ; 

Fond memory wakes and from ray bosom’s depths 
Her godlike presence rises to my view ! 

1 see around her snowy neck descend 
The tresses of her raven ludr, that shade 
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The form of sculptured loveliness ; I see 
The pale, high-thoughted brow ; the darkening glance 
Of her large lustrous orbs ; I hear the tones 
Of soul-fraught sweetness ! 

Don Manuel. Tis herself ! 

Beatbioe. This day, 

Perchance had given me to her arms, and knit 
Our souls in everlasting love ; — such bliss 
I have renounced, yes ! 1 have lost a mother 
For thee 1 

Don Manuel. Console thyself, Messina's Princess 
Hencefortii shall call theo daughter ; to her feet 
1 lead thee ; come — she waits. 

Beatbioe. What bast thou said? 

Thy mother and Don Ceesar's ? Never ! never ! 

Don M. Thou sliudderest ! Whence this lioiTor ? Hast thou 
known 

My mother ? Speak— 

Beathtcb. O grief! 0 dire misfortune! 

Alas I that e'er I live to see this day I 
Don M. What troubles thee ? Thou know'st me, thou liast 
found, 

In tlie poor stranger knight, Messina's Prince. 

Beat. . Give me the dear unknown again ! With him, 

On Earth's remotest wilds 1 could be blest ! 

Don Cjesab {behind the scene). 

Away! What rabble throng is here? 

Beatrice. That voice ! 

Oh heavens ! Where shall I fly ! 

Don Manuel. Know'st thou that >oice? 

No ! thou hast never heai’d it ; to thine car 
'Tis strange — 

Beathioe. Oil, come — delay not— 

Don Manuel. Wherefore fly ? 

It is my brother's voice ! He seeks me — how 
He tracked my steps— 

Beatrice. By all the holy Saints I 

Bmve not his wrath! oh quit this place - avoid him — 
Meet not thy brother here ! 

Don Manuel. My soul I tliy fears 
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Confound ; thou hear st me not ; our strife is o'er ; 
Yes ! we are reconciled. 

Bea JUICE. Protect me, Heaven, 

In this dread hour ! 

Don Manuel. A sudden dire presage 

Starts in my breast — I shudder at the thought ! 

If it bo true ! Oh horror ! Could she know 

That voice ! Wert thou — my tongue denies to utter 

The words of fearful import — Beatrice ! 

Say, wert thou present at the funeral rites 
Of my dead sire ? 

Beatkice. Alas ! 

Don Manuel. Thou wert ! 

Beatrice. Forgive nie! 

Don M. Unhappy woman ! — 

Beatr ce. I was 2 >reseiit I 

Don Manuel. Horror! 

Beat. . Some mighty impulse urged mo to the scene — 

Oh be not angiy — to thy&elf I owned 

The ardent fond desire ; with darkening brow 

Thou listeuedst to my prayer, and I ^yaB silent. 

But what misguiding inauspicious star 
Allured, 1 know not ; from my inmost soul 
The wish, the dear emotion spoke ; and vain 
Au^ht else Diego gave consent— oh, pardon me ! 

I disobeyed thee. 

[She advances towards him imploringhj; at the 
same moment Don C.esaii enters, accompanied 
by the whole Choms, 

Both Brothers, Both Choruses, BEATRier.. 

Second Chorus (Boiikmvnd) to Don C^sar. 

Thou belie vst us not— 

Believe thine eyes ! 

Don Cj:sab {pishes forward furiomly, and at the sight of his 
hrotJi£r starts back wUh horror. 

Some hell-bom magic cheats 
My senses ; in her arms ! Envenomed snake ! 

Is this thy love ? For this thy treacherous heart 
Could lure with guise of friendship I 0 fi*oni Hea^ en 
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Breathed my immortal hate ! Do^ii, down to Hell, 
Thou soul of falsehood ! 

[He Btahs him^ Don Manuet./o2/s. 
Don Manuel. Beatiice ! — my brother ! — 

I die! 

[Diee. Beatrice sinks lifeless at his side. 
First Chorus (Cajetan). 

Help ! Help ! To arms ! Avenge with blood 
The bloody deed I 

Second Chorus (Bohemund). The fortune of the day 

Is oui*8 ! The strife for ever stilled : — Messina 
Obeys one Lord. 

First Chants (Cajetan, Bebengar, Manfred). 

I'evenge ! The murderer 
Shall die ! Quick offer to your master s shade 
Appeasing sacrifice ! 

Second Chorus (Bohemund, Eogeb, IIutolyte). 

My Prince I fear nothing, 

Thy friends ore true. 

Don C^sar {steps between them, looking around). 

Be still ! The foe is slain 
That practised on my trusting honest heart 
With snares of brother's love ! O direful shows 
The deed of death ! But righteous Heaven hath judged. 
First Chorus (Cajetan). 

Alas to thee, Messina ! Wo for ever ! 

Sad city ! From thy blood-stained walls this deed 
Of nameless horror taints the skies ; ill fare 
Thy mothers and thy children, youth and age, 

And offspring yet unborn ! 

Don Chsar. Too late your grief — 

Here give your help. [Pointing to Beatrice. 

Call her to life, and quick 
Depart this scene of teiTor and of death. 

1 must away and seek my sister : — Hence ! 

Conduct her to my mother — 

And tell her that her son, Don Cssar, sends her! 

[ExiU 

[The senseless Beatrice is placed on a litter and 
carried away by the Second Chorus. The 
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First Cfiorus remains with the body, round 
which the hoys who bear the bridal resents 
range the^nselves in a semicircle. 

Chorns (Cajetan). 

List, how with dreaded mysU^ry 
Was signed to my prophetic soul, 

Of kindred blood the dire decree : — 

Hither with noiseless giant stiide 
I saw the hideous Fiend of terror glide ! 

Tis past ! — T strive not to control 
My shuddering awe — so swift of ill 
The Fates the warning sign fulfil. 

Lo ! to my sense disma3^cd, 

Sudden the deed of death has shown 
Whate cr my boding fears portrayed : 

The vibioned thought was pain ; 

The present horror curdles every vein ! 

One of the Chorus (Manfred). 

Sound, sound the plaint of wo ! 

Beautiful Youth ! 

Outstretched and pale he lies, 

Untimely cropped in early bloom ; 

The heavy night of death has sealed his eyes ; — 

In this glad hour of nuptial joy, 

Snatched by relentless doom, 

He sleeps — while, echoing to the sky, 

Of sorrow bursts the loud despairing cry ! 

A second (Cajetan). 

We come, wo come, in festal pride. 

To greet Uio beauteous Bride ; 

Behold I the nuptial gifts, the rich attire : 

The banquet waits, the guests ore there ; 

They bid thee to the solemn rite 
Of Hymen quick repair. 

Thou hear at them not— the sportive IjTe, 

The frolic dance, bliall ne'er iiivite ; 

Nor wake thee from thy lowly bed, 

For deep the slumber of the dead ! 
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The whole Chorus. 

No more the echoing horn shall cheer, 

Nor bride with tones of sweetness charm his ear ; 
On the cold earth he lies. 

In death's eternal slumber closed his eyes. 

A third (Cajetan). 

What are the hopes, and fond desires 
Of mortals’ transitory race ? 

Tliis day, with harmony of voice and soul, 

Ye woke the long-extinguished fires 
Of brothers’ love — ^}’on darning orb 
Lit with his earliest beams your dear embrace : 

At eve, upon the goiy sand 
Thou liest — a roeking corse ! 

Stretched by a brother's murderous hand. 

Vain projects, treacherous hopes, 

Child of the deeting hour, are thine : 

Fond man I thou rear’st on diut each bold design. 

Chorus (Hfrengau). 

To thy niodier I will bear 
The burden of unutterable wo! 

Quick shall yon cypress, blooming fair, 

Bend to the axe’s murderous blow. 

Then twine the mournful bier ! 

For ne’er with verdant life the tree shall smile 
That grew on death’s devoted soil ; 

Ne’er in the breeze the branches play. 

Nor shade the wanderer in the noontide ray ; 

’Twas marked to bear the fruits of doom. 

Cursed to the service of the tomb. 

First (Cajetan). 

Wo to the murderer ! Wo ! 

That sped exulting in his pride. 

Behold ! the parched earth drinks the crimson tide ; 
Down, down it flows, unceasingly. 

To the dim cavenied halls toIow, 

Where throned in kindred gloom the sister train. 
Of Themis progeny severe. 

Brood in their songless silent reign ! 
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Stem ministers of wrath's decree, 

They catch in swarthy cups thy streaming gore, 

And pledge with horrid rites for vengeance evermore ! 

Second (Berenoar). 

Tho* swift of deeds the traces fade 

From earth, before the enlivening ray ; 

As o'er the brow the transient shade 
Of thought, the hues of fancy flit away : — 

Yet in the mystic womb unseen. 

Of the dark inliiig Hours that sway 
Our mortal lot, wbate’er has been. 

With new creative germ defies decay. 

The blooming field is time, 

For Nature’s ever-teeming shoot, 

And all is seed, and all is fruit. 

[The Chorus goes arcay, hearing the corpse of 
Don Manuel on a bier. 


Scene. — The Hall of Pillars. It is night. 

The stage is lighted from above by a single large lamp. 

Donna Isabella and Diego advance to the front. 

IsAD. . As yet no joyful tidings, not a trace 
Found of ^e lost one ! 

Diego. {|othing have we heard. 

My mistress ; yet o’er every track, unwearied. 

Thy sons pursue. Ere long the rescued maid 
Shall smile at dangers past. 

IsABELiJi. Alas! Diego, 

My heart is sad ; ’twas 1 that caused this wo ! 

Diego. Vex not thy anxious bosom ; nought escaped 
Thy thoughtful care. 

IsABKLiA. Oh! had I earlier shown 

The hiddeit treasure ! 

Diego. Prudent were thy counsels, 

Wisely thou left’st her in retirement’s shade ; 

So, tinst in Heaven. 

Isabella. Alas ! no joy is perfect— 

Without this chance of ill my bliss were pure. 
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Diego. Thy happiness is hut delayed ; enjoy 
The concord of thy sons. 

Isabella. The sight was rapture 

Supreme— when, locked in one another s arms, 
They glowed with brothers* love. 

Diego. And in the heart 

It burns ; for ne'er their princely souls have stooped 
To mean disguise. 

lsADEi.LA. Now, too, their bosoms wake 

To gentler thoughts, and own the softening sway 
Of Love. No more their hot impetuous youth 
Bevels in liberty untamed, and spurns 
Bestmint of Law — attempered passion's self, 

With modest chaste resciTe. 

To Uiee, Diego, 

I will unfold my secret heart ; this hour 
Of feeling 8 opening bloom, e.xpected long, 

Wakes boding fears : thou knowst to sudden rage 
Love stirs tumultuous breasts and if this flame 
With jealousy should rouse the slumbering fires 
Of ancient hate — 1 shudder at the thought! 

If these discordant souls perchance have thrilled 
In fatal unison ! — Enough — the clouds, 

Tliat black with thundering menace o'er me hung, 
Are past ; some angel sped them tranquil by. 

And my enfinuchised spirit breathes again ! 

Diego. Bejoice, my mistress ; for thy gentle sense. 

And soft prevailing art, more weal have wrought 
Than all thy husband's power. Be praise to thee 
And thy auspicious star I 

Isabella. Yes ! fortune smiled ; 

Nor light the task, so long with apt disguise 
To veil the cherished secret of my heart. 

And cheat my ever-jealous lord : more hard 
To stifle mighty Nature's pleading voice, 

That, like a prisoned fire, for ever strove 
To rend its confines. 

Diego. All shall yet be well ; 

Fortune, propitious to our hopes, gave pledge 
Of bliss that time ^vill show. 
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IsADKLiA. I praise not yet 

My natal star, while darkening o'er my fate 
TUs mystery hangs : too well the dire mischance 
Tells of the Fiend whose never slumbering i-age 
Pumuos our house. Now list what 1 have done, 

And praise or blame me as thou wilt; from thee 
My bosom guards no secret : — ill I brook 
This dull repose, while swift o'er land and sea 
My sons unwearied track their sister's flight, 

Yes ! 1 have sought — ^Heaven counsels oft, when vain 
All mortal aid. 

Diego. What 1 may know, my Mistress, 

Declare. 

Isabella. On Etna's solitary height 

A reverend Hermit dwells ; — benamed of old, 

The Mountain Seer; — who to the realms of light 
Mom near abiding than the toilsome race 
Of mortals here below, with purer air 
Has cleansed each earthly grosser sense away ; 

And from the lofty peak of gathered years, 

As from his mountain home, with downward glance 
Surveys the crooked paths of worldly strife. 

To him are known the fortunes of our house ; 

Oft has the holy Sage besought response 

From Heaven, and many a curse with earnest prayer 

Averted : thither at my bidding flew, 

On wings of youthful haste, a messenger, 

To a^ some tidings of my child : each hour 
1 wait his homewcro footsteps. 

Diego. If mine eyes 

Deceive me not, he comes ; and well his speed 
Has earned thy praise. 

Messenger, Isabella, Diego. 

IbABEUj^ (to Messenger). 

^ Now speak, and nothing hide 

Of weal or woe : be Truth upon thy lips ! 

What tidings bear'st thou from the mountain Seer? 

Mess. . His answer, ** Quick, retrace thy steps — ^the lost one 
Ib found.” 
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Isabella. A uspiciotis tongue! Celestial sounds 

Of peace and joy I thus ever to my tows, 

Thrice honoured Sage, thy kiiidly message spoke ! 
But say, which heaven-direeted brotlier traced 
My daughter ? 

Mi:sKENGEB. Twas ibj eldest hem that found 

The deep-seeluded maid. 

Isabella. Is it Don Manuel 

That gives her to my anus ? Oh, ho was ever 
The child of blessing ! Tell me, hast thou borne 
My offering to the aged man ? — the tapers 
To bum before his Saint? for gifts, the prize 
Of worldly hearts, the man of God disdams. 

Mi:ss. . He took the torches from my hands in sileuco, 

And stepping to the altar — where the lamp 
Burned to his Saint — ^illumed them at its nre, 

And instant set in flames tlie hermit cell. 

Where he has honoured God these ninety years ! 

. What hast thou said ? What horrors Mght my soul ? 

Mess. . And three times shrieking “Wo!” with downward 
course, 

He fled ; but silent with uplifted arm 
Beckoned me not to follow, nor regard him ! 

So hither 1 have hastened, terror sped. 

IsAD. . 0, I am tossed amid the surge again 

Of doubt and anxious fears ; thy tale appals 
With ominous sounds of ill. My daughter found—* 
Thou say'st ; and by my eldest bom, Don Manuel ? 
The tidings ne'er shall bless, that heralded 
This deed of woe I 

Messenoeb. My Mistress ! look around, 

Behold the hermit's message to thine eyes 
Fulfilled. Some charm deludes my sense, or hither 
Thy daughter comes, girt by the warlike train 
Of thy two son'» ! 

[Beatrice is carried in by the Second Chorus 
on a Utter, and placed in the front of the stage. 
She is still without perception, and motionless. 
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Isabella, Diego, Messenger, Beatrice. 

CUoruB (Bohemumd, Roger, HirpoLYTE, and the other nine 
followers of Don Cabab). 

Chorus (Bohemxjnd). Here at thy feet ire lay 

The maid, obedient to our Lord's command : ^ 

Twas thus he spoke — “ Conduct her to my Brother; 
And tell her that her son, Don Caesar, sends her ! " 
Isabella {is advancing towards her with outstretched amis^ and 
starts hack in horror). 

Heavens ! she is motionless and pale ! 

Chortle (Bohemund). She lives, 

She ivill awake, hut give her time to rouse 
From the dread shock tliat holds each sense enthralled. 
IsAB. . My daughter! Child of all my cares and pains ! 

And is it thus T see thee once again ? 

Thus thou retumest to thy father's halls ! 

O let my breath relume thy vital spark; 

Yes ! I will strain thee to a mother's arms, 

And hold thee fast — dll, from the frost of death 
Released, thy life-warm cuiTent throbs again 

[To the Chorvs. 

Where hast thou found her ? Speak ! What dire mis- 
chance 

Has caused this sight of woe ? 

Chorus (Bohemund). My lips ore dumb ! 

Ask not of me : thy son will tell thee all — 

Don Csesar — for 'ds he that sends her. 

Isabella. Tell me, 

Would’st tliou not say Don Manuel ? 

Chorus (Bohemund). 'Tis Don Csesar 

That sends her to thee. 

Isabella {fo the Messenger). How declared the Seer? 

Speak! Was it not Don Manuel? 

Messenger. 'Twas he ! 

Thy elder bom. 

Isabella. Be blessings on his head 

Whiche’er it be ; to him I owe a daughter. 

Alas ! that in this blissful hour, so long 
Expected, long implored, some envious Fiend 
Should mar my joy ! Oh, I must stem the tide 
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Of nature's transport ! In her childhood's home 
I see mj daughter ; me she knows not — ^heeds not — 
Nor answers to a mother's Yoice of love ! 

Ope, ye dear eyelids— ^hands be warm — ^and heave 
Tnou lifeless bosom with responsive throbs 
To mine! Tisshe! — Diego, look! 'tis Beatrice! 
The long-concealed — the lost — the rescued one ! 
Before the world I claim her for my own I 
Chorus (Bohemund). 

New signs of terror to my boding soul 
Are pictured ; — in amazement lost I stand ! 

What light shall pierce this gloom of mystery ? 
IsABELTJi (to the ChoruSt who exhibit marks of confusion and 
embarrassment). 

0 ye hard hearts I Ye rude unpitying men ! 

A mother's transpoi*t from your breasts of steel 
Rebounds, as from the rocks the heaving surge ! 

1 look around your train, nor mark one glance 
Of soft regard. Where are my sons ? Oh tell mo 
Why come they not, and from their beaming eyes 
Speak comfort to my soul ? For here environed, 

1 stand amid the desert's raging brood. 

Or monsters of the deep ! 

Diego. She opes her eyes ! 

She moves ! She lives ! 

Isabella. She lives ! On me be thrown 

Her earliest glance ! 

Diego. See ! They are closed again— 

She shudders ! 

Isabella {to the Chorus). 

Quick ! Retire —your aspect frights her. 

[Chorus stej^s back, 

Bohem. Well pleased I shun her sight. 

Diego. With outstretched eyes, 

And wonderstruck, she seems to measure thee. 

Beat. . Not strange those lineaments — ^where am 1 ? 
Isabella. Slowly 

Her sense returns. 

Diego. Behold ! upon her knees 

She sinks. 

Beatrice. O angel visage of my mother ! 

K K 
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IsAB. . Child of my heart! 

Beatbioe. See! kBeeling atthy feet 

The guilty one I 

Isabella. I hold thee in my arms ! 

Enough — forgotten all ! 

Diego. Look in my face, 

Canst thou remember me ? 

Beatrice. The rererend brows 

Of honest old Diego ! 

Isabella. Faithful guardian 

Of thy young years. 

Beatrice. And am I onee again 

With kindred ? 

IsABELiJi. Nought but death sliall part us more ! 

Beat. . Wjll thou ne'er send me to the stranger? 

IS.ABELLA. Never I 

Fate is appeased. 

Beatrice. And am I next thy heart? 

And was it all a dream — a hideous dream ? 

My motlier ! at my feet he fell ! — I know not 
What brought me hither — ^yet ’tis well. — 0 bliss ! 
That I am safe in thy protecting aims ; 

They would have ta’eu me to the Princess Mother 
Sooner to death ! 

Isabella. My daughter, calm thy fern’s ; 

Messina’s Princess — 

Beatrice. Name her not again ! 

At that ill-omened sound the chill of death 
Creeps through my trembling frame. 

Isabella. My child ! but hoar mo— 

Beat. . She has two sons by mortal hate dissevered, 

Don Manuel and Don Csesar — 

Isabella. ’Tis myself ! 

, Behold thy mother ! 

Beatrice. Have I heard thee ? Speak ! 

IsAB. . I am thy^mother, and Messina’s Princess ! 

Beat. . Art thou Don Manuel’s and Don Csasar’s mother ? 
IsAB. . And thine I They are thy brethren whom thou nam’st. 
Beat. . O gleam of horrid light! 

Isabella. What trouUes thee ? 

Say, whence this strange emotion? 
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Beatrice. Yefi 1 ’twas they ! 

Now I remember all ; no itmk deceived me, 

They met--’tifl fearful truth ! Unhappy men ! — 
Where have ye hid him? 

She rushes towards the Chorus: they turn away 
from her, A funeral march is heard in the 
distance. 


Chonis, Horror I Horror ! 

Isabella. Hid ! 

Speak — who is hid? and what is tnie? Ye stand 
In bilent dull amaze — as tho’ ye fathomed 
Her words of mystery ! — In your faltering tones — 
Your brows — I read of horrors yet unknown, 

That would refrain my tongue ! What is it? Tell me! 
1 will know all ! Why fix ye on the doo\; 

That awe-struck gaze ? What mournful music sound-s? 

[The march is heard nearer. 

Choi us (Bohemijnd). 

It comes ! it comes ! and all shall be declared 
With terrible voice. My Mistress I steel thy Learl ; 
Be film, and bear with courage what awaits thee — 
For more than woman s soul tby destined griefs 
Bemand. 

TbABLU.A. What comcb? and what awaits me? Hark! 

With fearful tones tlie death-wail smites mine ear — 
It echoes thro’ the hoube I Where are my sons ? 

[The Jhst Semichorus hrinys in the body of Don 
Manuel on a bier^ which is placed at the side 
of the stage, A black pall is spread over it. 


Isabella, Beataice, Diego. 

Both Choruses, 

First Chorus (Cajetan). 

With Sorrow in his train. 

From street to street the King of Tmor glides ; 

With stealthy foot, and dow, 

He creeps where’er the fleeting raoe 
Of man abides I 


K K Q 
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In turn at every gate 

Is beard the dreaded knock of Fate, 

The message of unutterable woe ! 

Beuengaii. 

When, in the sere 

And Autumn leaves decayed, 

The mournful forest tells how quickly fade 
The glories of the year ! 

When in the silent tomb opprest. 

Frail man, with weight of days. 

Sinks to his tranquil rest ; 

Contented Nature but obeys 
Her everlasting law, — 

The general doom awakes no shuddering awe ! 

But, mortals, oh ! prepare 
For mightier ills : with ruthless hand. 

Fell murder cuts the holy band — 

The kindred tie : insatiate Death, 

With unrelenting rage, 

Bears to his bark the flower of blooming age ! 

Cajetan. 

When clouds athwart the low’ering sky 

Are driven — ^when bursts with hollow moan 
The thunder’s peal — our trembling bosoms own 
The might of awful Destiny ! 

Yet oft the lightning’s glare 

Darts sudden thro’ the cloudless air : — 

Then in thy short delusive day 
Of bliss, oh ! dread the treacherous snare ; 

Nor prize the fleeting goods and vain, 

The flowers that bloom but to decay ! 

Nor wealth, nor joy, nor aught but pain. 

Was e*eT to mortal’s lot secure : — 

Our first best lesson^to endure ! 

IsAB. . What shall I hear ? What horrors lurk beneath 
This funeral pall ? 

[She steps towards the Iner, hut suddenly pauses, 
and stands irresolute. 

Some strange mysterious dread 
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Enthrals my sense. I maid approach, and sudden 
The icecold grasp of terror holds me back I 

[To Beatrice, usho has thrown henelf Jtetween 
her and ths bier. 

Whatever it be, I will unveil — 

[On raising the pall, she discovers the body qf 
Don Manuel. 

Eternal Powers! It is my son! 
[She stands in imUe horror. Beatrice sinks to 
the ground with a shriek of anguish near the 
bier. 

Chorus. Unhappy mother ! 'tis thy son. Thy lips 

Have uttered what my Mtering tongue denied ! 

Isab. . My soul ! My Manuel ! O eternal grief ! 

And is it thus I see thee ? Thus diy life 
Has bought thy sister from the spoiler's rage ? 
Where was thy brother ? Could no arm be found 
To shield thee ? — O be curst the hand that dug 
These gory wounds ! A curse on her that bore 
The murderer of my son ! Ten thousand curses 
On all their race ! 

Chorus. Wo! Wo! 

Isabella. And is it thus 

Ye keep your word, ye Gods ? Is this your truth ? 
Alas ! for him that trusts with honest heart 
Your soothing wiles. Why have I hoped and trem- 
bled? 

And this the issue of my prayers ! Attend, 

Y’e terror-stricken witnesses, that feed 
Your gaze upon my anguish ; learn to know 
How warning visions cheat, and boding seers 
But mock our credulous hopes : — let none believe 
The voice of Heaven I 

When in my teeming womb 
This daughter lay, her father, in a dream, 

Saw from his nuptial couch two laurels grow, 

And in the midst a lily all in flames, 

That catching swift the boughs and knotted stems. 
Burst forth with crackling rage, and o*er the house 
Spread in one mighty sea of fire. Perplexed 
By this terrific d^m, my husband sought 
The counsels of the mystic art, and thus 
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Pronounced the Sage — “ If I a daughter bore, 

The murderess of his sons, the destined spring 
Of ruin to our house, the baleful cliild 
Should see the light.*’ 

Chorus (Cajetan and Bohemund). 

What hast thou said, niy Mistress ? 

Wo! Wo! 

I.sai5i:lla. For this her ruthless father spoke 

The dire behest of death. I rescued her, 

The innocent, the doomed one : — from ray arms 
The babe was torn : to stay the curse of Heaven, 
And save my sons, the mother gave her child ; 

And now by robber hands her brother falls ; — 

My child is guiltless ; — O, she slew him not ! 

Chorus. Wo ! Wo I 

IsAU. . No trust the fabling readers of the stars 

Have e’er deserved ! Hear how another spoke 
With comfort to my soul, and him I deemed 
Inspired to voice the secrets of the skies ! 

** My daughter should unite in love the hearts 
Of my dissevered sons :** — and thus their tales 
Of curse and blessing on her head, proclaim 
Each other's falsehood. No ! she ne’er has brought 
A curse — the innocent I nor time was given 
The blessed promise to fulfil ! Their tongues 
Were false alike— their boasted art is vain — 

With trick of words they cheat our credulous ears, 
Or are themselves deceived ! Nought ye may know 
Of dark futurity, the sable streams 
Of Hell the fountaLu of your hidden lore. 

Or yon bright spring of everlasting light ! 

Fir.st Chorus (Cajetan). 

Wo ! Wo ! thy ton^e refrain ! 

Oh, pause, nor thus with impious rage 
The might of Heaven pro&ne ; 

The holy oraoles are wise*— 

Expect with awe thy coming destinies ! 

IsAB. . My tongue shall speak as prompts my swelling heart ; 
My grieli shall ciy to Heaven ! Why do we lift 
Our suppliant hands, and at the sacred shrines 
Kneel to adore ? Good easy dupes ! What win we 
From faith and pious awe? — to touch with prayers 
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The tenants of yon azure realms on high. 

Were hard as with an Arrow^s point to pierce 
The silvery moon. Hid is the womb oi Time, 
Impregnable to mortal glance, and deaf 
The adamantine walls of Heaven rebound 
The voice of anguish : — O ’tis one, whate er 
The flight of biids — the aspect of the stars ! 

The Book of Nature is a maze — a dream 
The Sage’s art, — and every sign a falsehood ! 

Second Chorus (Boiiemund). 

Wo! Wo! Ill fated woman, stay 
Thy maddening blasphemies ; 

Thou but disown’st, with purblind eyes, 

The flaming Orb of day ! 

Confers the Gods, — they dwell on high— 

They circle thee with awful majesty ! 

All the Kniyhts* 

Confess the Gods — they dwell on liigh— 

They circle thee with awful majesty ! 

Beatiuce. 

Wliy hast thou saved thy daughter, and defied 
The curse of Heaven, that marked me in thy womb 
The child of woe ? Bhort-sighted mother! — vain 
Thy little arts, to cheat the doom declared 
By the all-wise interpreters, that knit 
The far and near ; and, with prophetic ken. 

See the late harvest spring in times unborn. 

O thou hast brought destruction on thy race, 
Withholding from the avenging Gods their prey; 
Threefold, with new embittered rage, they ask 
The direful penalty ; no thanks tliy boon 
Of life deserves — ^the &tal gift was sorrow ! 

Second ChoriLs (Bebebgah) lookbig towards the door with 
signs of agitattan. 

Hark to the sound of dread ! 

The rattling bxazen din I hear! 

Of helbbom snakes the hissing, tones are near I 
Ye»— ’tis the Furies’ tread ! 
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CAJET4.N. 

, In crumbling ruin mde. 

Fall, fall, tbou roof, and sink thou trembling floor, 
That bear'st the dread unearthly stride ! 

Ye sable damps arise ! 

Mount from the abyss in smoky spray, 

And pall the brightness of the day ! 

Vanish, ye guardian Powers ! 

They come I The avenging Deities ! 


Don CiESAB, Isabella, Beatrice. The Chorus. 

On the entrance of Don Ca:sar, the Chorus station themselves 
before him imploringly. He remains standing alone in the 
ventre of the stage. 

Beat. . Alas I ’tis he — 

IsADELiA {stepping to ineet him). 

My Cffisar ! 0, my son ! 

And is it thus 1 meet thee ? Look ! Behold ! 

The crime of hand accurst ! — 

[/SAs leads him to the (or^e. 

First Chonis (Cajetan, Berengar). 

Break foith once more 
Ye wounds ! Flow, flow, in swarthy flood. 

Thou streaming gore ! 

Isad. . Shuddering with earnest gaze, and motionless, 

Thou stand'st : — ^yes ! there my hopes repose, and all 
That earth has of thy brother ; in the bud 
Nipp’d is your concord's tender flower, nor ever 
With beauteous fruit shall glad a mother's eyes. 

Don G. Be comforted ; thy sons, with honest heart, 

To peace aspired, but Heaven's decree was blood ! 
IsAB. . I know thou lovedst him well ; I saw between ye, 
With joy, the bands of nature sweetly twined ; 

Thou wouldst have borne him in thy heart of hearts, 
With rich atonement of long wasted years ! 

But see— fell Murder thwarts thy dear design, 

And nought remains but vengeance! 

Don €£sab. Come, my mother. 
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This is no place for thee. Oli, haste and leave 
This sight of woe ! [fia endeavours to dratj her awotf. 
Isabella {firming herself into his arms). 

Thou liv’st ! I have a sou ! 

Beat. . Alas! my mother! 

CjEsab. On this faithful bosom 

Weep out thy pains ; — ^nor lost thy son, — ^his love 
Shalt dwell immortal in thy Oeesar's breast. 

First Chorus (Cajetan, Berekgab, Makfbei)). 

Break forth, ye wounds ! — 

Dumb witnesses ! — ^the truth proclaim ; 

Flow fast, thou gory stream ! 

IsAUEi.LA {clasping the hands of Don Caesar and Beatrice). 
ISly children ! 

Don CjEsar. Oh, ’tis ecstasy ! my mother. 

To see her in thy arms ! — thenceforth in love 
A daughter — sister— 

Isabella {mterrupting him). 

Thou hast kept thy word. 

My son ; — to thee I owe the rescued one; 

Yes, thou hast sent her — 

Don C.ESAB (in astonishment). 

Whom, my mother, sayst thou. 

That 1 have sent ? 

IsABKLiA. She stands before thine eyes — 

Thy sister. 

Don C.ESAR. She! My sister? 

Isabella. Ay, what other? 

Don C. My sister! 

Isabella. Thou hast sent her to me ! 

Don Cjssab. Horror! 

His sister, too ! 

CaoRus. Woe! woe! 

Beatrice. Alas! my mother! 

IsAB. . Speak ! I am all amaze ! 

Don CiESAR. Be curst the day 

When I was bom ! 

Isabella. Eternal Powers ! 

Don C.ESAB. 


Acciust 
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The \^omb that bore me ; curst tlij secret! arts, 

The spring of all this woe ; instant to crush thee, 
Though the dread thunder swept — ne'er should this 
arm 

Refrain the bolts of death : — I slew my brother! 

Hear it and tremble ! in her arms 1 found him-— 

She was my love, my chosen bride ; — and he— 

My brother — in her arms ! Thou hast heal'd all ! 

If it be true — oh, if she be my sister — 

And his ! — then 1 have done a deed that mocks 
The power of socritice and prayers to ope 
The gates of Mercy to my soul 1 

Chorus (Bohemund). 

The tidings on thy heart dismayed 
Have burst, and nought remains ; behold ! 
*Tis come, nor long delayed, 

Whate’er the warning seers foretold : 

They spoke the message from on high, 

Their lips proclaimed resistless destiny ! 

The mortal shall tho curse fulfil, 

Wlio seeks to turn predestined ill. 

IsAB. . The Gods have done their worst ; if they be true 
Or false, 'tis one — for nothing they can add 
To this— the measure of their rage is full. 

Why should 1 tremble that have nought to fear ? 

My darling son lies murdered, and the living 

1 call my sou no more. Oh .' 1 have borne 

And nourished at my breast a basilisk 

That stung my best-loved child. My daughter, haste. 

And leave this house of horrors — I devote it 

To the avenging Fiends ! — In evil hour, 

'Twas crime that brought me hither, and of crime 
The victim I depart. Unwillingly 
I came— in sorrow I have lived— despairing 
1 quit these halls ; on me, the innocent. 

Descends this weight of woe I Enough — 'tis shown 
That Heaven is just, and oracles are true ! 

[Exit, followed hy Diego. 
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Bbatrios, Don C^sab, The Chorus. 

Don Gj:sab {detaining Beatbice). 

My sister, wouldst thou leave nto ? On this head 
A mother's curse may fall— a brother's blood 
Cry ^ith accusing voice to Heaven — all Nature 
Invoke eternal vengeance on my soul — 

But thou— Oh ! curse me not — I cannot bear it ! 

[Beatrice with averted eyes to the body. 
I have not slam thy iover ! twas thy brother, 

And mine, tliat fell beneath my sword ; and near 
A& the departed one, the living owns 
The ties of blood : remember, too, 'iis 1 
That most a sister's pity need — for pure 
His spirit winged its flight, and I am guilty ! 

[Beatrice bursts into an agony of tears. 
Weep ! I will blend my tears with thine— nay, more, 
1 will avenge thy brother ; but the lover — 

Weep not for him — thy passionate yeamiug tears 
My inmost heart. Oh ! from the boundless depths 
Of our affliction, let me gather this, 

The last and only comfort — but to know 
That we arc dear alike. One lot fulfilled 
Has made our rights and wretchedness the same ; 
Entangled in one snare we fall together. 

Three hapless victims of unpitying Fate, 

And share the mournful privilege of tears. 

But when 1 think that for the lover more 
Than for the brother bursts thy sorrow's tide, 

Then rage and envy mingle with my pain. 

And Hope's last balm forsakes my withering soul ! — 
Nor joyful, as beseems, can 1 requite 
This injured Shade : — yet after him content 
To Mercy’s throne my contrite spirit shall fly, 

Sped by this hand — k dying 1 may know 
That in one urn our ashes shall repose, 

With pious office of a sister’s care. 

{He throm his arms around her with passionate 
tenderness. 

1 loved thee, as 1 ne’er had loved before, 

When thou wert strange; and that I bear the curse 
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Of brother s blood, ’tis but because I loved thee 
With measureless transjiort : love was all my guilt. 
But now thou art my sister, and 1 claim 
Soft pity 8 tribute. 

[He regards her with inquiring glances, and an 
air oj painful suspense — then turns away with 
vehemence. 

No ! in this dread presence 
I cannot bear these tears — my courage flies, 

And doubt distracts my soul. Go, weep in secret — 
Leave me in error’s maze — but never, never. 

Behold me more : 1 will not look again 
On thee, nor on thy mother. Oh ! how passion 
Laid bare her secret heart ! She never loved me ! 
She mourned her bestdoved son — that was her cry 
Of grief— and nought was mine but show of fondness ! 
And thou art false as she ! make no disguise — 
ilecoil with horror from my sight — this form 
Shall never shock thee more — begone for ever! [Exit, 
stands irresolute in a tumult of conflicting 
passions — then tears herself from the spot. 

Chorus (Oajetan). 


Happy the man — his lot I prize— 

That far from pomps and turmoil vain. 
Child-like on Nature’s bosom lies 
Amid the stillness of the plain. 

My heart is sad in the princely hall, 

When from the towering pride of state, 
I see witli headlong ruin fall, 

How swift! the good and great! 

And he — from Fortune’s storms at rest — 
Snules, in the quiet haven laid. 

Who, timely warned, has owned how blest 
The refuge of the cloistered shade ; 

To honour's race has bade farewell, 

Its idle joys and empty shows ; 

Insatiate wishes learned to quell, 

And lulled in Wisdom’s calm repose : — 
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No more shall Passion’s maddening brood 
Impel the busy scenes to tiy, 

Nor on his peaceful cell intrude 
The form of sad Humanity ! 

’Mid crowds and strife each mortal ill 
Abides — the grisly train of woe 
Shuns like the Pest the breezy hill, 

To haunt the smoky marts below. 

Berenoab, Bohemund, and Manfbed. 

On the mountains is freedom ! the breath of delay 
Never sullies the fresh flowing air; 

O Nature is perfect w^herever we stray ; 

’Tis mail that deforms it with care. 

The whole Chorus repeats. 

On the mountains is freedom, d:c., dc. 

Don C r.sAR, the Chorus. 

Don Cjbsab {more collected). 

1 use the princely rights — ’tis the last time — 

To mve this body to the ground, and pay 
Fit honours to the dead. So mark, my friends, 

My bosom’s firm resolve, and quick fulfil 
Your lord’s behest. Fresh in your memory lives 
The mournful pomp, when to me tomb ye bore 
So late my royal sire ; scarce in these halls 
Are stilled the echoes of the funeral wail ; — 

Another corse succeeds, and in the grave 
Weighs down its fellow-dust — almost our torch. 
With bon'owed lustre from the last, may pierce 
The monumental gloom ; and on the stair, 

Blend in one throng confused each mourning train. 
Then in the sacred royal dome that guards 
The ashes of my sire/prepare with speed 
The funeral rites ; unseen of mortal eye, 

And noiseless be your task— let all be graced. 

As then, with circumstance of kingly state. 

Boheic. My Prince, it shall be quickly done ; for still 
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Upreared, the gorgeous 'Catafalque reoalls 
The dread solemnity : no hand distm-bed 
The edifice of Death. 

Don CissAB. The yawning grave 

Amid the haunts of life ? No goodly aign 
Was this : the. rites fulfilled, why lingered yet 
The trappings of the funeral show? 

Doiiemund. Your strife 

With fresh embittered hate o'er all Messina 
Woke Discord's maddening flames, and from the dcact 
Our cares withdrew — so desolate remained, 

And closed the sanctuary. 

Don Ci 2 SAB. Make no delay ; 

This very night fulfil your task, for well 
Beseems the midnight gloom ! To-morrow’s sun 
Shall find this palace cleimscd of every stain, 

And light a happier race. 

[Exit the Second Chorus, with the body of Don 
Manuel. 

Cajetan. Shall I invite 

The Brotherhood of monks, with rites ordained 
^ Holy Church of old, to celebrate 
Tlie office of departed souls, and hymn 
The buried one to everlasting rest? 

Don C. Their strains above my tomb shall sound for over 
Amid the torches’ blaze — no solemn rites 
Beseem the day when gory murder scares 
Heaven’s pardoning grace. 

Cajetan. 0, let not wild desi)jiir 

Tempt thee to impious rash resolve. My Prince, 

No mortal arm shall e'er avenge this deed ; 

And penance calms, with soft atoning power, 

The wrath on high. 

Don C.esab. If for eternal justioe 

Earth has no minister, myself shall wield 
The avenpng sword ; though Heaven, with gi'ocious 
eai', 

Inclines to sinners’ prayem, with tlood alone 
Ajtoned is murder's guilt. 

Cajetan. Ho stem the tide 
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Of dire misfortune, that 'vdth mftddening rage 
Bursts o'er your bouse, Erere nnM/st than to pile 
Accumulated woe. 

Don C£sab. The curse of old 

Shall die with me i Death self-imposed alone 
Can break the chain of Fate. 

CAtJETAn. Thou ow’st tliyself 

A sovereign to this orphaned land, by thee 
Bobbed of its other lord ! 

Don CiisAR. Tlic avenging Gods 

Demand their prey — some other Deity 
May guard the living ! 

Cajetan. Wide as e’er the sun 

In glory beams, the realm of Hope extends ; 

But— Oh remember! — ^nothing may we gain 
From Deatli ! 

Don C^sab. Bemember thou thy vassal's duty * 

Bemember, and be silent ! Leave to me 
To follow, as I list, the Spirit of power 
That leads me to the goal. No happy ono 
May look into my hreobt ; — ^l)ut if thy Prince 
Owns not a subject's homage, dread at least 
The murderer I — the accurst! — and to the head 
Of the imhappy — sacred to the Gods — 

Give honours due. The pangs that rend my soul — 
What I have suffered — what I feel — have left 
No place for earthly thoughts ! 


Donna Isabella, Don C.£SAB, The Chorm. 

Isabella {enters with hesitating steps^ and looks irresolutely 
towards Don Ce!SAb; at last she upproctches, 
and addresses him with collected tones), 

I thought mine eyes should ne'er beholdthfie more ; — 
Thus 1 had vowed despairing ! Oh, vofj son ! 

How quickly all a mother's stem resolves 
Melt into air! 'Twos but the oiy of rage 
That stifled Natalie’s pleading voioe ; lmt*now 
What tidings of mysteiisas import csdl me ' 

Forth from the desolate chambers of my sorrow ? 
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Shall I believe it? Is it true? — one day 
Bobs me of both my sons ? 

Chorus. 

Behold ! with willing steps and free, 

Thy son prepares to tread 
The paths of dark eternity — 

The silent mansions of the dead. 

My prayers are vain ; but thou, with power oonfest 
Of nature's holiest passion, storm his breast ! 

IsAB. . I cdl the curses back — that in the frenzy 
Of blind despair on thy beloved head 
T poured. A mother may not curse the child 
That from her nourishing breast drew life, and gave 
Sweet recompense for all her travail past : 

Heaven would not hear the impious vows ; they fell 
With quick rebound, and heavy with my tears, 
Down from the flaming vault. 

Live ! live ! my son 

For I may leather bear to look on thee — 

The murderer of one child— than weep for both ! 
Don C. Heedless and vain, my mother, are thy prayers 
For me and for thyself ; — 1 have no place 
Among the living if thine eyes may brook 
The murderer’s sight abhorred — I could not bear 
The mute reproach of thy eternal sorrow. 

IsAB. . Silent or loud, my son, reproach shall never 

Disturb thy breast — ^ne’er in these halls shall sound 
The voice of wailing, gently on my tears 
My griefs shall flow away : — the sport alike 
Of pitiless Fate, together we will mourn. 

And veil the deed of blood. 

Don C^sab {kmih a faltering voice, ^nd talcing her hand). 

Thus it shall be. 

My mother-^thus with silent, gentle woe 
Thy grief ^all fade : but when one common tomb 
The murderer and his victim closes round— 

When o’er our dust one monumental stone 
Is rolled — the curse shall cease— thy love no more 
Unequal bless thy sons: the precious tears 
Thine eyes of beauty weep, shall sanctify 
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Alike oar memories. IIjm I % 4ea& lire quenched 
The fires of rage ; and esms suMiied, 

The migh^ reooneiler. Pil^ bends 
An angel mrm above the fimexal am, 

With weeping dear imbraee. Dien to the tomb 
Staj not my passage *~Oh ! ibxbid me not, 

Thus with atoning sacrifioe to quell 
The corse of Heaven. 

IsiB&LLA. All Obrietendom is rich 

In shrines of mercy, where the troubled heart 
May find repose Oh * many a heavy burden 
Have sinners in Loretto’s mansion laid ; 

And Heaven's peculiar blessing breathes around 
The grave that has redeemed the world I — ^The prayers 
Of the devout are predeus-^fraught with store 
Of grace, they win forgiveness from the skies 
And on the soil by gory murder stamed 
Shall nse the punfying fane. 

Don OiBSAB We pluck 

The arrow from the wound— but the tom heart 
Shall ne'er be healed. Let him who con, drag on 
A weary life of penance and of pain, 

To cleanse the spot of everlasting guilt;— 

I would not live the victim of despair; 

No ^ 1 must meet with beaming eye the smile 
Of happy ones, and breathe erect the air 
Of liberty and joy. While yet alUte 
We shared thy love, then o'er my days of youth 
Pale Envy cast his withering shade ; and now, 
Think'st thou my heart could brook the dearer ties 
That bind thee in thy soitow to the dead ? 

Death, in his undecaymg palace throned, 

To the pure diamond of perfect virtue 
Sublimes the mortal, ana with chastening fire 
Each gathered stain of frail humanity 
Purges and hums away : hq^ as the $tars 
Tower o’er this earthly inhere, he above me ; 

And as by ancient bate mssevered Im^ 

Brethren and equal denissehs we }iv^ 

So now my testleaB soul with duvr Olbeti, 

That he has won from me ^le gltmous piise 

L Xi 
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Of immortality, and like a God 
In memory marches on to times unborn ! 

My sons ! Why have I called you to Messina 
To find for each a grave? I brought ye hither 
To calm your strife to peace. Lo ! Fate has tunied 
My hopes to blank despair. 

Don G/bsab. Whatever was spoke, 

My mother, is fulfilled ! Blame not the end 
By Heaven ordained. We trode our father’s halls 
With hopes of peace ; and reconciled for ever, 
Together we shall sleep in death. 

IsABEUiA. My son, 

Live for thy mother ! In the stranger’s land. 

Say, wouldst thou leave me friendless and alone. 

To cruel scorn a prey — ^no filial arm 
To shield my helpless age ? 

Don OiissAB. When all the world 

With heartless taunts pursues thee, to our grave 
For refuge fly, my momer, and invoke 
Thy sons’ divinity — ^we sh^l be Gods ! 

And we will hear thy prayers ; — and as the Twins 
Of Heaven, a beaming star of comfort shine 
To the tost shipman — ^we will hover near thee 
With present help, and soothe thy troubled soul ! 
Tsab. . Live — for thy mother, live, my son — 

Must I lose all ? 

[She throws her amis about him with passionate 
emotion. He gently disengages himself, and, 
turning his face away, extends to her his hand, 
Don C^sab. Farewell ! 

Isabella. I can no more ! 

Too well my tortured bosom owns how weak 
A mother s prayers : a mightier voice shall sound 
Resistless on thy heart. 

^5^6 goes towards the entrance of the scene. 
My daughter, come ! 

A brother calls him to the realms of night; 
Perchance with golden hues of earthly joy 
The sister, the Moved, may gently lure 
The \vanderer to life again. 

[Beatbtoe appears at the entrance of the scene* 
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iDonna Isabella, Don Cassab, and the Charus. 

Don Ojesab (on seeing her^ covers hit face with his hands). 

My mother! 

What hast thou done? 

Isabella [leading Beatrice / oru'ards). 

A mother^s prayers are vain ! 
Kneel at his feet— coi\jure him — melt his heart ! 

Oh ! bid him live ! 

Don CiESAB. Deceitful mother, thus 

Thou trie&t thy son ! And wouldst thou stir my soul 
Again to passion's strife, and make the sun 
Beloved once more, now when I tread the paths 
Of everlasting night? See where he stands— 

Angel of life I — and wondrous beautiful, 

Shakes from his plenteous horn the fragrant store 
Of golden fruits and flowers, that breathe around 
Divinest airs of joy ; — my heart awakes 
In the warm sunbeam — ^hope returns, and life 
Thnlls in my breast anew. 

IsABELTA [to Beatrice). Thou wilt prevail! 

Or none 1 Implore him that he live, nor rob 
The staff and comfort of our days. 

Beatrice. The loved one 

A sacrifice demands. Oh, let me die 
To soothe a brother's shade ! Yes, I will be 
The victim ! Ere I saw the light forewarned 
To death, I live a wroug to Heaven! The curse 
Pursues me still: — 'twas I that slew thy son— 

1 waked the slumbering furies of their strife — 

Be mine the atoning blood ! 

Cajetan. Ill-£a.ted mother ! 

Impatient all thy children haste to doom. 

And leave thee on the desolate waste alone 
Of joyless life. 

BeatAoe. Oh, ^re thy precious days 

For Nature s band. Thy mother needs a son ; 

My brother, live for her 1 Light were the pang 
To lose a daughter— but a moment shown, 

Then snatched away ! 

Don CiESAB [with de^ enwUon). Tis one to live or d|^e, 
Blest with a sister's love! 


L L 
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Beatbigb. 8ay--*dost thou enyj 

Thy brother's ashes ? 

Don Cjbsab. ' In thy ^ef he lives 

A hallowed life ! — my doom is death for ever ! 

Beat. . My brother ! 

Don C^sab. Sister ! are thy tears for me ? 

Beat. . Live for our mother! 

Don Ojbsab {dropping her hand, and stepping hacU), 

For our mother ? 

Beatbioe {Jiiding her head in his breast). Live 

For her and for thy sister ! 

Chorus (Bohemund). She has won ! 

Resistless arc her prayers. Despairing mother, 
Awake to hope again — his choice is made ! 

Thy son shall live ! 

[At this moment an anthem is heard. The fold- 
ing doors are thrown open, and in the Church 
is seeti the Catafalque erected, and the (ojin 
surrounded with candlesticks, 

Don Caisab {turning to the coJin), I will not rob thee, brotlier ! 
The sacrifice is thine: — Hark! from the tomb, 
Mightier than mother’s tears, or sister s love, 

Thy voice resistless cnes : — my arms enfold 
A treasure, potent with celestial joys, 

To deck this earthly sphere, and make a lot 
Worthy the Gods 1 but shall I live in bliss. 

While in the tomb thy sainted innocence 
Sleeps unavenged? Thou, Ruler of our days. 

All just — all wise — let not the world behold 
Thy partial care! T saw her tears! — enough — 

They flowed for me! I am content: my brother! 

I come! 

[He stabs himself with a dagger, and falls dead 
at his sisters feet. She throws herself into her 
mother's arms. 

Chorus, Cajetan {qfter a deep silence), 

Tn dread amaze I stand, nor know 
If I should mouni his fate. One truth revealed 
Speaks in my breast; — no good supreme is life ; 

But of all earthly ills the chief is — Guilt ! 


END. 
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